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THE MYSTEEIES
OF

THE OOUET or LONDON.

-f 'Iff (

'Jiirif^ivr M

%

CILVPTEK L

Tmt OLD mar's bbcond marriaor.

Ob the bank of the Trent, and within the border of

Lmcolnshire, stands Saxondale Castle. The edifice

is of immense extent, formed of boildings surround-

ing two quadrangular courts, and which having been

elected at different periods, exhibit nurious styles of

O. 1.—THIBD ASBIBfl.

arcUtaoturo. Wten riewed firom a distance, t(u»

long irregular ranges of bnttlements and towers,

frowning with a sort of gloomy grandeur above th«

river and over the landscape throngh which it \vind*

its way, give the idea of a strongly fortified ii'.'~*-

and though on a nearer approacli this impression v

scarcely diininislufd. yet a minute Hurvey will show

that while displaying the baronial architecture of by.

gone times, the edifice naver was intended « A

fortolice of defence.



THE jvTSTEniES OF TWE COmT.

The scenery amidst which it is situated, is impos-

ing and beautiful,—giving to the entire masg of

)uiIJinar and all its accompaniinonts an air truly

picturesque. The long lino of castoUaied structure

fnriiiiug the western side of the castle, stands upon

the very verge of the river's bank; and in some

parts the masonry itself is washed by its limpid

waters. The front of the edifice, which is at rigL*-

angles with the stream, commands a southern view

of sweeping valleys undulating like a rolling oceau

of the brightest green, the uniformity of which is

however broken by groves of a darker verdure, as if

they were islands dotting the vast expanse. White

cottages and village-steeples, peeping from amongst

the dense foliage of those woods, enhance the pic-

turesque beauty of the scene ; and all those broad

lands, far as the eye can reach, constitute the lordly

domain of Saxondale.

On the eastern side of the castle— the one farthest

removed fi-om the river—two magnificent rows of

ancient trees, evidently the growth of centuries,

form an avenue beneath the luxuriant foliage of

which it is sweet t« find shelter from the scoreliing

summer's sun, or to ramble in the refresliing cool-

ness and mystic serenity of evening. Tliis avenue

borders the spacious gardens, in the centre of which

there is a lake surrounded by ornamental buildings,

and having an immense greenhouse at the farther

extremity,—all uj a gothic style, and harmonizing
with the architecture of that side of the castle itself.

Beyond the gardens, which are laid out with taste

and clognnce. lie the slirubberies and plautatitms

;

and thence the rolling lauilseape extends, as above
described, until bounded by the horizon.

The interior of tlie castle requires a two-fold

description. One portion of it,—namely, the whole
of the front, and all that side overlooking the gar
dens, -is used for the habitation of the inmates

;

unil is fitted up with the sumptuous magnificence,

refinement, and taste of modem splendour, yet in a
manner to harmonize admirably with the antiquated
style (jf the architecture. The doorways, the win-
dows, the chimney-pieces, and the cornices, are all

carved or sculptured in the richest manner, aTid are

inwrought with armorial bearings and decorative

devices. The entrance-hall is of immense extent,

with a double row of marble pillars on each side,

and having an elaborately gi-oined ceiling. The
Davement of this hall is of variegated marbles. At
the extremity facins: the high foVding-doors at the
entrance, a raagniticent staircase is seen rising to

about the mid-height of the hall; and from that

point it branches into two equally handsome flights,

one winding to the right and the other to the left

hand. One leads to the state-anartmcnts and draw-
jftir-rooms : the other to a landing, whence open
Ihe library and picture-gallery. The walls all up
these stau-cascs arc decorated with armorial devices,

and ornanumtcd with suits of armour and statues.

From a long corridor, stretching the whole length of
that line of the building which overlooks the gar-
d(>ns, and which is called the Eastern Side, open the
sleeping apartments intended for the family, visitors,

»nd guests. The chambers of the numerous depen-
dants communicate from a similar gallery over-head.

So much for the inhabit (m1 portion of Saxondale
Cnetle: but the whole ..f the Western Side over-

!'H)king the river, nnd lh.it fiid which may be tertned

ih«- tack of the building, have long been disused.

They arc the most ancient parts of the castellated

structure : but the rooms which they oontain are

attended to with great care, and arc shown aa curi-

osities to aU guests visiting the castle. These room?
anpear to have been furnished and to have been
fitted up in the fourteenth and fifteenth centurica,

—

blending the rude contrivances of the two latter

j
ilcnrys' time ^-ith the more refined improvements
of the Elizabethan age. The walls of many of

I

ttieso disused apartments are hung with tapestry,

for the most part torn and tattered : the furniture

consists of similar tapestry-work or Utrecht velvet

I

covering the oaken chairs, some of which are elabo-

rately carved. But to preserve this furniture and
tapestry from falling into complete decoy, frequent

fires are lighted in the rooms, and constant attention

is paid to them.

I

One or two more features in Saxondale Castle

must be mentioned ere we enter upon our story.

The first is the chapel, which is situated in the

western side overlooking the Kiver Trent. Not
having been used as a place of worship for some
centuries, its Catholic appearance has not been dis-

turbed : the altar-piece, with all its Roman emblems
and appurtenances, has therefore been preserved with

as much jealous care as the tapestried chambers in

the same part of the building. There are several

fine old pictures, representing sacred subjects, in

this chapel ; and in the vestiary are preserved some
interesting specimens ot Roman Catholic canonical

costume. From this vestiary a low door opens upon
a dark, narrow, and precipitate staircase, made of

stone and winding down the circular shaft of m

tower. At th? bottom of this staircase thjre are

vaults stretehLig to a considerable distance beneath

the western s^de, and even under the bed of the

river. These subterraneans were doubtless used as

pla.fos ~f penance—perhaps even ot more terrible

punishment—in those Catholic times when a portioa

of Saxondale Castle was tenanted by the holy fathers

of a monkish order.

In a cloister branching out from the cha[H^l, and
on the same level with it, are several tonilis and
monuments, enclosing the reiAains of some of the

cEu-her scions of the house of Saxondale. In the

middle of this cloister stands a colossal figure, earved

in black marble, representing a warrior in complete

armour with his vizor closed, and reputed to have

been the image of the founder of the Saxondale

family in the earliest times of the Tiidors. The ap.

pearancc of this giant-statue, in its sable gloom, but

In a natural lite-like attitude, with the left hand

upon the hip, and the right arm extended as if me-
nacingly pointing towards the door, is well calcu-

lated to produce a startling effect upon the visitor

who, unwarned of its presence there, enters that

cloister for the fii-st time, and beholds the colossal

image uprearing its huge form in the midst of the

dim cathcch-al-light wliich pervades the place.

The reader must not fancy that from this long

description of Saxondale Castle we are about to en-

tertain him with the gloomy mysticism or the dark

horrors of a romance of the olden time : but it was

necessarj- for the purposes of our narrative to re»x)rd

these details in respect to the ancestral s^ftt of a

family which is destinctl to play no mean part uDon

Ihe stage of our story. "Without further prcl».ce.

therefore, we will procei-d to state that in the yoor

18'2o docs our ranative open.



THE MTSTEKIEB OF THE COlfliT.

At that period Lord Saxondale, tlic owner of the

tutle and its immenge domain, was a nobleman well

stricken in years, but who had recently married a

very young wife by whom he had three cnildren.

This was lus second marriage ; and it is necessary

that we should inform the reader how and imder

what circumstances it came to be contracted.

Lord Saxondale had long been a widower and also

childless,—the presumptive heir to his title and es-

tates being his nephew the Hon. Mr. Ralph Fare-

field. Ealph was an only child, and liis bii-th cost

his mother her life: his father, who waa Lord

Saxondale's younger brother, died soon afterwards

of a fever ; and the infant orphan was left entirely

dependent upon his noble uncle. Lord Saxondale

accepted the sacred trust generously, and, having

then no children of his own, brought up his nephew

with as much love and affection as if he were hLs

•on. His lordship habitually resided at his palatial

mansion in London, paying an annual visit of two

or three months to his castle ia Lincolnshire ; and

as he was wont to be excessively indidgent towards

his nephew, the latter, when his education was

finished and he left college, plunged into all the

dissipations and debauchepies of London life. For

some time the old nobleman seemed unconscious

of the evil courses which his nephew Ealph

was pursuing ; but at length he received such inti-

mation thereof—either from well-intentioned friends

or mischief-making gossips—that he was induced

to watch the young man's proceedings. One in-

quiry led on to another ; and Lord Saxondale suc-

ceeded in unravelling such a complicated skein of

vices, profligacies, and even villanies on the part

of his nephew, that he recoiled in horror from the

frightful thscovery. He learnt that Ralph was an

inveterate gamester, a cold-blooded seducer of in-

nocence, and a profligate of the most unscrupulous

character ; that speculating upon the certainty of

inheriting the title and eutaUed estates of Saxondale,

he had borrowed large sums of usurers ; and that

he had even been heard to drop dark hints " that if

his old uncle did not soon take his departure from

this world, he would adopt n>eans to send him pre-

maturely out of it." This might have been mere
idle talk or wretched bravado on Ralph's part : but

certain it is that the discovery of the young man's
base ingratitude produced a powerful impression

upon the old lord. He did not pause to reflect

whether his own exceeding indulgence might not

have been mainly instrumental in plunging Ralph
Farefield into the vortex of dissipation; but being

a man of very strong feelings and of decidwl cha-

racter, Lord Saxondale suddenly became as storn

and implacable as he had previously been affec-

tionate and foolishly indulgent.

All this investigation into Ralph Farefield's con-

duct had been conducted unknown to the young
man himself; and while he was pursuing his plea-

sures and his debaucheries, he little suspected the

storm that was brewing over lus head. At length

it burst. One morning — just as daylight was
making the street-lamps btrn dim and sickly

—

Ralph was endeavoui-iug to olfect his usual stealthy

entrance by a back door into Saxondale Mansion
in I'lirk Lane, London, when he was suddenly en-

countered by his uncle's steward, who put a letter

into his hand and pei'emiitorily bade hiiu (juit the
hoURo. Uali-iutoxicuted as lialph waa at the lime,

this unexpected proceeding sobered him In an in-

stant ; and tearing open the letter, he was astounded

at its contents. These were laconic enough. They

merely gave the young man to understand that every-

thing was known—that thenceforth he was never

again to appear in his uncle's piesence—and that au

income of 300^ a-year was all that would be allowed

him for the future. Recovering from the stujtor into

which this letter for the moment threw him, Ralph

burst forth into a volley of the bitterest invectives

against his uncle,—adding, as he addiessed himself

to the steward, " Go and tell the old curmutlgeou

that I don't care a fig for him. His estates are en-

tailed and go along with the title: so it is but a

little matter of time, and tlien I shall have all. In

!
the interval I can raise plenty of money on post-

obit bonds in the City ; and therefore I repel with

scorn the miserable pittance of three huiidi-ed a-yuar

which the old boy offers me."

With these words Ralph flung out of the house,

and hastened away to rejoin his boon-companioiis

and report to thein all that had taken place. Tlt-y

' applauded his spirit; and he plunged more de-:^ly

into dissipation and debauchery than evur. But in

the meantime the old steward, who was a matter-

of-fact kind of person, and never a smcere friend

towards Ralph Farefield, proceeded to give Lord

Saxondale a full and faithful account of all that his

nephew had said, not even suppressing a single

oath, nor one tittle of the indignities, tlueats, or

defiances which the ungrateful young man had

levelled against his uncle.

j
"Oh!" said Lord Saxondale, his mind at once

made up how to act. " Instead of contrition we

have such conduct as this, have we ? Lot the

travelling-carriage be prepared, and within an hour

I I shall start for Lincolnshire."

j

The old lord, who was just sixty years of age

I

when this rupture with his nephew took place, hrtJ

:
suddenly come to the detenuination of taking unto

himself a second wife, in the hope that she migiit

give him an heir to his possessions and title, and

thus destroy the prospects of Mr. Ralph Fareiielcl.

I

While rolling along in his commodious traveihng-

i carriage to Saxondale Castle, his lordship, who could

be as vindictive on the one hand as he had proved

himself indulgent and generous on the other, gloated

over the project which he had fovmeil^ and wiiieij

became strengthened in his mind the longer be

deliberated upon it. Who his intended wife was to

be, he had already settled with himself: for he

know full well that where the offer of his hand

was about to be made, it was certain to be uc-

, ceptod.

The young lady whom he thus had m view, was

seventeen years of age. She was the only chihl of

a worthy clergyman occupying a living on the Saxon-

dale estate, and for which ho was imlebtod to his

lordship's bounty. Harriet Clifton was a girl of
' exeeethug beauty— fall and aihnn-ably formed—and

with a development of womaidy eharnis which

made her seem three or four yi.-ars older than sho

really was. She possessed a fine spirit, a powerful

intellect, and a strong mind, —all of whi<:h were

indicated, young though she were, by the cast and

expressiim of her countenance. ludei'd, it was ouly

uei-es:;ary to look int-o the deptJis of her dark eyoa

when thry met the gaze steiyllOAtly a ad fearlessly

—

to follow the a(piiliue lines of her handsome profile—
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c «WTitemplate the high proud forehead—to mark
tJw haughty curling of the lip, the gwan-like arch-

ii>g8 of the neck, the statuesque carriage of the

figure, and the sedate and somewhat measured step,

in order to read the firm decision of her character

as e»9ily as if it were printed in a book. At the

tame time there was nothing unfeminine in the

appearance nOr improperly bold in the manner of

Harriet Clifton. Her forwardness was attempered

by an unstudied ingenuousness ; and the settled

decision of her looks was the natural precocity of a

very powerful mind, shedding its influence upon her

whole being, and giving its own strong impress to

her featurts. Having lost her mother when she

was very youug, and having a kind indulgent father,

Harriet had received none of those delicate tutor-

ings and refined teachings—those timely checks

upon temper and those repressions of self-will

—

which only a mother or a very near and affectionate

female relative can give. She was well educated

—

lady-Uke in manners—and possessing good conver-

sational powers, the development of which had been

hindered by no bashful coyness. Thus, altogether,

Harriet Clifton was a woman in form, mind, and

intellect, at that age of " sweet seveutceu" when she

was still a mere girl in years.

Lord Saxondale had been acquainted with the

Kev. Mr. Clifton for a quarter of a century, and
had therefore known Harriet from her birth. He
was well aware of all the points in her character

—

all its strength and all its self-willed firmness ; and
though he had frequently thought, when regarding

her with a kind of paternal feeling, that she was
more precocious than he shoidd like a daughter of

his own to be, yet now that he wanted a second

wife, he felt assured that Harriet was the very being

who would best suit him. He knew that she was
good and vii-tuous, but that she was ambitious

—

that she possessed a heart which was capable of the '

noble feeling of gratitude where it was not likely

that she could entertain the softer sentiment of

love;—and he moreover calculated that if his pro-

jected marriage with this damsel should crown his

most fervid hope and give him an heir, her resolute

and haughty spii'it would serve, when he himself

should be no more, as an efficient defence t^ shield

her offspring against any open hostdity or secret

snares on the part of Ealph Farcficld.
]

Such was the tenour of Lord Saxondale's musings
as he rolled along in his traveUing-chariot to Lin-

colnshire. He arrived at the caatle sale and sound
that evening; and the very next day he sent to

invite Mr. Clifton and Harriet to pass a week with
him. They came, little suspecting what was in

store : but after dinner on the first day of their

arrival, and when Ifarriet hail retired to the drawing-

room. Lord Saxondale unfolded his purpose without

much circumlocution, and over a bottle of excellent

claret. Mr. Clifton at first could scarcely believe

his own cars ; next ho thought his loi'dship was
joking; and then he ccmcluded that he must be I

mad. But Lord Saxondale speedily convinced him
that he was noithc/ jesting nor insane; and loug

before the bottle of claret was eiuptiod, the matter

was duly settled,—it being taken tor grauted that

Miss Harriet would give her consent. Nothing was
Sfiid to the young lady that evening: but next day
her father introduced the subject to her notice.

Ihoro ivos no necessity to wait for a verbal reply

from her lips : the flash of triumph in her eyes, the

glow mantling upon her cheeks, and the swell c4

her fine bust, proved how joyous was her exultation,

and how proudly she could become the position of

Lady Saxondale

!

At the expiration of a fortnight the marriage
took place at Mr. Clifton's ovrn church , and Harriet

became the mistress of that magnificent castle which,

as a guest, she had so often admired, and with every

part of which she was already so familiar. The
intelligence of this mamage, when it reached Ralph
Farefield for the first time through the newsj apers,

did not produce the overwhelmmg effect which his

vindictive uncle gloatingly anticipated: for the

graceless nephew thought it most unlikely indeed

that any issue would result from so unequal an
alliaiicc. H-' therefore continued liis career of dis-

sipation, raising money by whatsoever means he
I could, and flattering himself that he was displaying

j

a proper spirit by doggedly abstaining from making
any advances towards a reconciliation with his

uncle. But at the expiration of a twelvemonth
»lialph began to grow alarmed, when he learnt that

Lady Saxondale had presented her husband with a
daughter. Still he consoled himself that it was not

a son, and that he was still heir presumptive to the

I
title and estates of Saxondale. Nevertheless, to

di'own the misgivings which would at times intrude

upon his soul, he plunged more deeply, if possible,

into dissipation than ever ; and finding it growing

more and more difficult to procure funds for his

j

extravagances, he saw his aristocratic companions

proportionately falling off. At the expiration of a
couple more yea.s the newspapers informed him
that Lady Saxondale had become a mother a second

time—but also of a daughter: and though Ralph's

uneasiness now increased materially, he continued

to solace himself as well as he was able with the

fact that he was still heu* to the broad lauds and
lordly title of Saxondale.

But new Ralph Farefield found it no longer po^
sible to raise money with the usurers on any terms

;

and he wiis involved in the most serious embarrass-

ments. All his friends deserted him : but not being

able to exist without the companionship of the pro-

fligate and the dissolute, he was compelled to seek

the society of a lower grade of debauchees than

those with whom he had been wont to associate.

Thus was he rapidly sinking down in the social

scale ; and being reduced to posii ive want, he at

length penned a letter of coutriti( n to his uncle.

But Lord Saxondale, who since his marriage luid re-

sided altogether with his young wife in Lincolnshire,

had not lost sight of his nephew even from that dis-

tance : or, more properly speaking, he received from
his solicitors in Loudon, and from other sources,

frequent accounts of the young man's proceedings.

These lU'counts had only tended to confirm him in

the loathing and hali\^d which he had conceived for

the graceless debauchee ; and he accordingly re-

turned Ralph's letter without a comment. Stung
to the quielv by what he termed this heartless insult,

and goaded to desperation by his necessities, Ralph !

Farefield began seriously to think of some dea.Uj

revenge against his uncle. Nevertheless, the pre*- i

sure of circumstances compelled him to go and draw
from Lord Saxondale's bankers all those ai-rears ol

income which he had hitherto scorutully left un-

touched ; and as DBoy« than thie\9 yeurs had no.
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<lapied since he was discarded, he had 9001. to rc-

eeire. Forgetting for the moment his thoughts of

Tengeance, he plunged headlong once more into dis-

aipation : but he was shortly startled from his de-

baucheries by the astounding intelligence that Lady
Saxondale was a thu'd time a mother—and on this

occasion had presented her husband with a son.

Ralph Farefield was consequently no longer the heir

to a lordly title and vast estate : but then, as he ob-

served to his dissolute associates, "it was but a

miserable new-born babe that stood between him
and the hope of still inheriting the ancestral wealth

and honours."

We have now explained to the reader how it was

and under what peculiar circumstances the venera-

ble Lord Saxondale contracted a second marriage at

the age of sixty. Four years had elapsed since the

day wlien he led Harriet Clifton to the altar ; and
he was consequently now sixty-four. This was the

year 1825, when in the earlier part of the chapter

we first introduced his lordship to the reader. Lady
Saxondale was at this time a s{)lendid woman ; and
she filled her exalted position with as much grace-

ful dignity as if she had been from her very birth

reared in the atmospliere of aristocracy and fashion.

Not once did the old nobleman regret having mar-
ried her : for not merely was his vindictive feeling

against his nephew at length gratified by the bu-th

of an heir, but he had also experienced much real

domestic happiness in his recurrence to a wedded
state. For, as he had foreseen, his wife regarded

him with gratitude aS the author of tlie brilliant

position to which she had been raised ; and though

she could not positively love a man old enough tcj he

her grandfather, nor indeed h:id a heart susceptible
^

of the tender feeling at all, yet she behaved towards
,

him with kindness, and was ever solicitous for his

comfort and well-being. Lady Saxondale was a

woman of passi<ms,but nut of sentiments: the former

were strong in pi'op<irtion as they occupied the place

which the latter ought to have held in her soul ;—
|

and those pa-ssions being egotistical and selfish, as

all passions necessarily are, were equally capable of
i

prompting her to generous and good actions as to a

course the very reverse. Circumstances had there-

fore favoured the former alternative ; and as she was
ambitious, she felt grateful to the man who had
ministered to her ambition. She now felt, too, that ;

she occupied the proud position of the mother of that

heir to whom her husband's title and estates would
j

fall ; and also cherishing the hope that there was

but little chance of these estates passing away from
|

her own offspring, she felt a pi'ide in contemphiting '

the responsibility connected with her position. I

These feelings not merely made her cherish the

husband who had given her this position and had
invested her as it were with this proud responsi-

bility, but they also imparted a certain matronly
!

•edatcne^s to her mind and demeanour ; so tliat at I

one-and-twcnty. Lady Saxondale, while still in the

bhxim of youthful beauty, possessed the experience

and bore the air of a woman of several years older.

But lest we should be misunderstood in any portion

of these reiunrks, we must observe, that the lapse of

those four years since her marriage, so far from hav- I

i%\g in any way marred her loveliness, had tended
j

orly U> develop her chai-ms to the height of their i

splendour, and to convert a precocious girlhood into

• 4;raBd and ma;jniliccut wouiauhood.

The reader is afready aware that three cluldien

were the fruit of her marriage with Lord Saxondale-

The two eldest were girls, and were respectively

christened Juliana and Constance : the last-bom,

now a couple of months old, was named Edmund.
Iq respect to the infant babe, we must observe that

he was marked on the shoulder with a strawberry.

This mark was but very small : still in its dlialnutivo

proportions it bore an extraordiuary resemblance to

the above-named fruit; and of course the old nurse,

the female servants, and the gossips of the neigh-

bourhood, were positive in declaring that Lady
Saxondale must have longed for strawberries ere the

birth of her sou. Be this as it may— it is not the

less certain that the mark was there, upon the child's

shoulder; and her ladyship congratulated herself

that it was thus upon a part of the bo ly where it

could not be considered a disfigurement.

Such was the exact position of alT.-iirs with regard

to the Saxondale family in the middle of the year

1825, at which date our narrative opened.

CHAPTER IL

THE CRIME.

Ealph Farefield was, as we have already ob-

served, startled from what may be termed the

lethargy of a continuous debauch, upon receiving

the intelligence that Lady Saxcjiulale had piv^sentcd

her husband with a son and iieir. He suddenly be-

came an altered man ; and thivwiug aside his dissi-

pated habits, as he would a garment which he had

worn long enough, he began not merely to deliber.ife

with calmness, but also to act with decision. His

acquaintance with the low dens of debauchery in

London had taught him where, in case of need, he

could lay his hamls upon the desperate charactiTS

suited to his purpose : and these he was not long in

finding out. In the first instance he despatched a

secret emissary down into Lincolnshire, who was in-

structed to prowl about Saxondale Caatle and take

note of any cireuuntaiccs which might tend to for-

ward the scheme that Ralph FareCuld had in riew.

This was nothing more nor le>;s than to carry olf the

infant Edmund, and make avay with him. Tiio

emissary was accordingly iustracted to watch when
the child was takeu out for an airing—whore it was
so taken —by whom—and whether its nurse ever

walked to any distance from the im:nediate precincts

of the castle. Tlie m m whom Ralpli employed on

this service, was astute, cunning, and wary; and
promised to fulfil his mission with despatch and
fidelity.

Proiligate and unprincijiled as Ralph Farefio! 1

was—bitter as were his vimlictlve feelings against

his uncle, and his hatred for Lady Saxondale—^iecp
too as was the stake which he had to play— lie

nevertheless recoiled from the iilea of committing
murder with his own hand. He shrank thus, not

merely from that instinctive liorror of sheddin'

blood, which, when the idea is first conceived, seize <

upon even the most uni)r;n;-iplod and unscrupulo i?.

but ho was likewise afraid of involving himself in

the trammels of the law. His plan tliorefore w;is to

consummate thv entire iniquity, not with his own
hands, but throu^jU the mediuui of agents; a:id as

he purposed to remain in Loudon anil show himsell



THE MT3TEBIE3 0» THE COITBT.

daily and hourly at bis usual plac«8 of resort, while

the tragedy was being caactcd iu tlie country,

he felt assured that even though suspicion might

teem to point to him as the author of the atrocity,

yet it would be impossible to bring the crime home

to his door. As for what public opinion might sur-

mise or say, he was utterly reckless : it was sufficient

for him to destroy the barrier that at present ex-

isted between himself and the splendid heritage for

which he was prepared to plunge his soul into

crime.

But the plans and calculations of this wicked

young man did not stop here : for he reasoned that

if the son and heir was once removed, the loss

would either break old Lord Saxondale's heart ; or

if he should survive it, then another crime, per-

petrated under circumstances as guarded and as

precautionary as the first, would at once sweep

away every obstacle to the fulfilment of his hopes.

As we have already said, the requisite agents for

Balph Farefield's purposes did not appear to be

wanting; and out of the money drawn from the

bankers, he had still enough left to bribe them.

Besides, the fourth year was just passed; and he

had another three hundred pounds to receive. The
means for executing his plans were therefore in his

Amongst the desperate characters whom he had
sought out from the vile dens in London, was one

whom he specially intended to be the principal

agent in the tragic enterprise. This was a ruffian

whose name was Chiffin, and who was called the

Cannibal. The origin of this odious nick-name

may be explained in a few words. Chiffin was the

•on of respectable parents, who reared him well,

gave him a decent education, and apprenticed him
to a trade : but when seventeen or eighteen, he ran
away and went to sea. The ship in which he em-
barked, was engaged in the South American trade

;

and when crossing the Pacific, it was overtaken by
a violent tempest, so that in a very short time it

became a complete wreck. The greater portion of

the crew were drowned ; but some six or seven men
succeeded in getting away in a boat. Amongst
these survivors was Chiffin. The small stock of
provisions they had managed to bring from the
wreck, was very soon exhausted ; and for several

days they were tossed about on the broad ocean
endm-ing all the horrible pangs of hunger and
thirst. At length a whisper passed round amongst
them ; and they agreed to cast lots who should die

to furnish food for tha rest. The lot fell upon the

boatswain; and he resigned himself to his tale. The
dreadful work of death was done—the man was
murdered. But when the horrible tragedy was ac-

complished, an immitigable sense of loathing seized

upon all the survivors, save one individual : and this

one was Chiffin ! He alone partook of the loath-

some meal. Within a few hours afterwards a vessel

camo in sight, and the shipwrecked wretches were
taken on board ; but remaining faithful to an oath
wmch they had sworn previous to the casting of the

lots, the dreadful tale of murder was n(jt divulged

;

and as all traces of the crime had been cleared away
from tho boat ore it reached the ship, it was not

»usi>ei*ted. In due course tho vessel arrived in

England ; and Chillin, fiudmg that his father and
his mother h;\(l dioil <>( grief dui-in;^ liis absence,

iras thrown loose upon the world, lit' bcoamo the

associate of the vilest of the vile in the low dena

and infamous neighbourhoods of London ; and bj
the desperate ruliianism of his character, his daring

exploits, his success including the officers of justice,

and his lavish expenditure of his ill-gotten gains, he

was looked up to as a sort of chief or ruler amongst
his companions. Li the course of time the terrible

tale relative to the murdered boatswain got abroad,

—either being whispered by one of Chiffin's com-
rades on the occasion, or else Tauntingly proclaimed

by himself when in his cups : and thus the horrible

appendage of Cannibal was joined to his name.

Such was the dreadful character whom Balph
Farefield selected as the principal agent in his own
murderous design. We must observe that Chrffiii

the Cannibal was now about four-and-twenty years

of age —uf middle height and muscular form—with

a countenance of so diabolical an expression, that

were it possessed by the most honest man in exist-

ence, it would be quite enough to hang him, though

innocent, at the very first wh'sper charging him with

an offence. There was something of such unre-

deemed ferocity—something so awfully repulsive

—

something so bloodthirsty and cruel, in Chiffin's

look, that to meet him even in the crowded street

and at broad noon-day would startle the most cour-

ageous and self-possessed. Lideed, Ralph Fare-

field himself could never look upon this man without

experiencing a cold chill creep over him and pene-

trate to his very heart's core : but yet he admitted

him into his confidence, because he was just the un-
scrupulous demon fitted for his purpose.

By the time all Ralph's arrangements were made
with Chilfin the Cannibal, the emissary returned

from Lincolnshire, and gave such a report that there

seemed not the slightest doubt of being enabled to

carry the nefarious project into successful execution.

Chiffin accordingly set off for Lincolnshire, simulta-

neously with three of his most faithful confederates.

They took different routes so as to avoid suspicion,

but having previously settled upon the point where
they were to meet in the neighbourhood of Saxon-
dale. Cliilfin's Instructions were positive and fear-

fully definite. The child was to be carried off £rom
its nurse—put to death by means of a poison pro-

cured for the purpose—and then left in some public

place or thoroughfare where it was sure to be dis-

covered, so that its death might be a fact not mereij
established but also of notoriety.

True to the plan which he had chalked out, Ralph
Farefield now appeared in such pubUe places in

j

London as to secure the certainty of a host of wit-

j

nesses being enabled to testify that he did not at this

period quit the metropohs even for a single day. He
!

passed the forenoon at billiard-tables—visited Tat-

I tersall's and the Parks in the afternoon—dined in

the evouing in the coffee-rooms of hotels— and
spout the greater portion of his nights at gaining-

j

tables. Thus ten days passed, during which in-

terval ho endured no small amount of suspense.

He had forbidden his villanous agents to commu-
nicate witli him by letter, for fear of miscarriage or

' any otluT accident which might lead to discovery; and
thus during these ten days he knew nothing of what

\

passed. At th<; expiration of that time he received

I

an iutimation that Cliilfiu had returned to London;

I

and he at once proceeded to the low public-house, or
booziug-ken.wliore he was to meet th:it dre.adfid man.
Ou tirriviu^ at tho pliwe of apiwiutmcat, be found
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Chiffin alone in a private room ; and as the ruffian's

countenance was too diabolical to betray any deeper

villany than those crimes which had already stamped

it with their Cain-brand, Ralph could glean little or

nothing from liis looks.

" Well, is the deed done ?" he immediately asked;

for suspense was torturing him.
" It is—and well done," answered Chiffin, in

the hollow se]julchral voice that was natural to him :

" too well done to want doing over again."

"Give me the particulars," said Farefield, now

experiencing strange sensations of mingled hope

and terror, joy and alarm—a terrible state of feel-

ing which made the frame glow with a heat and yet

ehiver with a chill at the same time, as if the veins

ran lightning while an ice-snake coiled itself round

the body.

"Oh! the story is short enough," answered

Chiilin, who was making his shabby white hat, with

a black crape, turn round on the top of his huge

bludgeon, as he lolled negligently in a Windsor
chair. " I and the other chaps met according to

appointment at the village do\vn yonder ; and hav-

ing settled our plans, we dispersed ourselves about

in the neighbourhood of thp castle, hiding ourselves

in such places as were convenient. Three or four

days passed before we could do anything, as the

baby was only taken out in the carriage along with

the old lord and his wife. And by the bye, isn't

her ladyship a beauty? But of course you know
her ?"

" I have not seen her for some years," answered

Ralph impatiently. " Never mind such matters as

those : tell me what nearest concerns me."
" Well then, when four or five days had passed

and nothing was done, I began to grow uncomfort-

able : for I thought that four queer-looking gentle-

men like me and my mates lurking about in the

neighbourhood, might seem suspicious : so I made
them tramp off to a distance, while I stayed to do

the business by myself."
" Ah ! that was more politic !" exclaimed Ralph.

" But go on."
" Well, as luck would have it," continued

the Cannibal, " the very next day, at about

three o'clock in the afternoon, the two nurse-

maids came out to walk near the river. Tlie three

children were with 'em. One of them carried the

biiby : the other one carried the next child ; and the

third little brat—the eldest, of course—walked by

the side of the maid who was carrying her sister.

There was I, hid safe enough in the midst of a

clump of trees, watching my opportunity to spring

jusl like a wild beast in one of those Indian jungles

that I used t<) read about when I was at school.

Well, the nursemaid carrying the baby caino on in

front ; and the other lagged behind. Tlic very

thing that I wanted : nothing could bo better ! So

I waited till the maid with the biiby had rounded

the eluinp of trees, if you understand, in such a way
that she was hid by them from the view of her com-
panion. Tlii-n I sprang out with a black mask over

:uy face. My eyes ! what a sijueal the girl gave !

—

ft^ad as I snatched the cliild from her, she dropped

down just as if she was shot. Whether she was
killed stone dead with fright, or only fell into a

Bwoon, 1 don't know," added Chiffin coolly, " and

don't much care. You may depend upon it, I

fiidn't wait to sea."

" Q-o on, go on," said Ralph, with feverish im-

patience.

"Ah! I did go on then, too!" continued the

Cannibal, with a grin. " You should have seen me
scud along the bank of the river with the child in

my arms—that's all ! I don't suppose I looked

very paternal though. However, there I was, cut-

ting along at a break-neck rate : but soon reaching

a wood, I stopped and rested myself. Then I cot

away again ; and when I thought that everything

like pursuit was impossible, and that I might put

the finishing stroke upon the business where I was,

I just poured half-a-dozen drops of that stuff down
the child's throat—and by jingo ! it wag all over

with it in a moment."
"Ah!" slowly said Ralph Fairfield, letting the

deep breath of suspense escape him. " Then you
really have done it ?"

" Why, didn't I tell you so at the very first ?"

demanded Chiffin the Cannibal, his hollow tones

now filled with a sava^ growl, as if he thought that

he was suspected. " You don't think, do you, that

a chap like me would mind making mince-meat of

a baby like that when it's necessary ?"

" No, no—I did not mean to offend you," Fare-

field hastened to observe.

"Why, it's enough lo hurt one's dignity," still

growled Chiffin, " to think for a moment that one
wouldn't do such a miserable Utile bit of business

as that."

" But what became of the body ? how did yeu
dispose of it ? where did you put it ?" demanded
Ralph, with renewed impatience.

" I waited in the wood till night came," answered

the ruffian ;
" and then I went and put the little

stiff'un down at the door of a cottage about five or

six miles from the castle. But now for the proofs
!"

continued the Cannibal, thrusting his hand into the

capacious pocket of the great rough shaggy coat

which hung loosely upon him ; and he produced all

the upper garments that were likely to have clothed

a babe of a couple of months old.

Ralph seized them with avidity, and eagerly scru-

tinized each corner for some sign or symbol that

should identify them as having belonged to his

infant cousin. Nor did he search in vain. The
cloak was elaborately embroidered with designs

repi'Csanting a peer's eoi'onct, and also the arms of

the SaxondfJe family : while upon another garmr'nt

the name of the Hon. Edmund Farefield was like-

wise worked in delicate embroidery.
" Now are you satisfied ?" asked the Cannibal, his

eyes leering horribly from beneath his dark over-

hanging brows. " But I can tell you more. Wlion
I stripped off that toggery from the tiny brat, I saw
th« mark of a straw berry on its shoulder as plain aa

if H was a real one—but very small though—that

had been cut in halves, and one half stuck on to ita

flesh not so big as a sixpence."

"I am satisfied— quite satisfied!" cxclainiod Fare-

field : then, as he puslicd the garments across th«

table to C'liiffin, he said, " You must dispose of the«e
' as you think fit. But perhaps it wiH be best to bum
them "

" Leave that to me," answered the fellow, gather-

ing up the things and tlirusting thorn down into his

capacious pocket. " Any farther orders, Mr. Yare-

ficld—anything more in my little way?"
I " Not at present," rejoined Ralph. " But io bo*
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b« out of the way in case I s/iould require you

At Miy time during the next few weeks."

" You can always hear of me at this place," said

the Cannibal. " You remember the sign P It's the

BiUy Goat."
' I shall not for;;;et. And now," added Farefield,

' for the remainder of the reward that was agreed

pon between us."

Tlicrcupon he counted down a quantity of gold

uf-on the table ; and as Chiiiin wmsigned the wages

of iniquity to his pocket, his hideous countenance

Again expressed its satisfaction with a ferocious

leer.

Ralph Farefield and his agent in crime then sepa-

rated—the former hurrying away to some place of

public resort, which he still deemed it prudent to

frequent; and the latter proceeding to thp tap-

room of the boozing-ken, there to expend a portion

of his gains in a deep carouse.

CHAPTER IIL

RsTUBIf we now to Saxondale Castle the mmates
of which were thrown into the utmost gnet", conster-

nation, and dismay by the daring theft of the child.

The nursemaid from whom tlie infant E.imund had
been stolen, gave an account of the transaction

similar to that which Chillin the Cannibal gave to

Ralph Farefield. She said that while walking on a

little in front of the other servant, and while fol-

lowing the circuitous bend of the pathway whicli

wound round a knot of trees standing on th(! river's

bank about a quarter of a mile from the castle, a

man with a black mask on his fac€ suddenly ruslie.l

forth from amidst those trees ; and tearing the child

forcibly from her arms, sped away. She shrieked

out and fell down senseless. It further appeared
that the other nursemaid, hearing the cry, hastened
to the spot, and was horror-stricken on finding her

fellow-servant lying, as she thought, dead—and the

infant gone. She caught sight of the rulliau just

as he was springing over a hedge at some distance

;

and then he disappeared from her view. When re-

covering her presence of mind, she ascert^ained that

her companion was not dead, but only iu » swoon

;

and dipping her handkerchief into the r.rer, she

applied it to her countenance, and by those means
brought her back to consciousness. Both tlie servant-

maids, with the two remaining children, then has-

tened back as quickly as they could to the castle, and
gave the alarm.

As we above stated, and as may easily be supposed,

the consternation and grief caused by the astound-

ing intelligence were immense. Liuly Saxondale
was at fii-st absolutely petrified : but the old lord

gave way to the most frenzied anguish. Her lady-

sliip soon recovered her presence of mind ; and the

male dependants of the household were despatched
iu every direction in search of the lost infant. Some
Biouuted horses and galloped away to beat the

eountry : others set ofT on foot ; and everything was
done that the circumstances suggested to recover

the stolen heir and capture the daring tliief. Ilavmg
issued her orders to this eft'ect with a wonderful
degree of calmness and self-possession, Lady Sason-
i»le tur»«d her attealiou to her afflicted husband,

and endeavoured to console him by the repreuo*
( tation that as these various measures had been

j

adopted so soon after the theft, it was next to impoa-

j

sible that they could fail in achieving the desired

I

result. But in her heart Lady Saxondale was really

j

tortured by the sorest misgivings ; and she appre-

hended the very worst. Both her own suspicions

j

and those of her husband had at once very naturally

fallen upon Ralph Farefield : but while the old lord

could not bring himself to fancy anything so hor-

I

rible as that his nephew would cause the child to be

1
made away with, his wife on the other hand wa«

I

unable to close her eyes to that dreadful even-

tuahty.

I Slowly, and Oh ! how miserably passed the hours

until night came : and then as one by one the ser-

j

vants returned without havmg obtained the slightest

clue to the missing heir, Lord Saxondale began to

yield to the same appalling terrors which his wife

had already experienced. It was midnight ere all

the messengers came back ; and when the last made
his appearance, with nothing better to report than

the rest, the old lord again gave way to all the

frantic bitterness of bis grief. For a while, too,

even Lady Saxond.ile's firmness of mind seemed to

abandon her; and they mingled their tears, their

sobs, and the outnourings of their heart's agony

—

that old man and his young wife

!

But Lady Saxondale was the first to regain her

fortitude and lier self-possession; and she exerted

all her powers to impart some solace to her husband.

She now d(v^lared that, all things considered, she

was persuaded in her own mind that Ralph Farefield,

who no doubt was at the bottom of the atrocity,

would not dare commit so heinous a crime as mur-
der, nor yet allow it to be done ; but that he had

most probably caused the child to be carried off in

order to bring his uncle to terms and wring from him
immense peciuiiary concessions. In this strain did

her lailysliip continue to argue for a long time, and
v'ith so much outward earnestness if not with an
equal inward sincerity, that Lord Saxondale, eagerly

catching at any straw of hope, gladly took refuge

from the worst apprehensions iu the adoption of his

[

wife's theory. Thus the night passed; for no pillow

was pressed by that couple throughout the long
' weary hours. When morning dawned, the servants

j

were all again dispersed over the neighbourhood to

make every kind of inquiry that might possibly

tend to the recovery of the lost one. All the villages,

hamlets, and isolated cottages, within a circuit of a

dozen miles, were visited during this day ; and when
night came again and the servants returned, the

j

meagre results of their inquiries amounted to the^e

facts—that for the last few days some ill-looking

men had been observed in the vicinage of the castle

;

that they had disapp.jared suddenly ; and that a
gang of gipsies had been also seen in those parta.

Bill whether there were an^- connexion between the

former and the latter it was impossible to say. As
for the child, not the slightest trace had been dis-

covered ; and whether the poor infant was dead or

alive seemed wrapped up In the darkest mystery.

Finally, all the intelligence obtauied went to prove

I that Mr. Ralph Farefield, who was well known vx

i
the neighbourhood, had not boon seen by a singU
soul who was acquainted with him.

Lady Saxoudale's resolution how to act was now
I promptly taken. She declared her intenticm of riv
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pairing at once to London—not in an open man.
ner, or for tlic purpoHe of calling on Kalph and
taxing him with the crime of having ha<l the
child Htokn ; but of proceeding there in a pri-

vate manner, under an assumed name, and with
the object of instituting such inquiries as cir-

cumstances might suggest. Lord Saxondalo
proposed to accompany her ; but she besought
him to abandon such an idea. In the first place,

ho was so well known that his presence in the
metropolis could scarcely be kept a secret from
his nephew ; in the second place, the researches
in Lincolnshire must be persevered in, and it

was therefore requisite for him to bo ujion the
spot to superintend them ; and in the third

place, it was better for him to remain at Saxon-
dale in case lialph Farelicld should forward any
communication with the view of bringing him
to terms, hor ladyship still declaring her con-

viction that to this end had the atrocious out-

rage boon perpetrntod. To these reasonings on
NO. 2.—'rniu,D heiheh.
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the part of lier ladj'ship did tlie old lord yield ;

and devoured with grief though he was— well

nigh broken-hcartpd too by the terrible calamity

—ho could not lielp complimenting his wife upon
her caliiUitiSs, her fortitude, and her good sense

under such distressing circumstances.

Lady Saxondale's principal tire-woman was a

prrson of about thirty yeareof age,— discreet, pru-

dent, and cool-headed,—one on whom reliance

•juiild be placed, and who was in every way quali-

fied to share in a task requiring activity, energy,

and determination. Her ladyship therefore re-

solved upon taking Mabel—for such was the

woman's name

—

with her to London. A plain tra-

T(;lling carriage wasgot in readiness without delay

—a few .ir'.icles of the simplest apparel were
packed up —and Lady Saxondale, accompanied by
Mabel, took her departure for tiie metropolis.

In a couple of days Lord Saxondale received a

letlor from his wife announcing her safe arrival in

London, and stating that she had engaged humble
but comfortable lodgings at the house of a re-

spectable widow lady of tlie name of Ferney, where
ehe passed under the name of Smith. At the ex-

piration of a week his luriUhip received a second

letter, to the effect that his wife had already m.ide

discoveries of importance—that there was evei-y-

thing to hope—but that she could not enter into

any particulars, not only through fear of the letter

being intercepted, but likewise because every mo-
ment of her time was given up to the sacied task

in which she was engaged. Some days later his

lordship received a third letter, containingthe joy-

ful intelligence that LadySaxondalehadsucceeded
in ascertaining, beyond all possibility of doubt,

that their beloved child was alive, though she had
not as yet discovered where he was. She con-
cluded by recommending her husband to keep the

contents of her letters altogether to himself, as se-

crecy was for the present of the utmost conse-

quence The effect of this letter was to produce
Buch a revulsion of feeling, from torturing susjiense

to ardent hope, and from harrowing fears to joyous
anticipations, that the excitement proved too much
for the old nobleman ; and he became dangerously
ill. The usual medical attendant wassuramoned ;

andMr. Olifton, Ladj' Saxondale's father, was sent

for : but in spite of their earnest solicitations, his

lordship would not permit them to write to I,ady

Saxondale, for fear that she should at once hurry
home and abandon the search that was progress-

ing so favourably in London. In a week or ten

days he got somewhat better; and then came an-

other communication from his wife, announcing
the joyous intelligence that she had discoveied

where their child was— that circumstances, which
she would hereafter explain, prevented her from
applying for the assistance of a magistrate in the

affair—but that in a very few days she hoped to

regain possession of the lost darling. This letter

produced a most disastrous effect upon Lord Sax-
ondale, illustrating the well-known proverb that

happiness is sometimes as pernicious aa misfiu'tuno

in its influence upm the physii-al frame. The old

nobleman suffered a relapse, and for aome hours
was in a dangerous condition. But when some-
what restored again, he still persisted in refusing

to allow Lis wife to bo written to ; nor would ho
even say where she was ;—and as he carefully

destroyed her letters the nionienthohadi-eadtliem,
•<> as to prevent thcni falling into other hands, Mr.

Clifton was unable to discover the slightest clu«

I

to his daughter's present abode.

Put in the meantime what was Ralph Farefield

doing in London V Since his interview with Cbif-

fin at the boozing-keu he had regularly visited a

Coffee-house where the Line •Inshire newspapers
were filed, in the hope of reading in their columns
an account of the " mysterious murder" of the iu-

f:uit heir of Saxondale, and " discovery of the

corpse." But a paragraph of a few lines, con-
taining merely the fact that the child had been
stolen from its nurse, was all that at first ap-
peared in the local journals. On the occasion of

each fresh aixival of these Linco nshire prints,

did Ralph scrutinize them paragraph after para-

graph and line by line, in the expectation of read-

ing the announcement which be so anxiously
longed to behold : but nothing more was yet said

upi)u the subject. At last, about three weeks aftew

the occurrence, a paragraph of three or four lines

appeared, merely adverting to thetheftof the child,

and expressing the editorial regret ' thc-^t nothing
hud as yet transpired to clear up the uncertainty

into which the calamity had plunged the noble

family." It concluded by stating that " his lordahip

remained at the castle ; but that her ladysliip was
gone, it was Vjelieved, on a visit to some relations,

for change of air, and to recruit herself after tlie

dreadful shock she had received." Ralph Farefield

was both astonished and annoyed that the body
was not discovered; and seeking out ChifiSn, he

questioned him very c'osely all over again relative

to the whole affair. The cannibal at first swore
furiously at being suspected; but when reduced

to calmness by means of gold, he vowed and pro-

tested that the version he bad originally given
Ralph Farefield was the correct one.

" The Lincolnshire papers proved that the child

was stolen," he added ;
" and that it was me who

carried him off has been sufliiciently shown to you
by the production of the clothes, and by the men-
tion of the mark on the little thing's shoulder.

There are plenty of ways to account for why no
fuss was made about the discovery of the body.

The i>eople of the cottage at whose door I left it,

mighthave been frightened, and buried it secretly :

or it might even have been put under ground in

thensual manner, no one suspecting that it could

possibly be Lord Saxondale's lost child, because

the few clothes I left on it mighthave had no name
or marks to show who the infant was. Or a resur-

rection man may have picked it up, and taken it to

a doctor's. There's plenty of ways to account for

why no noise was made about the corpse. At
all events it was by your instructions that the

body was left exposed in some public place ; and
I am not answerable if the thing has failed."

Ralph was compelled to be satisfied by this rea-

soning, which indeed was feasible enough. That
the child had actually been made away with, he
entertained no doubt; and though he could have
wished that the discovery of the body should have
established the fact, yet he argued that when his

uncle died the title and estates must of necessity

devolve to him who, in default of the apt>earauo*

of anyothcrclaimaut, should come forward and aa

sert his own rights. Altogether unaware of Lady
Saxondale's secret presence in London, he neither

foresaw nor apprehended anj-thing that could pos-

sibly arise to defeat his plans. Thus did a niontk

elapse from the dat« of the child's disappearance

;
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and now, as Ralph was one morning examining

the newly-arrived Lincolnshire papers, lie was

struck by observing a paragraph to the effect that
* the venerable Lord Saxondale was lying in a

most dangerous condition at the castle, and not

expected to survive many days."

Overjoyed at this announcement, Ealph Fare-

field lost not a moment in ordering a post-chaise

and proceeding into Lincolnshire. What could

be more legitimate than that he, the heir pre-

sumptive, if not indeed the heir apparent, should

thus hurry off to Lis uncle's death-bed on reading

the news of his extreme danger in a public print ?

As he was whirled along in the post-chaise he

gave free rein to the diabolical joy of his reflec-

tions. Was he not now touching upon the goal

of success ? Was he not about to reap the rich

fruit of his plans ? What though this triumphant

success were gained by crime ?—he cared not

!

Perish all contrition, all remorse, now that the

acme of his hopes was about to be reached!

Within a few hours, pei-haps, he should hear him-

self saluted by the swelling titles of " my lord"

and " lordship :" (Within a few hours, also, he

would stand at a window whence the whole do-

main that stretched around would be his own !

Peradventure his uncle was already no more, and

ho therefore Lord Saxondale and owner of the

broad domain at that very moment ? Such were

his reflections. There was a maddening joy in

them—an intoxication of bliss—a frenzy—a deli-

rium. On sped the chaise—hours had passed—it

was already entering the well-known territory of

Lincolnshire. Ralph bade the postilions speed as

if for their lives! Now the horses were changed

for the last time—only eight miles from Saxon-
dale—in three quarters of an hour he would bo

there. The blood seemed to gush like fire in his

veins—but net v/ith pain : it was witii ecstacy

—

with the most fevered, throbbing, thrilling, burn-

ing delight.

And now the towers and battlemented build-

ings of Saxondale broke upon his view as the sun

was descending to its western home : and Kalpli

literally bounded upon his seat inside the chaise.

His impatience amounted to a wild fever-heat

which water could not slake and wine would
madden. On sped the chaise : and now he was
suddeidy struck with the necessity of assuming a

calm denieannnr. 'J'liis he did : but it was an

hypocrisy difficult to assume on the part of one
wiioin his own base mind felt that he had so many
i-easons for enthusiastic joy. The post-chaise

dashed up to the fi'ont entrance of tlie castle :

I{alph immediately looked out of the window as

one of the folding-doors slowly opened; and the

instant his eye caught the couutenance of the

porter, he read the truth at ouco. Lord Saxon-
dale was dead

!

The servants came forth to receive their late

master's nephew: but it was with no hurried step

nor welcoming looks. They walked with mea-
sured tread and wore a grave demeanour, as men
do where Death has just asserted his omnipotence.
Nor did they exactly know in what manner to re-

ceive or address Halph Farefield. Little skilled in

the law, they were unable to decide whether he
was now Lord Saxondale or not, inasmuch as

though the infant heir was missing, there had been
no positive proofs of the babe's death. As for

what Lady Saxondale had done, or might b« still

doing in London or elsewhere—and as to auy dis

coveries, more or less important, which she might
have made—they were utterly ignorant on all

these points, having l>een kept in the dark r©^

speotiug her ladyship's proceedings.

Descending from the post-ch;iise, Ealph put a

question to the servants, but in a manner which
showed that he already anticipated the answer;
and that answer was precisely the one he had alike

expected and hoped. Lord Saxondale was indeed

no more ; but barely an hour had elapsed since the

venerable peer breathed his last. Ealph, assuming
as mournful a demeanour as he could possibly put
on, desired one of the servants to conduct him to

the apartment of the deceased ; and this command
was immediately obeyed. In a few minutes Ealph
stood in the chamber of death, and by the couch
in which his uncle had so recently expired. The
Rev. Mr. Clifton and the surgeon withdrew from
motives of respect; for whether the heir or not,

at all events Ealph was too near a relative not to

be treated courteously. Besides, it occurred to

the worthy clergyman that the nephew might be

stricken with remorse for his past conduct, and that

he did not choose to have spectators of the feelings

to which he might give veut. Alas ! how little did

the unsophisticated and well-meaning Mr. Clifton

know of the true nature of the emotions that were
now agitating within the breast of that bad man ;

The nurse did however remain in the room.

It was her privilege—a mournful one, but not the

less sanctioned by custom—to remain with the

dead; and Ealph, mindful of her presence, still

retained that hypocritical air of sadness which he

had put on for the occasion. He gazed upon the

countenance of the deceased ; and not for a single

instant did his heart smite him at the thought that

he himself in reality was the cause of his uncle's

death. But while looking down upon that coun-

tenance which was now peaked, thin, sunken, and
wan, beneath the finger of the Destroyer, his mind
was wandering with the speed of a race-horse

throughout the sumptuous apartments of the

castle, and over the broad domain of Saxondale,

all of which he looked upon as his own.

So engrossed was he iu these thoughts, even
while seeming to contemplate with sadness the

face of the dead, that he did not hear the tramp-

ling of horses and the rapid rush of wlieels

—

which sounds however did reach the chatnber.

Treading noiselessly over the thick carpel, the

nurse, who had caught those sounds, approacho«l

the window ; and slightly lifting the white blind,

which was drawn completely down, slie glanced

forth. It was still daylight, and the nurse could

sec plainly enough all objects without. ()\iickly

turning away from the window again, she whis-

pered to Ealph, " It is her ladyship's travelling-

carriage. Poor thing ; I suppose she has come
back."

" Ah!'' ejaculated Ealph, startled from his re-

verie by this announcement; atul then an expres-

sion of malisiiant triuniph appeared up'in his fea-

tures, as he thiiught to himself that tiio moment
was now at hand when he should bo enabled to

exhibit his hatred towards the liciiig whom he

had included amongst the lunnber of those that

had been such nbstiiclcs in his path.

"Hu.sh !" said the old nui-sc, placing her linger

upon her lip to remind him th.d so loud an eja-

culation was but litlle >uited to the soloniuily of
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the chamber of death ; and at the same time she

gazed upon him with a half-frighteced, half-re-

pioachful look, on account of tliat malignant ex-

pression which had swept over his features.

But riiiliih, taking little heed of the old woman,
advanced to the window; and raising the blind

he looked out. The travelling-carriage was how-
ever drawn so close up to the entrance that he

could not from that point obtain a view of those

who Alighted : so ho turned away again, and
once more approaching the bed, waited till I-ady

Saxondale should mako her appearance : for he

naturally conjectured that she would at once re-

pair to tlie chamber of death.

Nor was he mistaken. In a few minutes the

door opened slowly, and her ladyship entered.

Bhe had thrown off her bonnet and shawl, and
appeared in a simple morning wrapper, in which
she had travelled : for she also had left London
that morning in the utmost haste, the instant

she read in the Lincolnshire paper, which had
liappened to reach her, the announcement re-

specting her husband's danger.

And now Lady Saxondale and Ealph met face

to face. That same expression of malignity

which a few minutes before had appeared upon
his features, rose up again : but instead of cow-
eiiug or quailing beneath it, the dark eyes of Lady
S^ixondale flashed upon him a look of mingled

defiance and contempt. The next moment she

was upon her knees by the side of the couch of

death ; and her head was bowed down upon the

cold hand of her departed husband. In this po-

sition she remained for several minutes; and a

solemn silence prevailed in the room—a silence

which not even Kalph dared interrupt. It was not

any violent paroxysm of grief in which the lady

testified her sorrow for her loss : her's was a mind
that retained its woe inwardly. ]^>nt that she did

feel—and deeply feel—the death of the old man
who had been so kind, and good, and affectionate

towards her, there can be no doubt. Besides, when
she slowly rose again from her kneeling posture,

there wore tears up(ni the cold marble hand of the

deceased—tears which she had shed silently I

She stood for several minutes more gazing down
upon the lifeless features of the old lord ; and her
own countenance wasfisedaud rigid, but with that

deep and even awful calm which indicated that

there was a powerful agitation of feelings within.

Then she stooped down and imprinted a kiss upon
tlie forehead of the dead; and as she slowly

turned away, her looks once more encountered
those of Ualph, whose presence for the last few
minutes hhe seemed altogether to have forgotten.

" Madam," he said, in a low deep voice, "it

must be upwards of fire years since last we met.

Little tiuii did plain Miss Clifton imagine that

when next we met, she would bo Lady Saxon-
dale : although it was probable enough that I

should be what I now am—Lord Saxondale !"

" No, sir," she answered, with grave solemnity :

"you are still plain Mr. Eal|ph Farefiold."
" How, madam V" he cried, with mingled me-

nace and alann.
" Because, sir," she responded, " I have reco-

vered my child ; and th<! infant Lord Saxondale
18 at the present moment beneath tliisroof;—then,

vith so peculiar a louk that it struck dismay to

Balph's heiut, she turned round and slowly
quitted the rcvnu.

He immediately followed her,—horrible !••*

Ings raging in his soul. His thoughts had lo •
moment been plunged into a frenzied whirl : there

seemed to be madness in his brain. Had he been
deceived by Chififin ? or was Lady Saxond lo de-

ceiving him ? Had not the child been made away
with ? or if it had, was lier ladyship trying to

palm off a supposititious one upon the world as her
own ? But he would soon know ! Ah, j)erhaps

she did not think that he was aware of that mark
upon the shoulder, the presence of which could

alone prove the identity, and the absence ot

which would at once stamp the fraud !

He overtook her as she was proceeding to tb»
nearest drawing-room.

" Your ladyship says that the child is found?"
he muttered between his set teeth : and though
he endeavoured to master his emotions and ap-
pear collected and cool, yet he could not.

" I said so—and it is the truth," replied Lady
Saxondale, calmly and gravely, as she had pre-

viousl)- addressed him in the death-chamber.
" We shall see !" he said : and the words camo

hissing from his lips as if from those of a serpent

;

for his feelings were terrible—all the more terri-

ble because so concentrated and it was impossi

ble to allow them free vent.
" Sir, do you dare doubt me ?"' demanded Lady

Saxondale, stopping abruptly short and turning
upon him the full power of her looks.

lie staggered back for a moment ; for it struck

liim that there was something so confident and so
full of assurance on her part that it was impossi-

ble she could be practising a deception ; and his

countenance became ghastlj', while a sickening

sense of utter desolation and wretchedness seized

upon his soul. Lady Saxondale's eyes lingered

upon him but for a moment : and tlien she pursued
her way towards the drawing-room. Again mas-
tering his emotions, and clutching at the hope

j

that her's was the attempt of a desperate womao
j

to carry a tremendous deceit with a high hand,
j

he followed her into the apartment.
j

And there, sure enough, was a child in tbe

arnis of Mabel ; and worthy Mr. Clifton was I

bending down and saying all kinds of affectionate 1

and tender things to it, just as if the little inno-

cent were perfectly' capable of comprehending
these ebullitions of heartfelt feeling on the part of

its grandfather. The surgeon was standing by,

contemplating the scene with ineffable satis-

faction.

Lady Saxondale advanced and took the child iu

her arms,—pressing it to her bosom in a manner
that was as much as to imply no earthly power |

should now snatch it from her. It was only with a
superhuman effort that Ralph could still master

j

the feelings which were constituting a perfect hell

within his breast ; but it was still with a lingering
[

ghastlincss on the countenance and with pale
|

quivering lips that he approached the group.
'

"This, then," he said, "is my little cousin,

the lost child'/"

" God iu his mercy lyj thanked for the dear

babe's restoration !" exclaimed the Rev. Mr. Clif- i

ton in a fervid tone. ' Poor little innocent ! He
|

is somewhat thinner and paler than when last I i

saw him ; but I should have known him, for all I

that, amongst a thousand—aye, and a thou.sand

miles off too!" added the worthy gentleman.
|

" There are the s;\me pretty eyes; and the ver*
'
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dimple on the cliiii likewise lingers, though the

sweet face has hist somewbat of his cliiibbiness.

Poor little thing ! Doiibtluss it has not been so

well cared for as when beneath this roof. But
we will take care that the darling shall not be

torn from us again."

And desisting for a moment from his enthusi-

astic rhapsodifs, the good old gentleman bant his

eyi'supon Italph, as much as to say that he was at

no loss to conjecture whose wickedness it was that

had led to the temporary abstraction of the infant.

" Without for a single moment wishing to create

any bad feeling," said Ealph, not choosing to notice

Mr. Clifton's significant regards, "but as a matter

of common justice to myself And I am sure,"

he added, suddenly turning towards the surgeon,
" this gentleman, as a disinterested person, will

acquit me of any impropriety "

" ' h ! I understand you, sir," interrupted Lady
Snxondale, with a somewhat haughty air: " you
wish to be assured that this is indeed the beloved

ciiild that was lost ? I might observe that it is

only those who are themselves capable of actions

the vilest and the basest, that entertain kindred

suspicions of others: but in the solemn circum-

stances which have brought you hither, sir, I

will raise no subject for indecorous altercation.

Nay, I will even admit that it is natural for you
to insist upon receiving those proofs to whieh
j'on have alluded."

" l'eih;ips, then, your ladyship," said Ralph,
" will condescend to explain how you recoveiod

possession of your son : because, well-meaning
and honourably-intentioiied as your ladyship may
be, guarantees must be afforded that no deception

lias been practised towards yourself by anj' one
who maj' have been instrumental in consigning

(Juit child to your care."
" Sir," answeied Lady Saxondale, " this inter-

view is for many reasons too painful to be pio-

longed; and therefore you will pardon me for de-

clining to enter upon any verbal explanations at

all. Nature herself has afforded the means of

giving you the best proof that can possibly exist.

This gentleman," she added, flinging a glance to-

wards the surgeon, " received my son at its birth,

and can no doubt testify to its identity with the

child I now hold in my arms."

Thus speaking, Lady Saxondale sat down ; and
retaining the babe upon her lap, she calmly and
deliberately proceeded to unfasten its clothing.

Ralph watched her with a suspense that was truly

awful to endure. He watched her thus, not only

with intense anxiety to see whether the mark would
actually appear upon the child's shoulder; but also

did he watch her to observe whether any trouble

was in her own looks—any betrayal on her part of

conscious deception ! Lnt no: a grave solemnity

sat upon her handsome countenance; and not a

finger trembled, nor even appeared to hesitate to

do its work, as she nnfastoncd the strings of the

babe's clothing. This process did not occupy more
than half a niinuto; but in Ralph's estimation it

Beemed whole hours—and therein were concen-
trated the agonies, the tortures, and the excrucia-

tions of centuries. At lergth it was done: the
garments wei'e pulled dowii—and the m-iik of the

sti^awberry appeared upon the child's shoulder!
Ralph feltannihilated. He moved not—bespoke

not— lie scarcely seemed to breathe: but statue-like
"•« stood transfixed, unutterable thoughts working

upon his ghastly countenance. At the same time,

the surgeon, with the methodicpl precision which
is characteristic of his profession, and not with tlio

slightest idea of positively satisfying himself upon
the point,—for there was not a doubt upon his

mind which required clearing up atall—bent dowu
and for a few moments scrutinized the mark.

" Yes," he said, lifting his head again: "if I

were on my death-bed, I could unhesitatingly
swear to it."

"As a matter of course, madam, I have not
another word to say," murmured Ralph, with
sickness at the heart and dizziness in the brain :

and then he stood staring with mingled vacancy
and wildness upon the infant, as Lady Saxondale
calmly and deliberately proceeded to tie the strings

of its clothes again.

When this was done Lady Saxondale gave tho

child to Mabel ; and rising from her seat, she
said, " Mr, Farefield, if you wish to attend your
late uncle's remains to the tomb, I cannot for a
single momtfit offer any objection."

" Madam !" he ejaculated, starting as if from a
dream : then somewhat recoveiing himself, he
appeared to hesitate for a few moments. " Will
you allow me to say one word to your ladyship

in private :"

" Not in any other privacy than this," she an-
swered, walking into the recess of the window
that was remotest from the group : and as th«

room was very spacicjus, the distance was suffi-

cient to place them beyond earshot—for Ralph at

once followed her to that recess.

" Madam," he said, with the look and voice o:

an utterly broken and helpless man, " I am well
j

aware that I ought to expect no favour from your
ladyship. But still I would venture to be8cei;h

that you do not altogether suffer me to go forth

penniless upon the wide world. For that lay

uncle has mentioned my name in his will, I caa-
not entertain the slightest expectation."

"And I an sure that he has not," answered
Lady Saxondale. "But 1 do not wish to deal

too severely with you, Mr, Farefield," she im-
mediately added ; " though heaven knows ! I

have suffered enough through your wickedness."

His looks quailed beneath the meaning ghsnco
which she bent upon him with the full power of

her dark eyes; and he murmuringly said, "I
thank you at least for the few cheering words
which preceded the latter portion of your speech.

Tell mo, is my presence within these walls hate-

ful to your ladyship ? If so, give mo the means,
and I will depart at once But without them I

cannot: for it is a beggar— a veritable beggar

—

that you see before you !"

Lady Saxondale appeared to reflect for some
moments : and then she said with wore rapid ut-

terance than she had previously used, ' When
we were boy and girl, Ralph Farefield, we were
companions; and often and often have wo played
together, as happy joyous children, in those gar-

dens 1 cannot think of all (Jiai and not feel sonio i

little sympathy on your behalf though, tiod I

knows, you do not deserve it I I'.iit you cannot
|

remain here : yon must depart to-uiorrow—and
j

1 have many things to say to you Do not I

mistake me : it is mtsrely what I purpose to do for
j

your welfare that I wish to speak to you about. At
|

the same tinio 1 do not choose that others"—and )'

she glanced over her shoulder towards tho spol '
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where fier father and the surgeon were conversing

together close by Mabel and the child— " should

think that from any protracted conversation be-

tween us, I am either led by your entreaties or

my own good feehng to do what you so little de-

serve. Retire, then, for the present, to a room
which will be prepared for you ; and to-night, at

eleven o'clock, meet me in the cliapel. You know
your way thither, and the doors will be open."

She then bowed with distant coolness so as to

have the appearance of exercising a haughty dig-

nity to put an end to a discourse which should be

continued no longer; and she turned to rejoin

the group at the other extremity of the room.

Ralph, who had listened with mingled astonish-

ment and reviving hope to the singular speech

which Lady Saxondale had thus delivered with

i-apid utterance, remained rooted to the spot for a

few moments : but speedily recovering himself,

he hastened from the apartment.

CHAPTER IV

THE CHAFEL.

The clock in the tower over the entrance of

Saxondale Castle, was proclaiming the hour of

eleven with its deep metallic tone, as Ralph, hav-

ing threaded the various passages and corridors

leading towards the chapel, entered that place of

appointment. The wax candle which he carried

in one hand and shaded with the other to protect

the lightfromthedraught, threw butadismal,sickly

gleam around—rather enhancing than dispelling

the gloom of the place ; while the open arched

entrance into the cloister containing the tombs

and the statue, seemed the mouth of a cavern of

pitchy blackness.

Ralph Farefield was not however the man to

give way to superstitious feelings : the selfish

concerns of the known world were too absorb-

ing to allow his iinngination to wander to ttiat

unknown world whence spiiits are conjured up.

Placing the candle in a niche, so as tn secure it

from the draught, he leant against the wall with

folded arms, aw.aiting Lady Saxondale, who iiad

not j'et made her appearance. Her conduct had

both surprised and porploxed Ralph Farefield.

What could she mean? why this nivstorious ap-

pointment? Could she not have iiuuiaged some
other place and hour for a mei-ting ? and did she

not actually comprdmiso her reputation by the

course she was adopting? Was it possible that

she had conceived a passion for him? Naturally

good-looking and of a strong constitution, he bore

but few traces of the dobaiielied and proflig.ate

life which he had led ; and being tall, slender, aud
well-formed, it might not be considered an over-

weening vanity on his part, if he entertained the

supposition that a young and impassioned woman
had really fallen in love with him. Besiilcs, he

was not more than five-aiid-twenty—only four

years older than Lady Saxondale herself : and
thus, everything considered, he seemed warranted

in entertaining that belief. lUit if it should prove

inccu'rect, then must he suppose her conduct to be

instigated by that sciiitillation of friendly feeling

to which she had alluded, aud which shedt hcribcd

lis being conjured up by the recollections of earlier

days, when as boy and girl they were playmates
together ? Or if even this supposition did not ac-

count for her behaviour towards him, was it that
she had special reasons of her own for wishing to

get him away from the castle as soon as possible,

and that she really had no other opportunity ofcar-

rying her views into execution except by means of

the earliest and most secret appointment which at

the moment she had been able to think of?
While revolving these various speculations in

his mind, Ralph Farefield heard a light step ap-
proaching along the corridor towards the chapel-

door, which he had left ajar ; and in a few mo-
ments Lady Saxondale made her appearance, also

j
with a wax-taper in her hand. Ralph at one©
saw that she was pale—very pale : but her coun-
tenance gave no other indication of any feelings

j
which might be agitating in her bosom. Closing

the door, but not fastening it, she approached hiiu

with slow step ; and placing the caudle in the same
niche where he had deposited his own, she said,

" Mr. Farefield, you are doubtless surprised—in-

deed, you must be—at my conduct. It may ap-

pear indecorous—it may even warrant you in

entertaining an evil opinion with regard to me.

Therefore, let me at once assure you that the mo-
tives which prompt me to act with kindness to-

wards you, and the considerations which have
compelled me to render our meeting as secret as

possible, are precisely and exactly those which I

stated this evening when in the drawing-room."

While Lady Saxondale was thus speaking, she

assumed a certain dignity of manner which even
more than her words convinced Ralph that his

supposition of her having fallen in love with him
was altogether unfoutided. He was therefore

compelled to believe himself the objectof lier sym-
pathy alone; and he accordingly looked as humble,

contrite, and submissive as he possibly could.

"But in addition to the motives already ex-

plained for making an appointment here," conti-

nued Lady Saxondale, " I had another which will

presently appear. Listen to what I have to say.

" Until the birth of ason and heir, your late uncle

experienced con^iderableuneasiness on my account,

knowing that in the ordinary course of nature his

death must take place many years before my own.
in consequence of the stringent terms of the ent«il

which, had our marriage produced no heir, would
have given tin- entire property to you, the only

mens by which your late uncle could make a pro-

vision for me was by saving as much ready money
as possible: for previous to our marriage his lord-

j

ship had none put by. With a view therefore to
|

economy, we remained altogether at the castle, and '

did not visit the nietropolisduring the season. The '

result of his lordship's savings has been close upon
twenty thousand pounds; audthisnioney But,

ah !" exclaimed I/ady Saxondale, suddenly inter-

rupting herself, as ifa thought had struck her : "if

1 tell you where this money is concealed "

'' I understand your ladyship," s;xid Ralph, per-
\

ceiving that she hesitited. "You generously in-
|

tend to give me a portion; and you would ask
j

what guarantee there is that I will not by foix:e

and violence possess myself of the whole? Ma-
j

dam, think you that while receiving your bounty,

I am capable of such black villa ny "

" No— I will not entertain so evil an ofiiuion of

human nature," rejoined Lady Saxondale. "It
j

is my purpi^we to give you five thousand pounds i
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of that money ; and if you reform your mode of

life, depend upon it that I will uot be unniiudful

of yea, to the extetitof such means as, during the

minority of my son, circumstances may place

within my reach. But as a condition of what I

am now doing for you, I insist upon your depar-

ture from tho castle; and what I may hereafter

do is likewise subject to the condition that you
never come near these walls again."

Of course Ralpli Farefield readily promised

everything that Lady Saxoudale required: but

his subniissiveness, his gratitude, and his contri-

tion— all of ^7hich he took pains to exhibit—were

but a detestable hypocrisy ; for in his own mind
he was resolved to take immediate possession of

the whole twentj' thousand pounds of which her

ladyship had spoken, and iu due time adopt fresh

measures for removing the infant heir from bis

path.

"Now, Mr. Farelield," continued Lady Saxon-
dale, " we are about to proceed together into the

vaults beneath this clmpel : for there is the trea-

sure conceahd in a strong chest. But as I am
thus compblk-d to trust myself in such a place

and at such an hour, you will not think it im-

prudent on my part to have adopted some little

precaution. Take one of those candles, and just

look forth from the door. You need make no
observation from your lips."

Ralph Farefield did as he was desired ; and
taking the candle, he advanced to the chapel-

door—opened it—and looked forth into the pas-

sage. There he beheld Mabel, her ladyship's

contidential tirfiwonian, standing iu the middle of

the corrider.

"Leave that door open," said Lady Saxopdale.

Balph obeyed this command likewise, and re-

traced his steps to the spot where her ladyship

was standing.

Taking do^vn her own candle from the niche,

she said, " Now come with me. But I would
rather you should proceed in front."

" Ma!dam," he answered, " 1 am son-y that

you entertain such a dreadful opinion relative to

me "

" Let us not make any unnecessary comments,"
rejoined Lady Saxondale. " Proceed."

" Shall we not light one of these torches?" ho
a.sked, glancing towards a couple which rested in

iron rings fastened to the wall : "for I presume
we are about to descend into the vaults "

"No—the candles will do," interrupted Lady
Saxondale. " Proceed."

Ralph accordingly led the way into the ves-

tiary, I-ady Saxondale following close behind.

By her direction he opened the low door commu-
nicating with the fligiit of stone steps leading

into the vaults : and they descended together.

On tlie louith night after the incidents just re-

lat( d, and as the clock was proclaiming the hour of

twelve, tlie inmates of the castle were suddenly
alarmed by a cry that burglaru had broken in. This
cry emanated fnmi Mabel, who was passing from
her mistress's chamber to her own, and who ob-
served the ligures of three or four men creeping
stealthily along the corridor. In a few minutes the
entire hon.sehold was aroused ; and the men-sor-
vanUtt, Miming tln-nisilvcH with .^u^•h offensive and

defensive weapons as came readily to hand, com-
menced an immediate search over the premises.

In consequence of the vastness of the building

and the number of rooms, passages, corridors, and
nooks that had to be thus searched, the invebti-

gation occupied a good hour ; and though there

were evident traces of a burglarious entry haviug
been really effected, it seemed equally clear that

the thieves had got safe off again—for they could

uot be discovered.

These burglars were none other than ChiflSn

the Cannibal and three of his infamous associates.

Having seen in a London paper the paragraph
relative to the old lord's illness, which had been
copied from the Lincolnshire journal, Chiflfin had
at once called at Ralph Fareficld's lodging; but
on arriving there, he learnt that Mr. Farefield

had gone down the previous day into Lincoln-

shire. ChifBu, thinking that his services might
possibly be required—or perhaps having the in-

tention of being one of the first to pay his re-

spects to the new Lord Saxondale—set off with
three of his associates into Lincolnshire. But on
arriving in the neighbourhood of the castle and
making secret inquiries, they learnt that Lady
Saxondale had recovered her lost child—that the

old lord was dead—and that Ralph Farefield had
departed suddenly after a stay of only a very few
hours. Whatever Chiffin might have thought rela-

tive to the restoration of the infant heir of Saxon-
dale to its mother's bosom, is of no consequence at

present ; suffice it to say that finding, as he himself

observed, it was " all up " with Ralph Farefield,

neither he nor his associates were the men to

have come down into Lincolnshire for nothing.

They accordingly resolved to pay a visit to the

interior of the castle, and self-appropriate what-
soever they could laj' their hands upon.
The burglarious entrance was effected ; but as

the four villains were creeping along one of the

passages, the alarm was suddenly given by Mabel,
as above described. To retreat by the same way
they had entered was now impossible; and hur-

rying along at random, the burglars reached the

western side of the castle. There they paused

—

listened—and finding that all was still, took a

rapid view, by means of a dark lantern, of the

place where they had thus halted. A door was
standing open a little farther on : they pursued
their investigation, and found that it led into the
chapel. From a window in the corridor they saw
lights moving quickly about in the other parts of

the buildings overlooking the quadrangle : it was
therefore evident the household was on the alert.

Without farther deliberation they sought refuge

in the chapel, and found their way to the ves-

tiary, which they at first fancied was a means of

egress. Opening the door leading down upon the

flight of steps, they were about to prosecute their

search for an avenue of escape, when the lantern

went out, the candle being all exhausted. They
were now involved in the pitchy blackness of

tliat place: but passing iu upon the steps, they
closed the door, resolving to wait the issue of

events. Presently they heard voices in the cha-

pel, which the domestics were searching aa well

as every other part of the premises. The ser-

vants even penetrated into the vestiary; and the

binglars resolved, if discovered, to make the most
desperate resistance. But the servants, not for a

moment fancying that the burglars were likely to
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Lave taken refuge iu tlie vaults, and pei'liaps

being anxious to get away from that gloomy
place as speedily aa possible, contented tliomselves

with merely eenrching the vestiary; and seeing

no one, sped off to pursue their investigations

elsewhere.

The burglars suffered a good half-Iiour to elapse

ert they made a move from their place of con-
cealment. They did not dare descend the steps

with the chance of plunging into this perilous

gulf: so they decided upon issuing from the

stone stairs. But when they did emerge forth

again, they scarcely knew how to act, being in-

volved as they were in utter darkness, 'i'hey

had the means about thera of striking a light, but
no candle to light. There consequently seemed
no alternative but to grope their way out of the

chapel, and trust to chance for eff(^cting a safe

issue from the castle. While they were thus
guiding themselves by feeling the walls with
their hands, Chiffin, who was foremost, suddenly
encountered an iron ring in which something
was stuck ; and by the touch he at once knew it

to be a torch. Lighting a match, he discovered

that it was so ; and close by, in a second ring,

was another toich. These torches, we should
observe, were always kept in the chapel for use
when visitors were shown over that part of the

building when it was dusk or dark, the glare of

torches giving a far more powerful light than
mere lamps or candles for the inspection of the

tombs and monuments.
The discovery of these torches was hailed with

joy by the burglars ; and after a few moments'
deliberation they determined upon seeking for

the means of issue by that flight of steps where
they had remained concealed, but down which
they had not dared to venture in the pitchy dark-

ness. Taking the two torches with tliem into the

vestiary, they lighted them there, ami descended
the circular flight of stone stairs. This descent was
very deep ; but at length it seemed to terminate

in some caverned subterranean : and now the

glare of the torches was reflected upon the sur-

face of water. The vaults were flooded from the

leakings of the Trent which rolled above them.

But, ah! why springs that ejaculation of as-

tonishment from the lips of Chiffin ? It is be-

cause the glare of the torches has suddenly
revealed to his eyes the face of a corpse floating

upon the water. And that first ejaculation is

immediately followed b}' a second, as he recog-

nizes the countenance of Ralph Farefield.

The burglars stood gazing in silent wonder upon
the dead bod j', until it sluggishly floated to the very
foot of the steps; and then Dhiffin, stooping down,
stretched forth his hand, and grasping the collar

of the drowned man's coat, drew the corpse up
the steps. It was but little changed, and did not

seem as if it had been in the water more than

three or four days. But it was not with any
hope of I'estoring life, nor with the least intention

of giving any alarm relative to this discovery,

that the burglars dragged forth the dead body
from the flood : it was for the simple purpose of

rifling its pockets of whatsoever they might con-
tain. Ilavingdone this, and possessing themselves
of the little jewellery and slender stock of money
which Kill j)li hadabiinthimatthetimowhenhomet
his death, Chiffin and his associates left the corpse

lying upon the steps; and finding that there was

no avenue of escape in that direction, they retraced
their way up into the chapel. Here they were
compelled to extinguish their torches, lest the
glare shining through the windows might attract

attention : but as the castle was now once mora
quiet, they experienced little difficulty in accom-
plishing a safe retreat from the premises.

CHAPTER V.

THE OPKEA-BOX-

NiNETEEN years had elapsed since the occur-

rences at Saxondale castle,— nineteen pinions

shed from the wing of Time and abandoned to

the past, while he sweeps onward through the

infinite mazes of Eternity! Yes—nineteen years

had merged into the cumulating mass of cen-

turies that are of bygone date;—and this leap

which our story accomplishes, biings us to the

middle of 1844.

It was on a Saturday night, in the month of

June, in the year just named, that the Opera was
more than usually crowded. Tliither had flocked

the fair, the noble, the rich, and the high-born

;

and to all outward appearance, happiness was in

evei7 heart. The whole sweeping range of first-

tier boxes were resplendent with diamonds,
sparkling above lofty brows, upon glossy hair,

around snowy necks, pendant to delicate ears, or

circling arms as white as snow-flakes as they re-

clined gracefully on the crimson- cushioned para-

pet. Bright as those gems, too, shone beauty's

eyes ; white as the pearls that blended their

chaster attractions with those of the glittering

gems, were the teeth which were revealed in

smiles between the parting roses of the lips.

In respect to the male companions of those fair

ones, we may observe that elegance and taste, and
highest fashion characterized their apparel : spot-

less were the gloves, snowj- the white waistcoats

and gorgeous the figured ones, unexceptionable

the tie of the cravats, and brilliant the mirrored

surface of the varnished boots, whose nrnteiial

was scarcely even of brown-paper thickness.

The scene was resplendent beyond description,

—appearing to be a reflex of fairy-land with the

combined glories of diamonds, pearls, splendid ap-

parel, woman's charms, and the superb decorations

of the theatre, and the flood of dazzling lustre pour-

ing upon all. From the stage rolled the full tide of

song, with the splendid majesty of Lablache, Ros-

sini, and Grisi. Smiles were on every countenance
—rapture danced in beamingeyes—and then plau-

dits escaped from every lip, the well-bred listless-

ness of aristocracy and fashion yielding to the

electric impulse which thrilled around and giving

vent to a burst of momentary enthusiasm.

But of the first-tier boxes there was one whoM
charming occupants must specially demand our

notice. The group, at this particular instant when
we thus seek to rivet the reader's attention upon
that box, consisted of fouryoungladies; and vainly

amidst the brilliant galaxy of beauty filling the

whole theatre, might the eye seek for brighter

stai-s of loveliness than those. They were all foui

apparelled in the richest manner—all of fine fi-

gure, elegant bearing, and surp-ossing beauty. On
the crimson-cushioned parapet of tlie Ihjx wers

opem-glasses an(> bouquet*, the latter diffusing •
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soft and refreslnng fragrance through the other-

<nse heated and heavy atmosphere.

Bnautiful aK the four youiii? ladies were, yc-t

thf! loveliness of one outshone that of her three

«ompanions. Arrayed in a dress of white bro-

caded satin, fitting tight to the bust, but the

skirt of which flowed down in heavy waves of

silver, she had all the advantage of magnificent

apparel to enhance the puii)rising lustre of her

charms. But even had she been attired in the

simplest costume, her's was a loveliness alike

too splendid and too fascinating not to attract

peneral notice. Tall, even to the full height of

the proudest womanhood, she blended the state-

/iness of this imposing stature with the softer

traits of delicate, interesting, and enchanting

beauty. Her eliape, though perfectly symmetri-

cal, was characterized by gorgeous developments :

but the gracefully voluptuous contours were re-

plete with the virgin freshness of youth. Though

of the most striking appearance, there seemed to

be a halo of innocence and a perfume of chastity

about her, calculated to win the heart even more

than her splendid loveliness excited the passions.

Her haiy was of dark auburn, arranged in bands,

— a wreath of artificial leaves, genimed with

sparkling diamonds, setting off the Grecian knot

at the back of the well-shaped head. Her arras,

bare to the shoulders, were ornamented with

bracelets that delineated the roundness of their 1

exquisite modelling; and their dazzling white-
]

ness, as well as that of Ler splendid bust, out-
1

shone even her snowy drapery. One delicately
|

gloved hand held an embroidered kerchief : the
j

fingers of the other negligently retained the fan

which was more for ornament than for use- as
^

there was nothing artificial, nothing; coquettish

about this resplendent craiture.

Her nose was perfectly straight— iier counte-

nance classically faultless, with the pore Phidian

outline that markshigh birth, delineating the short

upper lip, the delicately- rounded chin, and the high

forehead. Hereyeshadthosealmond-shaped orbits

which so seldom belong to English beauty, but

which are deemed the excelling charm of Italian

loveliness ; and the pupils, of the deepest, clearest

blue, seemed to swim in a field of bluish lustre like

that of the finest mother-of-peril. When her lips

parted slightly, in the hushed rapture with which

she listened to the glorious tide of song rolling

through the house, the teeth of whitest ivory

were visible between the vermilliou lines of that

sweet mouth. Her companion has already been

described as daz'/lingly fair : but upon the cheeks

the white of the lily deepened by degrees into a

soft and pure caruation, which no art could

imitate, but which seemed too beautiful to be real.

Natural however it was, and forming not the

least bewitching trait of that exceeding beauty

which combined so much delicacy and sweetness

witli such magnificence and grandeur.

Such was Lady Fiorina Staunton, at that de-

licious age of nineteen when having burst into

the glories of a somewhat early womanhood, so

far as related to the rich developments of her

form, she unconsciously as it were breathed and
looked the innocent voluptuousness of nature in full

blow : and as the looks of the observer wandered
from charm to charm and from beauty to beauty,

it would seem as if there were no resting-place for

I lie eye while thus gliding from grace to grace in

ndless succession. It dared not settle upon the

blow, for that was too dazzling ; nor upon tht

eyes, for the heart won'd be left in their depths

nor upon the lips, for they were too inviting ,

nor upon the bosom, for that v/as too pure. In a

word, it was impossible for tlie most indifferent

observer—even the veriest anchorite— to con-
template without emotion that enchanting

creature in whom sweetness combined with splen-

dour, brilliancy with softness, and magnificence

with cha.stity.

She was unmarried, but engaged to be united

to a young nobleman of about her own age

—

yet little fitted in other respects to be the ac-

cepted suitor of so divine a being. This noble-

man was Edmund, Lord Saxondale, whom w«
shall very shortly describe.

Although Lady Fiorina Staunton and her three

young friends were seated alone in the box, at

the moment when we thus introduce them tc

our readers, yet they had not arrived at th«

Opera unattended by male companions. Lord
Harold Staunton. Fiorina's brotlier,—and Lord
Saxondale, her suitor,—had been their escort

:

but thes9 two young noblemen had stepped ouJ

for a few minutes, with the pretext of saying a

word to some acquaintances in another box, but

really for the purpose of going behind the scenes

and bestowing their flippant impertinences upon
any of the ballet-girls who might choose to li.stec

to them. Lord Harold Staunton was a fine, tall,

handsome young man of three-and-twenty, but

was a confirmed rake and accomplished roue. He
and his sister were oiphans, the young lady re-

siding with an aunt, but Lord Harold occupied

lodgings in .Jermyn Street. He and Lord Saxon-

dale were upon the most intimate terms, and were

inseparably together. Not that this bond of

union was really cemented by the sacred feeling

of friendship, neitlier of them possessing a heai i

capable of such a pure aud elevated sentiment

And yet the tie that hold them together, was, at

least for the present, binding enough. It wa»

that intimacy which, so often prevailing amongst

dissipfttcd young men in high life, rendered thenj

mutually necessary and useful. For on the one

hand Lord Harold was poor, and indeed totally

dependent on the bounty of his relatives ; there-

fore it was very convenient for him to be enabled

to make use of Lord Saxondale's pui-se, which

was well filled by the handsome allowance he

enjoyed during his minority. On the other hand

Lord Saxondale was proud of the friendship of

such a fine, dashing, high-spirited fellow as

Lord Harold Staunton, who was moreover a

general favourite with the ladies, was acquainted

with everybody " worth knowing " about town,

and possessed a most familiar knowledge of all

the places of amusement, high or low, that are

resorted to by profligate fashionables and dissolute

aristocrats.

And now a few words more relative to Edmund,
the bearer of the proiid title of Saxondale, ere we
proceed continuously with ournariiitive. He was
a couple of mouths past nineteen years of age

—

short in statue, thin, and slightly made— not

exactly ugly, but very far from good-looking,

with hair of that suspicious kind of yellowish

brown that in certain lights look ix'ddish, and

with eyes which only by a complimentary fiction

could be pronounced blue,butniightnioro properly

be described as greenish grey. He had good teeth,

which were a considerable saving clause in hi*



features ; aud liis countenaiice, utterlj' devoid of

the aquiline outline which so proudly character-

ized liis mother's face, had something mean and
ignoble not merely in its coufiguratioD, but also

in its expression. Ilis voice, naturally weak and

inharmoni(jus, was rendered still more unpleasant

by an affectation of those cracked tones which are

Hssunied by the abominable coxcombs of these

days. It did not require a very searching look

to read his character ; a glance would fathom it.

Frivolous-minded, addicted to vicious pleasures

aud dissipated pursuits—selfish, and utterly in-

capable of generous actions—vain, conceited, and

insufferably impudent withal — ignorant, pre-

judiced, aud believing that because he was a

nobleman, he must necessarily be a demigod
towering above the common mass of humanit}'

—

spiteful, malignant, and vindictive, so as to be a

cowardl}' tyrant to his inferiors, and an object of

terror or dislike witli all those to whom he dared

manifest his miserable di-spotism—quarrelsome as

a brother, disobedient as a son, and capricious

towards everybody—the youthful possessor of the

haughty name of Saxondale wjs as detestable a

character as ever fllltd amidst the human species

that same kind of place which reptiles occupy in

the brute creation.

As a matter of course, Edmund hadgone through

all the various degrees and grades of training

which constitutes an English nobleman's educa-

tion. At home, either at Saxondale Castle in

Lincolnshire or at the town-mansion in Park
Lane, he had fi'om his earliest years been taught

Lis consequence in being " my-lorded " by thick-

headed tenant-farmers or obsequious domestics.

He had passed through Eton with a tutor at his

elbow to do his exercises for him, and save him
from the kickiugs and cuffings to which his

peevishness and malignity daily and hourly ex-

posed him at the hands of other boys. Then he

bad spent a year at Cambridge, where he was
tufted and toaded, aud took degi-ees in debauchery

instead of the classics ; and then he drove for a

few mouths over France and Germany in a tra-

velling chariot, emblazoned on the panels to show
liis rank, aud with his tutor to speak for him in

the language which he himself but dimly com-
prehended. Having returned to England after

this trip, he was immediately caught up by Lord
Harold Staunton, who had just sent the last

human pigeon he had plucked to the Queen's

j

Bench, and who therefore considered the rich

I

young Saxondale a perfect godsend at that par-

j

ticuhir moment. Aud in this way had Lord

I

Saxondale been qualified and was still qualifying

to fill the post of an hereditary legislator, when
I in a year and ten months' time the day of his
' majority would arrive. What advantage the .

j

councils of the nation were likely to derive from

j

the assistance of such an individual, when he

should take his seat there, we must leave our
|

readers to determine. But very certain it was '

that young Lord Saxondale was, as far as in- .

tellectual accomplishments went, an average

sample of his class. Being ignorant of the laws

of God, and nature, and humanity, it was not
likely he should be better acquainted with tho.se

!

of his country. Ho had learned to write, it is

true; but his baud was scarcely intelligible—and
this, by the by, is a prouf of high-breeding, br-

cause in fashionable life a good hand is clorkisli

and it is '• uncommonly vulgar '' to be able to
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express one-self legibly upon paper. Then as Ut

arithmetic, he knew nothing ; who ever heard of a

lord condescending to keep his own accounts ?

He spoke the English language correctly; because

this was a mere parrot-like qualification which he
could not well help attaining : but as for any
other modern languages, he only had the meiKst
smattering of French and the vaguest idea of

German—the dead languages being considered
the most useful at Eton and Cambridge. As for

history, he only knew two things ; one was that

the Saxondales had taken their origin in the time
of the Tudors, and the other that the English had
beaten the French at Waterloo; and therefore he
was proud of being both a Saxondale and an
Englishman.

Having thus sketched, as far as it is at present

necessary, the character of Lord Saxondale—and
having likewise previously glanced at that of

Lord Harold Staunton—we may resume the thread

of our narrative. To proceed, then, we must statu

that after an absence of three quarters of an houf
from the box where Lady Fiorina aud her three

young friends were seated, the two noblemen re-

turned thither,— their countenances somewhat
flushed and their breath having a vinous odour;
for they had been drinking champagne (which
young Saxondale had paid for) behind the scenes.

A close observer might have noticed that it was
with something very much like a look of aversion

and a sort of inward shrinking, as if of downright
loathing and disgust, that the beauteous Fiorina

met the half-insolent half-familiar gaze of her ac-

cepted suitor when he thus re-entered the box in

company with her brother. But his own egregious

vanity would not permit him rightly to interpret

this transient evidence of emotion on her part,

even if he had perceived it ; for he actually ima-
gined that the beauteous girl was over head and
ears in love with him.

" Well, Flo, did you miss us ?" asked her bro-

ther. Lord Harold : "did you think we were lost ?"

" To be sure ! your sister was dying with im-
patience till we came tack," interjected Edmund,
before theyounglady hadtinie to make anyanswer.
" Now, tell me the truth, Fiorina," he said, bend-
ing down over the back of the chair; weren't

you watching the door in anxious expectation that

it would open every minute':*"
" I certainly thought that your lordship and

Ilaiold left us rather too long by ourselves," an-
swered Fiorina, in a soft, flute-like voice. " But
while you weie absent, Grisi has given us some
splendid outpourings of melody ; aud "

But she stopped short ; for she was about to

add that having been so much engrossed with the

music and the singing, she had not particularly

missed either her brother or her intended husband.

Lord Saxondale turned to address a few obser-

vations to the other three young ladies; and
Harold, bending down till his lips nearly touched
his sister's car, whispered hurriedly and angrily,

" You should not treat Saxondale with such cold-

ness. Hitherto his vanity has prevented him from

seeing it; but he must observe it iu time if it

continues; aud then
"

" And then what?" asked Fiorina, turning

partially round aud lixiug her eyes steadily upon
lier brother's countenance.

" And then he might break off the match." v-
plied Harold. ' Not but that he is madly in love

with you "
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"If my happiness were consulted, Harold, in this

niattf>r," rejoined Fiorina, the tones of hei- voice

now flowing in that clouded contralto which is

ever so touchingly expressive of a deep pathos,

" the sooner the engagement were broken of the

Letter."

"Pooh, nonsense, Flo!" returned Lord Harold

angrily. " You know it will be a brilliant thing

for you "

" At all events we will not discuss the question

again—nor here," interrupted Lady Fiorina, as

tears started forth upon the long dark lashes of

Ijer supcib blue eyes; but she instttntaueously

wiped them away.
" Now, in a few minutes," said Lord Saxondale,

turning again towards his intended, " we shall

have the fair debntante. I just now learnt that

the reports which have appeared in the news-
papers are not a bit exaggerated: and this is a

wonder—for the journals do lie so confoundedly.

But I am told that in the present case there was
really no scope for lying in respect to the beauty
of this Signora Vivaldi who is to appear for the

first time to-night."
" Did you receive that intelligence from the

frieniisiii a neighbouring box, to whom you and
Harold went to speak a few words?"—and as

Lady Fiorina put tins question, there was a gleam
of contempt in her looks and a tinge of sarcasm
in her accents, as if she guessed full well whither
the two young noblemen had really been : but the

next moment resuming her wonted serene yet
somewhat pensive sweetness of look, as if she felt

it was actually beneath her even to appear to

notice the circumstance in the most distant man-
ner, she observed, " How crowded the house is

!

It is always well filled: but to-night "

" Perfectly insufferable !" remarked Lord
Saxondale. " There will be a fine crush on go-
ing out presently: and that will be rare and
amusing."

"Indeed, with your lordship's permission," said

Fiorina, quietly, " we will wait till the crush is

over ere we take our departure."
" Jufct as you like, Flo," responded Edmund,

witli a display of familiarity so flippant as to
border upon impudence even on the part of an ac-

cepted suitor.

" Ye? , I shall prefer it," said the young lady,
the carnation deepening upon her cheeks-
"The house is indeed famously crowded," re-

sumed her intended. " Won't she have a brilliant

reception !" he exclaimed, in allusion to Signora
Vivaldi, the new dansetise who was to make her
first appearance there that evening. " My sisteis

will bo mad to think they didn't come."
" And why are they not here to-night?" asked

Fiorina. " It was remiss on my part not to in-
quire before."

" Oh ! that's explained in a very few words,"
responded Edmund. " In the first place you must
know that my lady mother abominates operas and
all that kind of thing; and as she and I had a
little tiff this morning, she was less in a humour
than ever to come here to-niglit. Then Juliana
was unwell—and so Constance stayed at home to
keep them both company."

" I am sorry to hear that you had any words
with Lady Saxondalef ' remarked Fiorina, in a
serious and even reproachful tone.

" Why, it was all her fault," answered the
young nobleman. " She will persist in treating me
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like a child ; and I don't choose to stand it So
whenever she gives herself airs, I always let her

know I am not tied to her apron-strings. In fact,

I told her pretty plainly this morning that she

must not take upon herself to lecture me any
more, as I am resolved not to put up with it. But
what made her particularly savage, was because

I had occasion to remind her that tlie rank and
the wealth were all on the male side of the family,

and that she herself was originally nothing more
than a poor country parson's diiughter."

" You do not mean me to believe that you
really spoke thus to your mother?" said Fiorina,

looking up at her intended with mingled surprise

aud sorrow ; for perhaps the poor girl thought

that he who would treat a parent in such a manner,

was not likely to be over particular how coarsely

and cruelly he behaved towards a wife.

" Indeed but I did though," replied Edmund,
with a malignant chuckle, as if it were something
to congratulate himself upon ;

'• and because old

Mabel interfered I threatened to bundle her neck

and crop out of the house. But, ah ! whom do I

see down there in the pit ?"—and as he thus

spoke he thrust liie quizzing-glass into the socket

of his eye, screwing up his face so as to retain it

there without the necessity of holding it with his

hand.

Fiorina mechanically glanced in the direction

towards which Edmund's looks were bent ; and
as she at once recognised the individual who had
attracted his notice, the colour deepened to a
richer hue upon her cheeks. At the same instant

she dropped her fan, which she hastily stooped to

to pick up ; and a very close observer—had there

been one near—might have fancied that it was in

the confusion of suddenly excited feelings she
thus dropped the fan, or else did it purposely asa
pretext for hiding her emotions.

" Well, I never knew that the steady and hard-
working Mr. William Deveril was a frequenter of

operas," continued Lord Saxondale. "Upon
my word, teaching drawing and music must be
very profitable things now-a-days, when they
enable their professors to appear iu handsome
costume at Her Majesty's Theatre. By the by,

Deveril has given you drawing-lessons—has he
not?"
"He has,"answered Fiorina, who, having taken

her hoiiqiiet from the parapet of the box, was now
bending over it apparently in deep contemplation
of the flowers that composed the nosegay: but
suddenly raising her head, she observed, " Since
that new style of painting on ivory with fast

colours was introduced from Italy a year or two
ago, a great many young ladies have gone to

school again so far as that beautiful art is con-
cerned ; and I have been among the number.
That is to say, I have taken a few lessons from
Mr. Deveril ; aud I believe your sisters are doing
tha same at the present time ?"

" That's how I came to know the fellow," re-

marked Saxondale contemptuously. " But, by
Jove! only look at his impudence! He haa
actually bowed to us."

The young aristocratic coxcomb turned round
disdainfully, not choosing to notice the respectful

salutation of a drawing-master; but Mr. Deveril

was more than recompensed for the insolent

youth's conduct, by the graceful acknowledgment
(if his bow which he received from Lady Fiorina
Staunton.
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"Yon don't mean to say that you noticed
|

him ?" exclaimed Saxoiidale. i

" Why would you liave me guilty of a most
j

wanton and unnecessary piece of rudeness?" she
:

iskod, but again bending her Lead over the

bouquet of flowers, and indeed unconsciously pul-

ling one of tlieni to pieces. !

"Weill, I think that you are a great deal too
'

coiidescei'ding," remarked her suitor.

Fiorina tiiade no reply ; and Lord Saxondale,

almost immediately forgetting the incident, began
talking on some other subject. I

The Mr William Deveril, whose name has just

been introduced into our pages, was quite a young
j

man—very handsome—with a complexion that
|

was either naturally dark, or else rendered so, by
|

a long residence in a southern clime ; for he had

been much in Italy, whence he had brought with

him to Etigland that art which he now appeared

to be teaching with very considerable success, and
which indeed had become quite the rage amongst
ladies in high life, especially as Queen Victoria

herself was known to have expressed her approval

of it and to have purchased some specimens of Mr.
Deveril. We may add, in regard to his personal

appearance, that he was tall and symmetrically '

formed, and looked far more like a nobleman—or

what a nobleman ought to be—than the insolent

lordling who had just now treated bim with such
;

insulting disdain. I

Lord Harold Staunton was chatting glibly away
with his sister's three young friends, and Lord
Saxondale was passing his remarks upon the most
prominent occupants, male or female, of the first

tier-boxes, with his quiazing glass in his eye,—
[

when the box-keeper entered, and presenting a
j

card to Harold, said, " My lord, the gentleman
who gave me this requests permission to pay his

respects to your lordship and to Lady Fiorina

Staunton. He desired me to add that he is the

bearer of letters from the Marquis of Eagledean

in Italy."

" Mr. Gunthorpe," observed Harold, reading the

name upon the card. " AVe don't want to be

bothered with visitors now "

" Oh ! but if this Mr. Gunthorpe be the bearer

of letters from our uncle," Fiorina at once re-

marked, "it is our duty to see him; and more-
over it should be a pleasure on our part to show
him any attention."

" Well, just as you like," returned Harold: and
he then bade the box-keeper introduce the gen-

tleman.

"Gunthorpe? not a very aristocratic name!"
eaid Lord Saxondale, the moment the box-keeper
had retired. " I don't wonder, Flo, at your
brother not wanting to see him to-night. I'll bo

bound to say he's some queer-looking old fellow

—for an eccentric person, as your uncle the

Marquis is reported to be, must need have ecceu-

tiic acquaintances. I can picture to myself an
elderly gentleman—either bald or else with an
auti(iuatod wig—brown most likely

"

At this moment the door of the box was again

opened; and Mr. Gunthorpe was introduced.

Now be it well understood that tlie veriest fool in

the universe, when indulging in random pro-

phecies and conjectures, must once in a way laid

his speculation borne out by facts : and so it was
in the present instance. Fur of all comical figures,

it would bo difiicultto conceivo one more calculated

to excite the ridicule of braiuIesB or thoughtless

21

young men than Mr. Gunthorpe. His age seemed
to border upon sixty : he was short, stout, and
wore one of the most remarkable brown scratch

wigs that ever were seen. He had a red face, and
a large double chin over-hanging his white cravat.

His apparel was equally okl-fashioned so far as

the cut of the garments was concerned, though he
appeared in a full evening suit of b'ack, with

white waistcoat : but the sqniue tails of the coat,

having pockets withoverhatiiring Haps—the waist-

coat reaching far down ui)on his stomach—the

knee-breeches and the black silk stockings, all

rendered the costume singular enough. There
was an admixture of sharpness and good nature

in his countenance : but a physiognomist would
have noticed that the former expression could

rise into sternness, while the latter could expand
into the widest benevolence. On making his ap-

penrance he bowed with an off-hand sort of

politeness, and threw a rapid but searching glance

over the assembled group—his eyes however
dwelling longer on Harold and Fiorina than on
the rest. Lord Saxondale turned round to con-
ceal his laughter—muttering almost audibly as

he did so, " What a figure of fun for the Opera !"

Lord Harold merely bowed with a well-bred

courtesy ; but Lady Fiorina, rising from her
chair, advanced a step or two, and said with a

most affable sweetness, " Will you not sit down,
Mr. Gunthorpe?"

" No, I thank your ladyship," he answered

:

" I am off again in a moment. The fact is I have
been in Italy some time, and having had the

honour of the Marquis of Eagledean's acquaint-

ance—I may say friendship—he gave me letters

of introduction to his relatives in England ; and
where I was just now seated in the pit, I ob-

served somebody near me pointing out to anotln'r

which was Lord Harold Staunton's box. So
happening to have the letters about me, I thought
I would step round and present them."

"Any friend of our uncle," said Fiorina, "is

most welcome."
" To be sure, most welcome," echoed Lord

Harold, but not seeming as if he thought so : in-

deed, from the very instant that he beheld Mr.

Gunthorpe, he had conceived a prejudice against

bim.

"Here are the letters," said the old gentleman,

producing a couple, and presenting one to Lord
Harold and one to Lady Fiorina. " And here is

one," he added, drawing foith a third from his

immense pocket-book, which was literally ple-

thoric with papers, " that I suppose 1 had better

entrust to your ladyship, as it is for your aunt,

Lady Macdonald."
" I will take care and give it to my aunt the

momonti return home," said Fiorina, in the same
courteous and affable manner as before.

"Where are you staying, Mr. Gunthorpe,"

asked Harold: "for I will do myself the pleasure

of calling upon you."
" I have put up at the Belland Crown, Holborn,"

replied Mr. Gnntliorpe.

Lord Harold Staunton became suddenly agh.ipt

—and Lord Sa.xondale laughed outright. Nothing

could be more terrible to the exquisite aristocratic

refinement of Lord Harold than being compelled

to know a nian who " put up," as he ciilled it, at

such a vulgarout-of-the-way place as the Bell and

Crown, Uolborn ! Lord Harold felt positively

little: it seemed to him as if the whole house ba<l
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heard tl.at omiaous anuouncemcnt of tbo licUand

Crmm, IFolboi-n ; and the mischievous pleasure

which young SaxumUile evidently denvpd from

the circumstance, only increased Lord Harold's

vexation and confusion.

"Where did you say, my dear sir?" asked

Raxondale with an impudent leer; "fori don't

think her ladyship," allnding to Fiorina, "under-

stood you."
" Indeed, but I did, perfectly well," said the

amiable young lady, endeavouring to make up by

an increased affability for the rudeness with

which the old gentleman was being treated :
" and

I shall not forget the address, so as not only to

remind my brother that he is to call upon you,

Mr. Gunthorpe, but also that my aunt Lady
Macdonald may write and ask you to come and

dine with us."

" But where is Holbnru ?" asked Lord Saxon-

dale. "At the WehtEud here, we know nothing

of tlmse regions."
" I thank your ladyship for your kindness," said

Mr. Gunthorpe, not taking the slightest notice of

the impertinent young aristocrat, nor yet appear-

ing the least abashed by the supercilious treat-

ment he received. " I shall be delighted to form

the acquaintance of Lady Macdonald :"—then

turning towards Harold, he said, " When your
lordship honours me with a call, perhaps it will

be before twelve, as I have a great deal of business

in the City, and shall bo engaged there every day
from noon till five."

"Before twelve?" echoed Lord Harold Staun-

ton, again rendered quite aghast. " Mr. Gun-
thorpe, you inust pardon me—but I—I— am not

up, usually speaking, at that hour."
" Oh ! well then, I must endeavour to make an

arrangement more suited to your convenience,"

said the old gentleman. "But I will let you
know."
He then bowed once more, and hastened away

from the box.
" Well, wasn't I right?" exclaimed Saxondale.

" Did you ever see such a figure of fun in all your
life?"

"Your lordship should remembei-," said Fiorina,

in a tone of firm rebuke, " that Mr. Gunthorpe is

a friend of my uncle's. Besides, he is an old

gentleman, and should be treated with respect.

Look!" she added, handing Kdmund the letter

which was addresseil to herself and over which
she had just glanced her eyes. " You see what
my uucle says."

Lord Saxondale took the letter, the laconic con-
tents of which were as follows :

—

" Naples, May :'3rd, 1S44.
" My dear niece.

" The bearer of this is my iutininle friciul Mi. Gun-
thorpe wlio for mimy years has boeu the mostconsiiier-
al)Io EnKlish bunker in Naples. He has now rctireil

from business, and is returning to England. I know
that you will show him every becoming attention.

" Your affectionate uucle,
•' EAGLEDEAN."

" The letter addressed to me is as near as pos-
sible to the same effect," observed Lord Harold,
reading over Saxondale's shoulder the one just

quoted. " But really, to think that I can show
any studied attentions to this Mr. Gunthorpe "

IH.s words were interrupted by a sudden bur.st

of api>l;iuse which shook the entire house; and
all eyes were in a moment directed to the stage

on which the debutante had jnst made her appear-

ance. She was a heavenly creature, of sylphid

form, airy lightness, and exquisite grace ; and
: her beauty was of the most ravishing description. ;

I But it is not our intention to prolong this chapter

I

by a desciijjtion of Signora Vivaldi ; inasmuch as 1

,
we shall shortly have to introduce her more par-

j

ticularly to our readers, and shall then do ample I

justice to her raie attractions. For the present

it will be suflRcient to observe that her debut waa
eminently successful, and that her dancing was
the most finished illustration of " the poetry of

motion " ever exhibited upon the stage.

When the performance was over, the brilliant

assembly began to melt away: and during lialf-

an-hour the Haymarliet and Pall Mall resounded

with the cries of men summoning the different

carriages. Hundreds of the proudest iiaiues of

the British Aristocracy were thus vociferated

forth in rapid succession ; while the roll of wheels,

the trampling of horses, the crashing of steps let

up and down, and the banging of carriage-doors

likewise mingled their sounds in one tremendous
din. But at length the throng of equipages with
their prancing steeds and glaring lights, dispersed

in all directions ; and amo>'g.st the last that thus

rolled away, was that which bore Loid Harold
Staunton's party from the doors of the Opera.

CHAPTEK VL

THE NOBI,E INTIMATES.

On the following Monday, at about noon, Lord
Harold Staunton's valet knocked gently at the

door of his master's bedroom; and in meek reply

to the demand, "Who the deuce is that?" ventured

to intimate that it was ten minutes past twelve
o'clock. Thereupon Lord Harold bade his domestic
enter ; and sitting up in bel, he yawned fearfully,

observing, "
' Pon my soul, it doesn't seem as if

I had slept an hour! Are j'ou sure it is so late,

Alfred?"
" Quite sure, my lord," was the answer given

by the valet, who was a man of about thirty,

—

bustling, active, and yet doing his business in

that easy and quiet way which showed his ex-
perience in the position which he filled.

" Any letters, Alfred ?" asked Lord Harold.

The valet produced several ; and the young
nobleman, still sitting up in bed, began to open
them one after another with the aristocratic

languor which was partly affected and partly

arising from the influence of late hours.
" These letters," he observed, musing audibly,

"maybe divided into two distinct classes—the
invitations and the dunning ones; and I am not
sure but that the last predominate. It seems,
Alfred, that some of my tradesmen ai"e getting
rather pressing and impertinent."

" They certainly do not know how to behav*
themselves, my lord," returned the valet, as he
arranged his noble master's shaving apparatus,

hair-brushes, oils, pomatums, scents, and other
lequisites upon the toilet-table.

" Don't you think, Alfred, that my old uncle
the Marquis ought to be ashamed of himself?"
said Lord Harold, throwing himself lazily li«ok

asain \ipon the pillow. " Was there ever such a

thing heard of before, %s a nobleman with some
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fbirty thousand a-year allowing his nephew, who
is also hie heir, a wretched; paltry, miserable eijjht

hundred ? If it weren't for my worthy old aunt

Lady Macdonald, who draws her purse strings as

freely as she can, I dou't know how the devil

I should manage. But after all, to have an

income of about twelve hundred a-year alto-

gether, and yet spend five thousand, is a state

of affairs which must necessarily have its

troubles."
" To be sure, my lord," observed the valet:

" and these creditors are getting vei'y troublesome.

1 Of course I say all I possibly can to them, repre-

[

.senting that your lordship is in daily expectation

of considerable funds from the Marquis of Eagle-
'• dean, and that the moment the money arrives

j

they will all be paid."

"And yet you see, Alfred, that they are very
far from being satisfied," rejoined Lord Harold.

" They are most unreasonable, my lord."
" They are indeed : or else they would not be

pestering me with these abominable dunning
letters. I wish to heaven I was in the House of

Peers ! I would bring in a bill to make it

felony for a tradesman to write a dunning letter

to a nobleman. But when my old uncle dies,

and when I do succeed to the peerage, the very

I

first thing I will propose is something of that

j

sort."

" Your lordship will be pursuing a very wise

I course," said the valet. " The impudence of

tradesmen is now-a-days astonishing."

"I wish I could throw these vagabonds of

creditors overboard, as young Lord Cecil Stafford

has done," observed Harold. " He went through
the Insolvent's Court the other day with flying

colours, to the tune of sixty thousand; and though
he was opposed by twenty creditors in person
and nine barristers retained specially, the Com-
missioner look his part and discharged him at

once."
" The Commissioner behaved admirably, my

lord," said the valet.

" Yes—most admirably : and the very next day
Lord Cecil, to show his gratitude, went in a four-

in-hand to thank him personally for his polite-

ness. The Commissioner whs no doubt glad to

see him in such good form within four-and-twenty
hours of leaving the Queen's Bench."

" It must have been a very gratifying sight,

my lord, to the Commissioner," remarked the

valet.

"Very indeed:"—and with these words the
young nobleman emerged from his couch.

Having peiformed his toilet so far as the pi-o-

cess of shaving, ablutions, and hair-anointing
went, he put on his morning deshubiUee, consist-

ing of an immense pair of trousers of a kind of

shawl pattern, red morocco slippers, and a dress-

ing gown of the costliest figured silk, with a gold
cord confining it at the waist; and thus airily ap-
parelled, like a Turkish Pasha, he passed into liis

sitting-room where breakfast was K|)rea(i upon a

table. And a most inviting repast it was—con-
sisting of everything to tempt the appetite in the

filiape of coffee and chocolate, ham and tongue,
cold chickens, raised French pies, new-laid eggs,

hot rolls, and the freshest water-cresses gathered
by some poor girl who had risen for the puri)ose

at that hour when Lord Harold himself was just

seeking his couch. Having, in his own words,
"just picked a little bit," the youog nobleman

took up the newspaper and read the account of

Signora Vivaldi's splendid triumph on tho Satur-
day night previous : and scarcely had he finished

the perusal when Lord Saxondalc was announced.
Be it understood that although the preceding

day was the Sabbath, yet the two young aristo-

crats having dined together, had adjourned to

some place of dissipated resort, where they supped
and drank deeply of champagne, so that it was
not till daylight that they sought repose. Lord
Harold, being three or four years older than his

companion and of much stronger constitution,

could better sustain the effects of a debauch ; and
indeed, after a few hours' slee|) he scarcely felt

them, much less bore their marks upon his coun-
tenance : whereas young Saxoudale, being still

little better than a mere boy and by no means of

vigorous health, was invariably punished by his

sensations in the morning for the previous night's

follies. Accordiuglj', as he now made his appear-

ance, the bluish circles about his eyes, the redness

of the eyes themselves, his parched lips, and pale

cheeks, suflrciently indicated all that he felt.

" I am regular out of sorts this morning," he
said flinging himself upon a chair. " A thunder-
ing headache, such, a tightness across the fore-

head, and a horrible sickness of the stomach!
Look how my hand shakes too.''

" Takeabottle of soda-water with some brandy,"
suggested Lord Harold.

The invitation was accepted—the bell was
rung - the soda-water and brandy brought up and
disposed of—and now the hectic flusli produced
by fresh stimulation appeared upon Sax )ndalo's

cheeks.
" The papers speak splendidly of the Signora'a

success on Saturday night," said Lord Harold.
" What a magnificent creature she is !"

"I would give the world to know her," re-

turned Lord Saxondale. "And to tei: you the

truth, I should have laid in bed all day to nurse

myself, if it hadn't been that I wanted to speak

to you upon this subject."

" Well, go on," said Harold. " Tell me what
you want."

" Oh ! deuce take it," said Saxondale pettishly,

"you know very well what I want !—to get in-

troduced somehow or another to Signora Vivaldi
;

and as you can always manage this sort of thing,

I want you to do it in the present instance."
" And what would Fiorina say," asked Harold,

"if she knew that her brother was helping hei

intended husband to an acquaintance witli a
beautiful dancer?"

" In the first pl-ice, Fiorina need know nothing
at all about it," replied Edmund; "and in the

second place, it's no reason because I am engaged
to be married to your sister when I am twenty-
one, that I am to remain an anchorite in the
meantime."

" I was only joking, Saxondale," exclaimed
Harold. " But seriouslj' speaking we must really

get ac(iu;iinted with this delightful creature. The
newspaper of this morning says that though sho
has been nearly all her life in Italj', she isnot an
Italian by birth ; and it ventures to hint that sho
is of English parentage. It's ([uite true that she

has little of the Italian about her, except the graces
of the djuigliters of the .siinnj- south ; for as to her,

beauty, there is nothing Italian in that brilliancy

of complexion which puts even tho fairest skins

of our English girl* to shame."
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"Oh! but there are fair Italian women as well

as flark ones," observed Saxondale. " I have read

p« in a book. But wlietlior Italian or English, this

HrtKiiora Vivaldi is the most enchanting creature I

•ver saw in all my life—Lady Fiorina of course

excepted. And now, is it possible to get intro-

duced to her?"
" You heard what we were told behind the

scenes at the Opera last night," said Lord Harold
;

'' that the Signora is the most discroot and virtuous

of young ladies—that she is attended by an old

duenna who looks as sour as vinegar, and screws

up her face most awfully if even an eye be too in-

tently fixed upon her fair charge—and that when
at rehearsal the Signora keeps herself as aloof as

eircumstanoes can possibly admit, from both the

male and female performers in the ballet. Why,
it seems to be even a aeciet known only to the

lessee and the ballet-master where she lives ; and
neither of them is at all likely to give the infor-

mation."

"Oh! but her residence is easily found out,"

excl:iiined Edmund. " When leaving the Opera,

she must of a necessity ride home in a carriage,

hackney-coach, or some kind of vehicle ; and
it will be easy enough to get a person to follow

it."

" Granted !" said Lord Harold. " But when you
have found out her place of abode, what course

would you adopt ? I do not think that from all we
heard last night she would give us a very gracious

reception if we went boldly to call upon her. Yet

there are ways and means : and these must be

thought of. In the first place I will instruct Alfred

to endeavour to follow her from the theatre the

next time she makes her appearance. Alfred is a

cunning, astute fellow, with all his sedateness of

look and mealy-mouthiness of words ; and he

will be sure to discover the fair one's abode.

This once done we can deliberate how to pro-

ceed."
" I was thinking," remarked Saxondale,

" whether if you were to draw me up some appro-

priate little billet, I might not send it to her.

By addressing it to the Opera it would be sure to

reach her
"

" And be treated with contempt," added Staun-

ton. " Yes—but whoever believed in the virtue

of an actress or a dancing girl ?" exclaimed Saxon-

dale, contemptuously.
" All rules have an exception ; and in this case

our phciMiix of beawty and nystory seems to con-

stitute that exception. However I will do the

best I can for you in the m.atter ; and as a pre-

liminary, will set Alfred to discover her residence.

We will then take measures accordingly. But
now, my dear follow, I want you to do me a little

favour in your turn."

" Anything but in the money way," replied

Saxondale: " for I am as hard up to-day as you
can poBsil)ly bo. Just before I came out I told

my mother that I had nothing left at the banker's,

and desired her to ask my guardians for some cash :

but she positively refused. So I gave her my mind,

and came off in high dudgeon. Now, as for

applying direct to my guardians, it's out of the

question ; I should only get a good blowing up;

and 1 can't talk to them in the same free and
easy stylo as I do to my mother. They won't

stand it."

" Lord Petersfiold and Mr. Marlow—Are they

not ?" inquired Harold.

" Yes ; those are my blessed guardians," re-

joined Saxondale :
" and what with the surly old

peer and the business-like lawyer, I have to

deal with two confounded impracticable fellows.

The last time I applied to them they told me I

had a splendid allowance for a young nobleman
under age, and must make it do: but one'*

gwardians always seem to tlihik that an incom*
which will barely supply shoe-leatberis uncommoii
liberal."

" This is very awkward," said Lord Harold,

both looking and feeling vexed :
" for I am in

rather a mess at present — several creditor*

bothering nte — and must get two or three

thousand or so by some means or another. 1

shouldn't have thought of asking you, my
dear Edmund, considering that I am already

your debtor to the amount of a cool five thou-

sand "

" Oh, that be hanged !" ejacnlateii Saxondale.
" You know if I had the money you should not

be in want of it for another minute. But surely

there must be some way of raising the wind?"
" Of course," answered Lord Harold. " Tber*

are money-brokers, and bill-brokers, and dis-

counters, aud usurers enough in the City : but
the deuce of it is that I ani afraid my introduction

wouldn't exactly do—I am in ratiier deep with

them myself."
" An idea strikes me!" ejaculated the youthfm

heir of Saxondale, his ignoble countenance sud-

denly brightening up. " That old fellow Gua-
thorpe

"

" Ah, to be sure!" cried Lord Harold, catcliing

at the hint :
" he might be made useful. Let me

see—my uncle's letter says that Mr. Gunthorpe
was for many years the most eminent banker in

Italj-, and now he is retired from business. De-
pend upon it he's as rich as Croesus ; and if wa
can only get on the blind side of him But

that's difficult though, a banker and a sharp old

fellow into the bargain ! However, there i«

notliing like trying. So here goes."

With these words. Lord Harold jumped up,

fetched his writing-desk from a side-table, sat

down, and penned the following lines upon the

best cream-laid paper :

—

"Jermyn Street,

"Mouday, Noon.
" My dear Mr. Gunthorpe.

" I had not an opportunity on Saturday evening of

saying all the civil things I ought and meant; but per-

haps you will do me the honour of dining with mo to-

morrow at half-past six? We shall be quite aloae,

with the exception of my very particular friend Lord
Saxondale.

" I remain, my dear Mr. Gunthorpe,
" Your's very faithfully,

•HAROLD STAl'NTOX. •

" Now what do you think of that "?" asked his

lordship, as he handed the letter to young Saxon-
dale for his perusal.

"Nothing can be better," was the response.
" You must give the old boy a capital dinner and
plenty of wine ; for he looks a« if he loved good

cheer aud could take his glass : and then, when
we have once got him nicel}" warnjed over the

bottle, we will see whether we can't manage to

draw him of a few thousands."
" On our joint security," added Staunton. " It

will be capital ! I really do begin to think we are

pretty certain to succeed. These trading money-
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making people are always ready to worsliip a

lord; and it's clear that old Guuthorpe wants to

get into good society by bringing tUuso letters of

iutioduction. But how on earth he could have
taken up uis abode at such an outrageous place

as the Bell and Crown is difficult to conceive.

However, we will not trouble ourselves oa that

score, but will despatch the letter at once."

This was accordingly done; and Lord Harold

then returned to his bed-chamber to dress him-
self, while young Saxondale j'awned over the

newspaper. Whcu the toilet of the former was
accomplished, they strolled out and repaired to

the billiard-rooms, where they played for about

an hour. But at length t-axoudale, flinging

down the cue. declared his hand shook s'> he

could not make another stroke; and though he

took two or three glat.ses of neat brandy to steady

it, the alcohol produced uot the desired effect,

and 80 the game was abandoned. They then

proceeded ti> the stables bplongiug to Saxou-
Ko. 4 IHIHD SBKlEfi

dale Mansion, and mounting a couple of horses,

went for a ride in the Park, attended by a groom.

Having ridden twice round, they dismounted, left

their horses with the groom, and entered the en-

closure to have a chat with the pretty jiurse-

maids who were attending upon the children

(ilaying about ; and in this way another Lour

was spent. They then returned to their horses

and rode down to TattersalKs, where they looked

in, "just to see what was going on ;'.' and after-

wards proceeded to a Club in St. James's Street,

where they posted thenisi'lves .it the bow-

window to ogle the women who passed by.

This brought on six o'clock ; and then they

deliberated for half-au-hour where they should

(line. Staunton suggested a Bond Street hotel;

but Saxondale declared with a more affected crack

in his voice than ever, that llic turth' was not

good there, and accordingly proposed anotlier

place; to which Staunton had a similar objection

in reepeut to the venison of this establiDhmen*
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They had almost decided upon a third when they

recollected that the ice-punch was by no means
of good quality the last time they were there

;

and the name of a fourth' hotel was likewise

black-balled on the score that there was never

enough of cayenne in the soup. A fifth hotel

was discussed for ten minutes, but also eschewed,

not through any fault in the culinary department,

but because the proprietor had attended to oppose

Lord Cecil Stafford whea he went through the

Court; and a sixth was discarded because the

head-waiter had such very bad teeth. Ulti-

mately these two aristocratic coxcombs decided

upon their dining-place ; and thither did they

repair.

The important process of dinner engaged them
up till nearly ten o'clock ; and then they issued

forth to smoke their cigars in the Quadrant, and
look at the women parading there. Lord Harold

was perfectly sober ; but his friend admitted to

him, with the mysterious confidence of inebriation,

that he was already " more than half-seas over."

Having taken a few strolls up and down the

Quadrant,—the arcade of which was not then

cleared away,—they agreed upon adjourning to

some place of amusement ; and after due delibera-

tion, decided upon the gaming table. They ac-

cordingly turned out of the Quadrant into one of

the diverging streets, and stopped at a door over
which a brilliant gas-lamp was burning. Here
tliey knocked and rung, and the door was instan-

taneously opened by a porter who was always on
the alert within. They entered—and the door

was immediately closed again. Nodding familiarly

to the porter, who evidently knew them well,

they proceeded along the passage to a second
door, which even the most superficial observer

mia;ht perceive to be of extraordinary strength

and solidity : indeed, it was plated all over with
iron. A small wicket, about a foot square was
opened in this door, and a man's countenance
peered through for a moment ; but recognising the
two noblemen, this second porter, to whom that

countenance belonged,closed the wicket and pro-

ceeded to open the door itself. Heavy bolts were
heard to draw back and chains to fall, thus

cviuciug no ordinary precautions on the part

of the proprietors of the gambling house to

barricade themselves against the incursions of

the police.

Passing on, and again nodding familiarly to the
official, Harold and Edmund ascended a carpeted
staircase, and reached a handsomely furnished
room, of spacious dimensions, with the gaming-
table in the middle and a well-spread sideboard
at the extremity. This sideboard was covered
with refreshments, including the choicest descrip-

tions of French wines. The table in the centre,

unlike the old-fashioned rouge-et-noir tables, was
square—or rather oblong—covered with green
baize, and having billiard-pockets at the four

corners and on each side. It was also contrived

in such a manner that all around tiicre were
moveable borders, or ledges, which might be raised

fio as to form the cushions of a regular billiard-

table; but as these borders were now let down
flat, by means of their hinges, the table presented
an unbroken surface.

Tho croupiers, or managers of the gaming-
table, were seated in their proper places, with their

rakes in their hands, and green shades over their

eyes to screen them from the exceeding vividness

of the light thrown by the gas-lamps suspended
above the board. The bank, or .stock of money,
was contained in a large cash-box placed on the

table before the senior croupier. But on the right

hand of this individual was a very extraordinary-

looking piece of mechanism, standing upon a

pedestal. This instrument had the appearance

of a coffee-grinder, with the bowl to receive what-
ever was to be ground, and the handle to work
the grinding machinery : but instead of having
any visible opening for the ground material to

run out of, that part of the mill where this opening
ought to be was fixed in the pedestal.

To complete the description of the several

features which the interior of this room presented

to the view, we must add that there were three

or four bells hanging against the wall, having
wires of coranmnication with the various paits of

the house, even up to the very roof, in order that

those who were on the watch above, below, and
outside in the back part of the premises, might be
enabled to give timely warning at the first appear-

ance of anything like alarm.

Tliere were upwards of a dosen persons around
the table, occupied in playing, when Lord Harold
and Edmund entered the room. Some of these in-

dividuals were sitting as quiet and composedly as

if engaged in the most matter-of-fact proceeding :

others were standing—and these were tlie feverish

and excited players. But of those who were
seated, two or three were mere " decoys "—that

is to say, persons actually hired by the proprietor

of the place not only for the purpose of always
keeping the game going, but likewise of en-

couraging the unwary and inexperienced to stake

their money. This being what is termed "a
fashionable hell," only a certain class of individuals

were admitted ; namely, those who were known
to belong to the wealthy circles : and thus, so far

as apparel and outward appearances went, the

company were in thatsense " respectable " enough.
But if their characters came to be closely scrutin-

ized and deeply probed, the investigation would
doubtless have afforded an addition:il proof to the

thousand and one already existing, that the

villany and profligacy which broadcloth and fine

linen cover, are far greater than the vice and
depravity which lurk beneath fustian or down-
right rags.

Neither Lord Hai-old Staunton nor Lord Saxon-
dale had much money in their pockets at the time

to play with : but still they had a few five-

pound notes and sovereigns between them ; and
these they ventured upon the chances of the

game, 'i'liey had been thus occupied for ai)out

half-an-h()ur, and had lost the greater portion of

what they had put down, when one of the bells

suddenly rang furiously.

"Top of the house!" ejaculated one of the

croupiers, distinguishing at a glance which bell

it wag that rung, and therefore from which quarter

the alarm proceeded.

Confusion and dismay seized upon the two
young noblemen and the five or six least ex-

perienced individuals present: but the older hands,

including the croupiers and the decoys, showed
no bewilderment nor excitement at all; and
though their actions were prompt, yet what they

did do was done with calmness and self-posses-

sion. One of the croupiers took out all the bank-

notes and gold from the cash-box, which he placed

upon a shelf, seeuring the money about his person.



THE MYSTERIES OF THE COURT.

The otber croupier and the'decoys throiv the tops

of the rakes (which were immediat^^ly broken off),

together with the ivory counters, the dice, and the

dice-boxes, into the coffee-mill, where half a

doxen turns of the handle served to grind all

those objects if not actually to powder, at all

events into morsels too small to answer the

purposes of evidence before a magistrate. The
borders or ledges of the table were put I'p — cues

and balls were simultaneously produced—and by
the time the police broke in, which they did in a

very few minutes, the asiet of the scene was
altogether changed. Not the slightest trace of

an ordinary gaming-table was there—merely a

billiaid-table at which several gentlemen seemed
to be playing a quiet comfortable game, when the

door was flung violently open and an inspector with

half a dozen constables made their appearance.
" Ah ! you have been too quick for us, eh ?"

ejaculated the inspector, with a glance embracing

the aspect of things, and perfectly well aware of

all that had been done. " However," he added,
" we will see if we can't bring it home to you.

Keep the door, lads!"
" What do you mean by coming into a respect-

»ble house like this?" demanded the head croupier,

assuming the indignant.
" Come, Mr. Jameson, none of your nonsense,"

eaid the inspector. " You know very well that I

am acquainted with you and up to all your
dodges. Eespectable house indeed ! Very re-

epectable, when it's so barricaded down below
that we are obliged to force our way in by the

attics ; and even there you have got a man posted

on the look-out. I suppose you will have an
electric telegraph laid on next ?"

" Thank you f6r the hint," said the principal

croupier, bursting out laughing ; and he winked
knowingly to his comrades.

" Now let us look at this machine," continued
the inspector, advancing up to the coffee-mill.

But the pedestal stood so firm that it semed to

resist all his attempts to move it. He however
retreated a pace or two, and applying his foot

with a backward kick, broke it clean off on a
level with the floor ; so that what had appeared
to be a pedestal, was in reality nothing more than
a hollow tube, or pipe, which passed completely
through the flooring and down which the crushed
objects went.

" Where does your coffee go when you have
ground it ?" asked the inspector, ironically.

" All the way down into the sewers, for the
benefit of the poor devils who search those places,"

coolly answered the croupier. " If you want a
sample of the coffee, you will have to go down
into the sewer to get it ; and then there's the
chance of it's having been all washed away."

" Well, I shall take this Avith me," said the in-

spector, lifting up the mill and the piece of the
tube on the top of which it was fixed ; " and I

shall take all you along with me likewise."

"What does the fellow mean?" cried Saxondale.
" Take us with him ! What me, Lord "

" Hush—nonsense !" exclaimed Harold :
" you

are Mr. Jenkins, and I am Mr. Tomkins. So
now away to the station-house ! Wo will send
and got bail in half-an-hour."

" Oh ! if that's all, it will be a capital lark,"

cried Saxondale ;
" and to-morrow when we give

our names as Jenkins and Tomkins, we shall

puzzle the magistrate a bit."

To be brief, the whole party were marched off

to the station- house, which was close at hand
;

and there the two young noblemen waited while
they sent for persons to bail them. Four of Lord
Saxondale's tradesmen were speedily found for

the purpose : and soon after midnight theliberated

aristocrats were strolling arm-in-arm dowu to

Covent Garden to pass an hour at a " free-and-

easy " nightly held by an hotul-keeper in that

neighbourhood. It was two in the morning
when Edmund, most particularly drunk, was
helped out of a cab at the door of Saxondale
mansion—helped into the house by the hall-

porter—helped up to his chamber by a footman

—

and then helped into bed by his own valet.

On the following morning he awoke with a
more awful head-ache than ever, and though he
could scarcely drag himself from his couch, was
nevertheless compelled to repair to the Marl-
borough Street Police-office in discharge of his

bail. When the case was called on, the magistrate
expressed an opinion that he could do nothing, as

no evidence was produced to show that the house
was one for gaming, much less that the prisoners

were illegally gambhng at the time of their arrest.

They were all therefore discharged : and our two
young noblemen quitted the office arm-in-arm,
laughing heartily at the adventui-e.

Lord Harold now informed his friend that he
had received a note from Mr. Gunthorpe accept-

ing the invitation ; whereupon Edmund declared
that he should go home and lie down for two or
three hours for the purpose of " getting all right,"

so as to enjoy himself in the evening. They
accordingly separated for the present, Lord
Harold proceeding to Jermyn Street, and Lord
Saxondale to Park Lane.
But on arriving at the mansion, the letter was

informed, when about to ascend to his bed-
chamber, that his mother desired to speak with
him upon a very important subject. His first

impulse was to send a message to her ladyship to

the effect that he would see her in the course of

the day: but on second thoughts he fancied it

better to adopt a more conciliatory policy, in case

the Gunthorpe project might fail and he should
find himself compelled to have recourse to her
ladyship after all for the replenishment of his

IHirse. He accordingly proceeded to the drawing-
room where she was seated.

CHAPTEB VII.

DOMESTIC SCENES IN HIGH Llf-E.

Lady Saxondale was now forty years of age,

and was perhapsone of the most splendidly hand-
some women belonging to the aristocracy of this

country. Her's was a style of beauty which
although so precocious in the spring-time of its

youthful developments, was that which preserves
the best; and without having expanded into cor-

pulency or stoutness, her form had acquired just a
sufficiency of embonpoint to set off that matronly
stateliness which so well became her. Thus her
fine figure, still preserving the proper symmetry
of proportions, was not luxuriant so as to destiny

its grace, nor of contours too full to be compatibl«
with elegance ; while it gave her all that majesty
of demeanour and queenly dignity of look which
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80 admirably suited the hauglity cast of her

aquiline countenance. The pearly whiteness of

the teeth remained in all its earliest perfection

—

the fires of youth still seemed flashing in her large

dark eyes—and no streak of silver marred tht

raven blackness of her shining hair.

Her ladyship was clad in a dark dress trimwied

with the richest lace. The room in which she

was seated was spacious, lofty, and splendidly

furnished. The heavy crimson draperies at the

windows subdued the powerful lustre of the

sultry sun ; and vases of flowers gave a freshness

to the hot and languid atmosphere of that sum-

mer-day's noon. To the walls were suspended

several fine pictures; and all objects in the apart-

ment were reproduced in the splendid mirrors

that appeared on every side.

When Edmund entered the room he found his

mother seated in an arm-chair near the centre

table ; and the grave severity of her look, as well

as the drawn-up stateliness of her demeanour, at

once convinced him that he was about to have

what he termed "a scene."

But, for the reasons specified at the conclusion

of the previous chapter, he resolved to adopt a

conciliatory policy, if it were practicable; and

therefore he somewhat mitigated theair of insolent

defiance with which he had lately been wont to

meet the maternal remonstrances or reproaches.

Still his temper was on the point of failing him
when he beheld the deep severity of his mother's

looks—a severity not altogether unmingled with

an expression of loathing and disgust, as her

scrutinizing regards embraced at a glance all the

evidences which his appearance furnished of the

previous night's debauchery.

"Sit down, Edmund," said her ladyship; "for

I wish to speak to you upon some matters of im-

portance."
" Well, my dear lady-mother," answered the

youth, sinking languidly down upon a sofa, " let

us hear what you have got to say, and you shall

find me the most attentive. of listeners."

" Be so good as to divest yourself of this most
unbecoming flippancy of manner," proceeded Lady
Saxondale, fixing her eagle eyes almost sternly

upon the youth, "for it amounts to an imperti-

nence which I do not choose to tolerate."

"Now, upon my soul, this is too bad !" cried

Saxondate, his affected voice thrilling into a
positive screech. " I made my appearance v. ith

the most dutiful demeanour that I could command
for the occasion : so if there's to be any quarrel,

it will be of your picking."
" Quarrel, sir ! how dare you make use of this

language to me ?"

" Come, mother, don't put yourself into a

passion
"

" Silence !—and listen to me. You have lately

been pursuing a career of the most degrading and
revolting debaucherj^ "

" You have told me this over and over again, if

that's all you wanted me for."

" Again I enjoin you to silence," interrupted

Lady Saxondale fiercely ,
" for remember, you are

not yet your own master—and during the year

and ten mouths which have yet to elapse ere you
attain your majority, your guardians and myself

are determined to do our duty in the endeavour

to reclaim you from these vicious courses which

fou are pursuing. Now, Edmund," she continued,

in a somewhat milder tone, " I have besought—

I
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have entreated—I have implored 1 have like-

wise scolded, threatened, and menaced but all

to no purpose. With the deepest afHiction do I

behold you daily plunging more profoundly into

the vortex of dissipation—constantly absent from

home—remaining out late at nights— spending
your money heaven only knows how—and, I fear,

frequenting the worst society."
" What do you mean?" exclaimed Edmand,

sharply. " Lord Harold Staunton is my constant

companion : and he is the brother of the young
lady whom you yourself selected as my future

wife."

"Fiorina is an amiable, excellent, and well-

principled girl," said Lady Saxondale; "but 1

regret to add that her brother is very different.

She herself knows not—nor is it proper that she

should learn, the extent of the dissipations into

which he plunges. She thinks him rather too

gay, wild, and extravagant ; but she does not

suspect that he is a confirmed gambler, a reckless

spendthrift, and an inveterate debauchee. Nor
at the time when it was arranged that you should
become her suitor, was I myself aware of the

profligacy of his character : or else perhaps I

might have hesitated to initiate and sanction an

engagement which thus threw you into such evil

companionship. But it is now too late to retract

from that engagement "

" Besides which it would be rather difficult to

dc .1 without my consent," interjected the youth-
ful lord, flippantly. " I am deuced fond of the

girl, and am quite willing to marry her to-morrow
if you choose, instead of waiting for my majority."

" No, sir," interrupted Lady Saxondale sternly.
" I have on a former occasion stated to you that

by an addition to your father's will—an addition

that was made within the month following your
birth— it was chronicled as his solemn wish that

you should not marry until you had obtained your
majority, but that you should then enter the

wedded state as early as might be convenient"
" No doubt my father had a very high opinion

of the wedded state," observed Edmund, piqued

by his mother's ton» and manner, " since he him-
self twice entered it. But pray continue your
observations: for to tell you the truth, I have
got a thundering head-ache and want to go and
lie down."

" Unhappy boy ! you are adopting a suicidal

course, by these profligacies and dissipations,"

cried Lady Saxondale. "But beware! Tractable
and obedient as Fiorina is to the will of her aunt,

yet if her delicacy be shocked by a discovery of

the full extent of your vices, she may assert her
right to have her own happiness considered, and
thus withdraw from the engagement."

" No—I don't think it at all likely," rejoined

the young man supercOiously. " In the first

place I know she is desperately fond of me : and
in the second place, it is too good a match for hw,
poor and portionless as she is, to break off."

" I hope that your opinions are indeed well

founded," said Lndy Saxondale. " But I will bow
come to the point and explain to you the purport
for which I desired this interview. Your
guardians. Lord Petersfield and Mr. Malton, paid

me a visit yesterday ; and we had a long and
serious conversation together. Thoy positively

insist that I withdraw you for a time from the

temptations of a London life^ and I therefore

propose that w« repair to Saxondale Castle to



THE MYSTLRIICS OF TlIK COHliT. 29

paas some time—perhaps the wliole interval until

your majority. Lady Macdonald and Fiorina will

be our visitnrs there, so that you may enjoy the

company of j'our intended bride."

" What I go and bury myself iu that out-of-the-

way place!" exclaimed Edmund starting up from

the sofa. " No—I'll be banged if I do !"

" In that case," responded Lady Saxondale, en-

deavouring to maintain her dignified calmness,

but all the evidences of her ill-suppressed indigna-

tion betraying themselves in her flushing cheeks,

her fire-darting eyes, and her quivering lips—"in

that case," she repeated, with stroog accentuation,

" it is Lord Petersfield's resolve to obtain for you
the post of Attache' to some distant and petty

embassy, so as to remove you from Loudon."
" And what if I refuse to go—eh ? what then ?"

demanded the young lord, with mingled insolence

and malignity.
" Then, as it is in her Majesty's service," re-

plied Lady Saxondale, " you will be ordered

abroad, and at your peril will you refuse."

" Well, we shall see," was Edmund's dogged
answer.

" Ah ! but this is not all ! Your guardians will

stop your allowance," continued Lady Saxondale,

her lips now ashy with the pent-up rage that

filled her bosom.
" Well then, I must raise money with the bill-

brokers in the City," rejoined Edmund.
" Wicked and preverse boy !" cried Lady Saxon-

dale, now no longer able to repress her wrath

;

and starting up from her chair, she stamped her

foot violently upon the carpet ;
" do you mean to

defy me altogether ?"

" I told you at the beginning that if there was
a quarrel, it would be of your provoking !"

" Quarrel, sir!—a mother cannot quan-el with

her son. She orders—and he obeys."
" The deuce he does ! I think rather differ-

ently," exclaimed Edmund, with a taunting laugh.
" Vile and detestable disposition that you pos-

sess!" exclaimed the lady, whose haughty beauty

now looked terrible in her anger. " If you only

knew how much I suffered on your account when
you were an infant—if you only knew how much
I have done for you But, no : you are in-

capable of appreciating it
!"

"Oh! this is the old stoi-y over again," inter-

rupted Edmund, with so heartless a flippancy

that hi^words and his manner were but too well

calculated to plant daggers in the bosom of Lady
Saxondale. " Because I was lost or stolen when
an infant, and you discovered me again, you are

alwaps flinging it in my teeth."

" Edmund ! Edmund ! do for heaven's sake

treat me with more kindness, more respect !" said

the unhappy lady now bursting into tears. " Oh!
again I tell you that if you only knew all I have
suffered on your account, you would not treat me
thus! Consider! — reflect! your behaviour is

most unnatural— most ungrateful "

" Then why can't you leave me alone ?" de-

manded the young man, entirely unmoved by
the spectacle of that proud and haughty woman
thus melting into the humiliation of tears and
entreaties in his presence and through his con-

duct.

"Ah! I see that you are indeed heartless,

thoroughly heartless I" she exclaimed, suddenly
drawing her handkerchief across her eyes and in

a moment recovering the stern stateliness of her

demeanour. " Never again will I appeal to you,
PIdmund, for kindness and respect !—never again

will I seek to touch your sympathies ! Preverse
boy, instead of imploring or entreating, I will act

and command."
" Well then, I suppose it's a war to the knife,"

he observed with flippant disdain ; "and we shall

see who will get the better of it."

Thus speaking he gave another taunting laugh
and lounged out of the room. The moment the

door closed behind him, a terrible change came
over Lady Saxondale ; her entire appearance
altered — her countenance became positively

ghastly—her lips ashy white — and her whole
frame convulsed with the inward working of the

fiercest passions.

" Viper, that I have cherished in my bosom to

sting me!" she said aloud: and the words came
hissing from between her parched lips. " I hate

him—yes, I hate him!"
But then she stopped short and glanced with a

sudden start of uneasiness towards a door at the

extremity of the apartment : for it struck her that

a sound, resembling a cry of dismay, penetrating

thence, had been wafted to her ear. Instan-

taneously recovering all her self-possession she
approached that door—opened it abruptly—and
beheld her two daughters quite near enough and
in an attitude to show they had been listening.

That inner room was one where the young
ladies were not wont to sit at this period of the

day ; and therefore it had never occurred to Lady
Saxondale throughout the preceding interview

with her son, that Juliana and Constance were
by any probability so near. She fancied that they
were in a more distant apartment, occupied with

their music, drawing, or embroidery ; and con-

sequently their presence in that room, as well as

the indications above mentioned, naturally sti-uck

her with the suspicion that they had penetrated

thither on purpose to listen to what was taking

place between Edmund and herself. We may
add that Juliana, the eldest, was a perfect like-

ness of her mother— with the same haughty
aquiline profile, hair of the same raven glossiness,

eyes of the same dark splendour, a complexion of

the same clear delicate skin, and a figure modelled
with a like voluptuous symmetry of proportions.

Constance, the younger, though possessing the

same Hebe-proportions of shape, was in all other

respects of a different style of beauty, having light

hair, a complexion of dazzling transparency, and
blue eyes ; while the outline of her features was
more delicate and more strictly classical, with
nothing of that haughtiness of expression which
characterized both her mother and her sister.

" What means this?" demanded Lady Saxon-
dale sternly. " Is it not sufficient that I should
possess an undutiful and rebellious son ? but am
I also doomed to find that my daughters are

playing the part of spies upon their mother's

actions V"'

" Spies!" echoed Juliana, the elder, her delicate

brunette complexion suffusing with the glow of

indignation at the charge.
" Oh ! do not be angry with us, dear mother,"

cried Constance, the younger, bursting into

tears.

The difference of the manner in which the two
young ladies received their mothin's reproach,

must at a glanoe afford the reader an accurate

jusight into their respectivedispoBitions—showing



30 THE HYSTBRtES 0» THE COURT.

that wheraa the f jrnier was characterized by the

pioud and haughty spirit of Lady Saxondale, the

latter was all gentluneas, meekness, and affection-

ato submission.
" Explain this conduct on your part," said the

indignant mother: and though her two daughters

were tall, yet her own stature was elevated above

them to the majestic height of Diana the Hun-
tress.

" It is somewhat too hard," returned Juliana,

almost in a tone of defiance, " to be taunted with

having wilfully played the part of spies, when it

was rciilly all the result of accident ;" and having

thus spoken, the Hon. Miss Farefield walked

towards the window.
"Constance," said Lady Saxondale, addressing

her younger daughter in a milder tone than she

had pieviously used ; "yo« will at least give your

mother a satisfactory and respectful answer."
" It is as Juliana has said," replied Constance

—

" the result of accident. Tired of our music and
drawing, we each resolved to commence a piece

of tambour-work, and thought of copying two
of the pictures in this room. So we came hither

with our frames, which are there,"—and with her

white hand she pointed in the direction to which

her sweet blue eyes also glanced. " But scarcely

had we entcred^uot five minutes ago—when we
were startled by hearing high words in the next

room ; and recognizing Edmund's voice, we in-

sLiuctively approached the door to listen. The
action was so quick on our part, that I did not

pause for a moment to reflect that it might be

wrong; aud I am sure it was the same with

Juliana."

"And what did you hear?" demanded Lady
Saxondale. " Come, speak, Miss ! — tell me
what you heard?" she added more sternly,

seeing that her daughter hesitated and looked

frightened.

"Oh, my dear mother!" exclaimed Constance,

bursting into tears ;
" I heard you beseech and

implore Edmund to treat you with kindness and
respect aud it cut me to the quick to think

that you should have thus to speak to my
brother ?"

" Ah ! then you were ear-witnesses, young
ladies, of your mother's deep humiliation—her

utter degradation?"— and as Lady Saxondale

spoke with accents of bitterness and implacability,

her couuteuauce grow pale with the fierce feel-

ings that raged within her bosom, and her fine

majestic form trembled from head to foot.

" Dear mother, is it something so terrible

—

something so unpardonable, that we have done ?"

—and Constance turned aside to weep more
bitterly than before.

"Juliana!" exclaimed Lady Saxondale; "como
hither—approach me, I say ! Wherefore do you
thus stand aside and lounge listlessly in that

window-recess, as if you were iudiflfercnt to what
is passing ?"

"Because I think that your ladyship," answered
(ho Hon. Miss Farefield, " is treating us with un-
necessary harshness for a very venial offence

—

if an offence it bo at all ;" but as she spoke she

advanced towards her mother, of whom she still

stood in just suflSoient awe not to dare defy her

altogether.
" There can fall upon a mother's head no curse

more withering than that of having disobedient

childieu," said Lady Saxondale in a strange deep

voice. " You, Constance,'' she continued, placing

her hand caressingly upon the shoulder of her

fair-haired younger daughter, " are penitent for

this transgression on your part ; and you at least

treat me with respect. But you, Juliana," she

added, turning towards the dark-haired elder

girl, "are inclined to display that same rebellious

spirit which your brother has dared assume.

However, understand me well! I am not only

the mistress of this house, but am likewise your

parent, and you are dependent upon me. There-

fore, once for all, take heed how you manifest

any undutiful conduct towards me."
" One would think that I had committed some

grievous crime by the language which your lady-

ship uses :" and as Juliana thus spoke, the rich red

blood mantled upon her cheeks and her eyes

flashed fire.

" Insolent girl, beware how you provoke me !"

cried Lady Saxondale.

Juliana drew herself up haughtily, and turned

away with an air of complete defiance.

At this moment a door communicating with the

landing outside, was flung violently open ; and a

woman, whose age appeared to be fifty, and who
was dressed in the matronly garb of a house-

keeper, entered the room, exclaiming in a sharp

querulous voice, " It is abominable, and I am de-

termined to have satisfaction. My lady, I demand
protection at your hands ! I cannot be insulted

any longer in this way ; it exceeds all human
patience. The impertiuent coxcomb ! the petty

tyrant! the cowardly hound !"

" Mabel, what in heaven's name does all this

mean ?" cried Lady Saxondale, rushing towards

the old housekeeper—for such was the situation

occupied by the woman at the mansion. " Com-
pose yourself— tranquilize your feelings: you
know that I will not suffer you to be insulted

with impunity."
" But this is constantly going on," Mabel again

burst forth, advancing farther into the room, and
both speaking and looking as if she were despe-

rately angry with everybody aud everything. " He
is always insulting me—he hates me, just because

I possess your ladyship's confidence, and have

been in the family for so many yeai-s. What did

he mean by calling mo an old beldame when ho

met me on the stairs ? Was it that on account

of my rheumatism I couldn't get out of his way
quite quick enough to please my lord ? But I

will teach him better manners, I will! he shall

respect me, the impudent puppy !"

" Mabel, Mabel, mind what you are saying !"

exclaimed Lady Saxondale, evidrntly much
agitated. " You must not speak thus of hia lord-

ship."

"This woman's conduct is perfectly disgust-

ing," said Juliana, tossing her head indignantly.
" Your ladyship just now spoke in the harshest

terms to me and Constance for a very trivial

thing ; and yet you put up with the astounding

insolence of a wretclied dependant."
" Dependant indeed !" yelled forth Mabel, her

spiteful eyes darting reptile-looks of malignity

upon the Hon. Miss Farefield. " How daie you
speak of me in this way ? I tell you that you are

a vain and haughty minx, as your brother it •
contemptible coxcomb."

" Mabel, I insist upon your holding your
tongue," said Lady Saxondale, but rather in »

voice of entreaty than command. "Juliana

—
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Constance— retire! I must have some private

conversation "

" Private conversation indeed !" echoed Mabel
with increasing rage. " What I want is justice

—

and I mean to have it too. To be bullied and
baiigered by that petty tyrant, is beyond all en-

durance. I hate him—the whole household hates

him— everybody hates him : he is a wretched
cur !"

" Mother !" cried Juliana ;
" if you do not call

the lacqueys to turn this woman out of the

house "

" Silence, miss!" ejaculated Lady Saxondale,
stamping her foot with rage. " Eetire I say !"

Constance, the younger girl, was already re-

treating to the door, both friglitened and amazed
at this scene with the old housekeeper— a scene

which, though not altogether new, was still far

more serious than any displaj's of the kind that

Imd ever previously taken place. Juliana, the

elder young lady, flung a look of unmitigated

contempt upon Mabel, and walked with all her
mother's stateliness and haughty grandeur out of

the room, closing the door with some degree of

violence behind her.

What tlicn took place between Lady Saxondale
and her irate housekeeper, we know not. Suffice

it to say that they remained alone together for

nearly half-an-hour ; and when tlie old woman
emerged from that room again, it was with the
mingled sullenness and vixenish acerbity of

countenance which plainly indicated that though
she had suffered herself to be appeased somehow
or another, yet that it was with a very bad grace

she had received such satisfaction or apologies as

might have been offered, and that in her heart

the sense of insult was still rankling bitterly.

Meanwhile, as they were ascending the stair-

case to their own chamber, the sisters had en-
countered one of the pages of the household,

whom we may at this moment introduce to our
readers. He was a youth of about eighteen, and
of the most extraordinary beauty. Not very tall,

his figure was slight, but as perfectly symmetrical
a.s that of a Grecian statue representing Apollo

;

»nd the tasteful livery which he wore, consisting

of a jacket tightly buttoned up to his throat, and
trousers with two thin red stripes down each leg,

set off his elegant shape to the utmost advantage.
He had chesnut hair, which he wore long, and was
naturally curling and wavy ; his forehead was
high and as white as that of a maiden ; his brows
were dark, pcni;illcd in two thin arching lines

;

his eyes were of deep hazel, large and liquid, but
bright as if with subdued fires. He had little

colour upon the cheeks—no whiskers, nor beard
upon hi.s chin—bnthe was suffering his moustache
to grow, and which, delicately pencilled like his

brows, i-elieved his countenance somewhat from
its otherwise girlish appearance. His lips were
somewhat full ; and if they had belonged to a
woman, would have been denominated pouting.

Being slightly apart, they always afforded a glimpse
of a most beautiful set of teeth. Though already

described as not of tall stature, yet his graceful

length of limb, set off by the becoming apparel
wliicli he wore, made him appear taller than
he really was ; and altngother there was a grace-
fulness and a gentility about this youth which,
when united with his extraordinary personal
beauty, reudorcd him a being who though clad in

a menial garb could not possibly fail to attract the

notice of any one who passed him by. His name
was Francis Paton—familiarly called Frank in

the household ; and he had been in Lady Saxon-
dale's service for about a year.

Such was the youth whom the two sisters en-

countered upon the stairs as they were ascending
to their own chamber to talk over together the
scenes which had just occurred in the room below.
Constance, the fair-haired girl, who was proceed-
ing first, passed him by with no more notice than
a young lady in her position was likely to take
of one of the household domestics : but Juliana,

the elder damsel, bent upon him for a moment the
full power of her magnificent dark eyes; and
though the youth immediately flung his own looks

downwards and passed rapidly on, yet was the

colour mantling upon his cheeks, and he seemed
to be quivering with the excitement of the feelings

which that rapid regard had so suddenly conjured
up.

The sisters ascended to their chamber, where
they remained together for about an hour; at the

expiration of which time one of their maids came
to announce that Mr. Deveril was waiting below
to give them their lesson in ivory-painting.

CHAPTER Vin.

MR. GUNTHORPE.

In the evening of the same day, punctually at

half-past six o'clock, a loud double-knock was
given at the front door of the house in which
Harold Staunton occupied handsome lodgings.

He and his friend Lord Saxondale were together

in the drawing-room; and at the sound of that

knock they approached one of the windows.
"As I live !" cried Edmund, "he has come in

a Hansom Patent Cab!" and he turned away
with a grimace expi-essive of immitigable disgust.

"I wonder whether Alfred will be able to keep

his countenance as he shows him up?" observed
liOrd Harold : "I am sure I could not blame him
if he did not. But then," he immediately added,
" Alfred is so very discreet and prudent. But
what on earth is the old fellow stopping to parley

with the cabman for? I do believe he is disput-

ing the fare. Good heavens ! what will the

people of the house think? what will the neigh-

bours think? what "

"Yes—and now the quarrel is waxing warmer,"
cried Saxondale, returning to the window and
looking down into the street. " By jingo, this is

devilish pleasant! A crowd is already collecting."

" You are nothing better than a reg'larold bilk,"

were the words which, being vociferated forth by
the indignant cabman, now reached the ears of

the two young nobles who were gazing aghast

from the fi et-floor windows. " Wiiat do you
think V" pursued the cabman, turning round and
appealing to those whom the distuibaiice had
already collected :

" this old fogy, with his great

shirt-frill, wants me to take sixteen-pence for

driving him from tlie Bell and Cro«»n riglit away
up in HolborB,down hero to Jarmyu Street; and
I say my fare's two bob, and 1 won't bate a farden.

He's gived me eighteeu-ponce iu silver, and de-

mands tuppence change."
" Yes—and I mean to have it too," said Mr.
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Gunthorpe, with a most imperturbable coolness.

" I asked the landlord of the Bell and Croum
tvliat your (are was, and he told me sixteen-

-*nce : but I should have given you the eighteen

If you yrtre not insolent about it. So now I take

your number.*'
" And pull me up afore the beak, eh ?" vocife-

rated the cabman. " Well, so do ; and I'm snig-

gered if I don't have the ground measured at your

expense too, old boy ! Look at that boss ! d'ye

think he wor made to go all this distance for

Bixteen-pence ?"

" No—certainly not—nor any distance at all,"

answered Mr. Gunthorpe, .still cool as a cucumber.
" His next drive should be to the knackers' yard :"

and thus speaking, the old gentleman entered the

house, the door of which Alfred, who had stood

the while aghast as the two nobles up-stairs, im-

mediately shut in the face of the enraged cabman.
Mr. Gunthorpe, duly escorted by Alfred, was

ushered into the drawing-room, where Lord
Harold received him with as good a face as he

could possibly put on ; but Lord Saxondale
scarcely attempted to conceal his own feelings of

horror and disgust at the visitor's conduct.
" I am sorry now that I did not take the

omnibus, as I first intended to do," remarked Mr.
Gunthorpe, when he had paid his respects to the

two noblemen. " The insolence of your Loudon
cabmen is perfectly intolerable—has not your
loi'dship found it so?"

" I never patronize street cabs, Mr. Gunthorpe,"

replied Harold Staunton.
" For my part I understand they swarm with

vermin," said Lord Saxondale.
" In which case they must be catching," said

Mr. Gunthorpe coolly :
" so your lordship had

6etter not come near me."
There was now a pause ; for neither of the two

young men knew exactly what next to say.

They were immeasurably disgusted with their

visitor ; but as their aim and liopo were to make
him useful, they dared not give too manifest a

display of their feelings. Lord Saxondale there-

fore adjusted his neckcloth before the looking-

glass ; and Lord Harold hummed an opera-air,

while contemplating the spotless polish of his

patent-leather boots as he sat lazily lolling back
in his chair.

" You see I was punctual," said Mr. Gunthorpe,
drawing forth a huge old-fashioned gold watch
about the size of a turnip, and having a massive
chain with at least a dozen large seals and keys
by way of appendages. " I have also brought a

pretty good appetite with me. I took a chop in

the City at one, and have had nothing since."
" Dinner will be served up almost immediately,

Mr. Gunthorpe," said Lord Harold, conquering his

aversion as much as he was able, so as to behave
civilly towards the old gentleman. " Have you
been very busy in the City to-day V"

" Very busy indeed," was tlio response. " I and
Snuflley—that's my attorney—have had a great
deal to do together. If I had not thought it would
have been too great a liberty, 1 should have
brouglit Sauflley with mo: but "

" I should have been charmed to have enter-
tained Mr. Snuffloy on your account," said Lord
Harold: but he could not prevent himself from
speaking in a cold and reserved tone.

" Whatafunny name," tittered Lord Saxondale.
"Snuffley!—he! he! he! But I have noticed
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th»t many City men and middle-olagf people hav»
very queer names."

" One name is as good as another, for anything
I know," observed Mr. Gunthorpe curtly: "and
I am sure that Snuffley's name is better at the

bottom of a cheque than many a name which has

descended to its West-End bearer from the Norman
Conquest."

" Ah ! I date my family back to the time of the

Tudors," said Lord Saxondale, drawing himself

up with an air of the most consummate conceit.

" And mine is dei-ived from a cellar in Clerken-

well," said Mr. Gunthorpe. "My father, God
rest his soul! was a po >r shoemaker: and my
mother used to take in washing, go out charing,

and do little odd jobs of that kind. Such as you
see me, my lords, I was educated at a charity-

school, and have fought my way up in the world
from being a muffin-boy to what I am now :" and
Mr. Gunthorpe looked complacently round upon
the two young aristocrats.

They wiere aghast. Mingled horror and dis-

may were depicted upon their countenances, no
consideration of any ulterior objects having the

power at the moment to cause them to master

those feelings. Indeed, they could not ; it was
the natui-al expression of haughty aristocratic

prejudices terribly shocked by the plain un-
varnished tale of Mr. Gunthorpe's earlier history.

He did not however seem to notice the conster-

nation which his narrative had excited, but looked

as if he felt far more proud of the po.sition which
by his industry, as he represented, he had carved

out for himself, than the two young aristocrats

could possibly be of their lengthened genealogy
and ancestral honours.

The folding doors at the extremity of the

drawing-room were now pompously thrown open,

and the dinner table appeared in the midst of the

apartment thus revealed. The noblemen and
Mr. Gunthorpe took their seats. The former,

having somewhat recovered from their shock,

were rather curious to observe how the old gentle-

man would conduct himself at table, and were
terribly afraid that he would be guilty of some
awful solecism in etiquette so as to horrify the

fastidiousness of Alfred and the footman. They
were therefore most agreeably surprised and con-
siderably relieved when they found that he at

once appeared as well versed as themselves in all

the refinements and niceties of the dinner-table,

—not tucking his napkin up to his chin, nor
eating fish with his knife, nor biting instead of

breaking his bread, nor asking for malt hquor,

nor falling into any of the little errore which they
had expected. .He took wine with them, too, in

the approved manner; and though he spoke but
little, yet so long as the domestics were in the

room, he did not give utterance to a single

syllable at all calculated to shock the aristocratic

pride of Lord Harold Staunton or Lord Saxon-
dale.

Thus the dinner passed off agreeably enough :

the dessert was placed upon tlie table, the valet

and the footman withdrew, and the decanters

began to circulate.

I

" Do you propose to make a long stay in Eng-
land, Mr. Gunthorpe ?" asked Lord Harold, as he
sipped his claret.

j

" I think of settling here altogether now," was
the reply. " 1 believe your noble uucle the Marquis
of Eagledean informed youintheletterof introduc-
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tion which I prwented to your lordship, that I have

retired from business
"

" Yes—from banking."

"Well, from banking then, if you prefer it. 1

luppose that the term business is s leetle too

vulgar ?"

" Between you and mo, my dear Mr. Gunthorpe,

it t« vulgar—excessively vulgar."

"Grates upon one's nerves, eh?" said the old

gentleman, seeming to laugh good-naturedly.

" Oh, terribly !" cried Lord Sasondale. " To me
it's just like cutting iron with a file."

"Well then," proceeded Mr. Gunthorpe, "as I

was observing, I have retired from banking, and

mean to settle down somewhere in England. I told

Snuff 1 beg your pardon—my attorney I mean
—I won't mention his name, because that also will

most likely grate upon your nerves : but I told him
to look out and see if he could purchase me an

estate
"

" Ah ! but mind what you are doing, Mr. Gun-
thorpe," exclaimed Lord Harold. " Don't leave it

to your solicitor
"

" Solicitor ?" echoed the old gentleman. " Is that

the fashionable name ?"

" Yes - we never jay attorney at the West End

—

always solicitor. But as I was going to remark,"

contmued Lord Harold, "don't for heaven's sake let

thia solicitor of your's have the looking out after an
estate lor you. He would only think ot buying you
some tract of land over which a railway is going to

run, so that he may have the job of proceeding

agiiinst the directors for compensation on your be-

halt. Besides, his taste cannot possibly be good.

I'hcro woxiid bo no pineries and vineries, no hot-

houses and greenhouses, no artificial pieces of water,

upon the istate of a lawyer's choosing : and very

likely he would buy you a brick-field, so that you
might speculate in houses that he might draw up
the leases and sue the tenants for their rent,"
" Then wha', would your lordship advise ?" asked

Air. Gunthorpe, seeming to acknowledge all the

seriousness and gravity of the young nobleman's ob-

•octions.

" Why, since my rsrered and respected uncle the

Marquis has recommended you so especially to my
attention," answered Lori Harold, " I feci it a duty
to offer my services in this matber."

"Ah ! then your lordship would undertake to find

me a suitable estate ?" said Mr. Gunthorpe.
" With the greatest pleasure in the world. But

the wine stands with you."

"Thank you, I am getting on uncommonly well.

The fact is," added Mr. Gunthorpe, " not being
accustomed to English wines—or rather, I should
say, the wines you drink in England—your lordship's

chanipagne, madeira, sheiTy, and port have already

got up into my head."

"Oil! they won't hurt you," exclaimed Lord
Harold. " So help yourcielf."

" Hurt you—not they !" cried Lord Saxondale.
" I can get as drunk as an owl on good wine, and
never feel the effects next day. It's only bad wine
that plays the very devil with one."

"Your experience is doubtless great," said Mr.
Gunthorpe. "How old is your lordship ? Thirty
or five-and-thirty ?

'

"Tiiirtybe hanged!" ejaculated Saxondale. "I
*m only ninetcea and a few months : but I have

seen a httle of life though—have I not, Staunton r

and it's this experience that perhaps makes me
look older than I really am."

'' Very likely," said Mr. Gunthorpe, as he helped

himself and passed the decanter. " But as your

lordship," he continued, again addressing himseK

to Harold, " was so kind as to offer me yo'ir advic*

and assistance in settling myself down, perhaps you

will sketch out some little plan that you would have

me adopt ? If I do not follow the whole details,

yet some of them may at least prove valuable sug-

gestions."

" First, let me ask your exact position, my dear

Mr. Gunthorpe," said Lord Harold, flinging a

significant look across the table at Saxondale, as

much as to imply that they were getting the old

gentleman into the right line to make him useful.

" You are very rich, of course ? that we can

pretty well guess. But are you married—any
children

"

I

" I am a widower, and all my cliildren are grown
up and provided for," returned Mr. Gunthorpe

:

,

" so I have only to think of mysell'."

"Good!" observed Lord Harold. "In the first

j

place, then, you must leave that insufferable place

the Bell and Crown, the very name of which raises

,
up odours of pea-soup and boiled beef "

" I can assure you it is a most excellent hotel,"

interrupted Mr. Gunthorpe; "and I had serious

intentions of asking you and Lord Saxondale to
' dine mth me to-morrow. Their bitter beer is ex-

cellent."

i " We never touch malt," answered Lord Harold:
" nor must you, Mr. Gunthorpe, in future—for we

\

mean to launch you out into fashionable life. So
I you must leave this Bell and Crown, and come
' up for the present to "some fii-st-rate West End
hotel."

1 " But it must be in a line of omnibuses to the

,
City," observed Mr. Qunthoi-pe.

I

" Oh, fie ! omnibuses indeed I" exclaimed Lord
I Harold. " You must have a drag of your own."
1 "Leave me to find our friend a suitable trap,"
'' observed Saxondale.

" Drag—trap ?" repeated Mr. Gunthorpe, /ooking

bewildered. " Those words sound very vxdgar indeed
to my ears."

!
" Perfectly fashionable and correct, I can assure

,

you," rejoined Lord Harold. " Well then, we are

^

agreed so far that you come up to the West End,
establish yourself at an hotel, and set up your drag.

\
Then you must have a tiger

"

I

" God forbid !" ejaculated Mr. Gunthorpe, turning
pale. " I have an abhorrence for wild beasts. But
why not a boa constrictor at once?"

"You don't understand," replied Lord Harold
'we mean an elegant little livery servant. And

,
then you must have your valet and your grix)m.

These will do in the shape of slaveys for the present.

I

Then as to horses, leave me and Saxondale to pro-
cure them for you : we know the sort of thing you
require. But this is not quite all. You must have
your box at the Opera ; and by rights, in order to

be quite fashionable—but I don't do more than
just hint at it—you ought to have "

" What ?" asked Mr. Gunthorpe.
"Your mistress," was the vosp.-vnse.

" Will you undertake to find that also ?" inquired

the old gentleman, refilling his glass, and setuiing



THB MTSTEBITfS OP THE COtmr.

to sway a little to and fro in his chair, as if the wine

had indeed got up iuto his head.
" Oh, certainly ! We will find you everything

;

and while you are ranking a perfect round of plea-

sure at the West End, we will be looking out for

an estate with a splendid mansion upon it, beautiful

grounds, a deer-park, and everything proper. We
must also have you presented at Court; and I don't

know—but I dare say it can be contrived," added

Lord Haroltl, with a mysterious air and knowing
look, " to get you a baronetcy."

" Ah, indeed !" cried Mr. Gunthorpe. " Well, I

don't know but that I should like a handle to my
name. How my poor father and mother, the

cobbler and charwoman, would stare if they could

only get up out of then- graves in Clerkenwell

Churchyard and see their son a baronet
!"

" I am sui-e you deserve a baronetcy," said Lord
Harold, with a slight grimace at that reference to

his guest's parentage, " for having made so fine a

fortune. How much did you teU us just now?"
"I don't think that I mentioned the amount,"

responded Jlr. Gunthorpe, now beginning to hic-

cup :
" but when I went into the whole aflair with

Snuff—my attor solicitor I mean, we found it a

little above half a million."

"Well, that's not bad," said Lord Harold, sipping

his wine coolly, as if he were quite accustomed to

contemplate such fortunes. " But what is your
christian name ?"

"Jonathan," answered the old gentleman, with a

somewhat vacant stare.

" Sir Jonathan Gunthorpe," observed Harold,
" Excellent ! It would look well enough in the

Court Cruide. Edmund, you must introduce our
very intimate aud particular friend Gunthorpe to

Lady Saxondale and j'our sisters."

" Oh ! Lady Saxondale will be delighted to see

him," exclaimed Edmund : and as he spoke he
could not help smiling at the idea of preseutmg that

queer-looking figui-e to his haughty and brilliant

mother,— with whom, by the bye, he was on no
terms to present anybody at all.

" I am sure your lordships," said Mr. Gunthorpe,
" are uncommon kind ; and if in i-etui-n I can do
you any little service, I shall be glad."

He spoke these words with much apparent di£G-

culty, swaying from side to side on his chair—hic-
cupping—aud surveying first one of the young
noblemen, aud then the other, with the dull and va-

cant gaze of complete inebriety.

" Well, I hope that this friendship which has 1)C-

gun so pleasantly," observed Lord Harold, " ^vill

continue for ever. But when I look at you, Mr.
Qurtthorpe, I really think you might marry agaiia.

A hale, active, intelligent, good-looking gentleman
like yourself

"

" But I am sixty," said Mr. Gunthorpe.
" Pooh, nonsense ! you make a mistake. You

can't be more than torty-five."

" Well, perhaps I am not," observed the old

gentleman, looking uncommonly bewildered and
owlish. "My father and mother must have de-

ceived me ; and I will go and consult the parish-

registers to-morrow. But about this marriage ? In
addition to all the other things you arc going to find

me, can you manage a suitable wife ?"

"I have no doubt oi it," replied Harold. "I
bave alreaily got a Dou ager-Countess in my eye for

you ; and if she won't do, then there's a splendij I

Baroness with eight thousand a-year."

" Oh ! between the two I am pretty sure to bo I

suited," observed Mr. Gunthorpe, refilling his glass I

again, while Harold looked across the table to Saxon- '

dale with a glance that irapl.ud what a precious old

fool their companion was.

"And what fun we will have at the woddira;'.

cried Edmund. '

" But again I say that you overwhelm me with '

obligations," observed Mr. Gunthorpe, appearing to
|

speak with more and more difficulty, and to ba '

troubled with more frequent hiccups. i

"Well," said Lord Harold, assuming quite a

careless, indifferent tone, aud speaking in an of.- ;

hand manner ;
" it does so happen just at the pre-

sent crisis that I am pressed for five thousand. In

fact, I have overdrawn ray bankers, aud if you '

would accommodate me for six weeks or a couiile of

months "

" Oh, certainly ! replied Mr. Gunthorfe; "with
the greatest pleasure in the world. Five thousand

is a poor loan to advance to one who is going to

assist me in buying estates, horses, carriages, and so

on, and who is first to provide me with a mistress

and then with a wife. Give me pen and ink."

Mr. Gunthorpe had made this speech in a some-

what more fluent and collected tuanner tisaa he had ^

been talking for the last houi"; and indeed both '

j

Harold and Edmund were for a moment seized with

a little uneasiness as they thought they observed a

i vein of sarcasm running through his words. But as

Ills 'lOoks corroborated not this suspicion, they grew
perfectly satisfied again, and rapidly exchanged

;

glances of delight as the old gentleman asked for the

ink. Writing materials were speedily supplied

;

aud Mr. Gunthorpe, diving his hand deep down into

one of his capacious pockets, di'cw forth a cheque-

book, which to the two noblemen was mighty plea-

sant to behold. Laying it open upon the table be-

fore him, Mr. Gunthorpe proceeded to fill up one of

the draughts: but it seemed that he had no small

difficulty in steadying his hand to write, while his

head kept bobbing down as if his wig would bob off

also into a dish of strawberries just before hiin,

I

However, he succeeded in writing the chequfe for

five thousand pounds ; and then tearing out the

leaf, handed it to Lord Harold, who, folding it neg-

ligently up, thrust it with true aristocratic listless-

ness into his waistcoat pocket.

j

"By the bye," he said, " I will just give you my
note of hand for this."

" Don't trouble youi-self. I dare say it will bo all

the same in the end," answered Mr. Gunthorpe.
" Well, I will give it to you next time we meet.

And now i suppose you mean to make a night of it

' with us ? What shall we do ? It's just ten o'clock,"
' added Lord H.u-old, looking at his watch. '• Shall

we go and lounge in to some hell ?"

j

" Don't you think it's better to wait till you aro

compelled to go there?" asked Mr. Gunthorpe, ap-
parently with amazing innocence.

"I mean the gaming-house," rejoined Harold.
" Not that I should propose to t/on to play, Mr Gun-
thorpe. Oh, no—not for the world ! But it struck

me that if you would like to see a Uttle of London '<

life
"

I" I don't think it was exactly lor that purpose i

your uBcle gave we letters of introduction to joa
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Uesides, tMs wine has got into my head ; and so, if at first expected : but on ii±c other hand, there ap-

you w ill be good enough to send and order me a cab, peared to have been a slightly perceptible under-

I will take my leave."
j

current of sarcasm in many of the obserrations h*
" Well, if you insist I won't detain you," said had made. However, the two young aristocrats

Lord Harold Staunton, ringing the bell : for the came to the conclusion that though sharp in one
truth was that now he had got as much as he re-

j

sense, he was "green" enough in others; and that

quired out of the old gentleman, at least for the pre- , he was most anxious to become introduced to the

sent, he did not care how soon the said old gentle- sphere of fashion.

man took his departure. " But 1 say," he observed,
; On the following morning, long before Lord

as a thought struck him, when he had issued in- Harold had risen, a letter was delivered at his

tructions to the footman who answered his sum- lodgings; and when he perused it, he foimd the

mons, relative to the cab, " if you happen to be contents to nm thus :

—

writing to my uncle, you won't let him know any
that Ve have been saying or doing this even-

iug?"

"Why, is there any harm in it?" asked Mr.
Gunthorpe, rising from his seat and tottering some-
what.

" Oh, no !—no harm !" replied Harold :
" only it's

iust as well to avoid touching upon such matters.

You see, the Marquis is a precious eccentric old fool,

and might put a very different construction on
things from what they really out to bear."

"So he might—so he might," said Mr. Gun-
thorpe. "Therefore, if your lordship wishes it, I
certainly will not mention anything at all upon the

Bubject when I write to the Marquis of Eagledean."
" That will be best," rejoined Staunton.

The footman now re-appeared ; but as he could
not possibly bring himself to mention the vulgar
wame of cab, he, with much deUcate forethought for

the aristocratic feelings of his master and Lord
Saxondale, announced that " the conveyance was at
the door."

" Well, good evening, my lords," said Mr. Gun-
thorpe, shaking them both with such violence by
the hand that they very nearly cried out. " I am
much indebted to you for your hospitality. It is an
evening which I shall not forget in a hiirry ; and I
hope that time will show how I can appreciate your
conduct."

" Good night, old fellow," said Lord Saxondale.
" You are a regular trump after all."

" It makes me proud to think that I have your
lordship's good opinion," answered the retired
hanker with a low bow.

" Now, when are we to meet again," asked Lord
Harold, "to begin putting into force the various
things we have been talking about ?"

" I will write to your lordship to-morrow—from
the Bell and Crown," answered Mr. Gunthorpe

:

and he thereupon took his leave, walking out of the
room a trifle more steadily than the young noble-
men thought ho would be enabled to do.

And then this same mean old gentleman, who had
quarrelled with the cabman for his fare and insisted

upon haviag twopence change, dropt a guinea ir,tf

the hand of the tall stiff footman who held the front
aoor oimn; so that the flunkey became all in a
moment as obsequiously pohte as possible—handrd
Mr. Gunthorpe into the vehicle—and having ascer-
Uinea the place of destination, felt himself by no
means shocked at having to bawl out, " All right,

cabman ! Beh and Crown, Holborn !"

Lord Harold Staimton and Lord Saxondale knew
not exa-etly what to think of their friend Mr. Gun-
thorpe. The five thousand pound cheque seemed
certainly an evidence that he was by no menus the
keen, cautious, and eharp-'n-ittpd individual Ihev harf

" Bell and Crown, Holbom.
" My dear Lord Harold,

"Having maturely reflected upon your varions kind
propositions of last night, I feel myself so utterly un-

worthy of such an overwhelming mass of bounties that I

am compelled to decline them. I know that I am but a
vulgar citizen, and consequently but little fitted for the

perfumed atmosphere of your aristocracy. I think that

Mr. Snuffley'B idea of an estate will come up to the stand-

ard of my ambition ; and until I succeed in procuring

one, I feel too comfortable at the Bell and Crown to ren-

der it necessary to change my quarters to a West-End
hotel. As for a drag or trap, I am of opinion that a
coach-builder in Long Acre may be safely entrusted with
the order, and until it is completed I shall doubtless find

the omnibuses commodious enough for my purposes. In
respect to horses, the hostler of the Bell and Crown is an
excellentjudge, and will put me in the way of getting

what I want. Belative to an Opera-box, I am not formed
to shine in one ; and being conscious of my own defects,

do nnt wish to make myself ridigulous. As for a mistress,

with which fashionable appurtenance your lordship so

generously offered to supply me, I do not wish to depriva

you of your oivn, nor yet have to support one for the

benelit of my noble friends. With regard to presenta-

tion at Court, I am too much occupied with Snuffley for

the present to think of kicking my heels at St. James's.

The Baronetcy, which your lordship volunteered to ob-
tain for me, will be quite in time when I reach the rank of

Lord Mayor of London, or something of that sort.

Lastly, in respect to a wife, I should be truly sorry to

deprive your lordship of the chance of obtaining the fair

hand of the Dowager-Coimte89, or hooking the splendid

Baroness with £8000 a-year.

" I remain, my dear Lord Harold,
" Torn: most obliged and obedient Servant,

"JONATHAN GUNTHOKPE."

Lord Harold Staunton was at fust inclined to bo

angry on reading this letter : but as he glanced over

it a second time, he could not help bursting out into

a laugh,—which had scarcely subsided when hu
friend Lord Saxondale made his appearance.

" Well, after all," exclaimed Uarold, " the old

fellow saw through us completely. Here, read this

letter ! The sarcasm that marks it is beyond mis-

take."

" But why on earth did he lend you the money ?"

cried Saxondale, when he had perused the letter

which his friend handed to him.

"Oh! I suppose merely through purse-proud
vanity," was the response. " But after all, it ia

perhaps just as well that we should be quit of him:
for it would have been a horrid bore to introduce

such a comical old blade as that to our friends. So
let us tliiuk only of enjoying ourselves with hia

j

money, and leave him in peace to his boiled beef

and bitter alo at the Bel? and Crown."
\
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(JHAPTER IX.

AVOELA TIVALl

It was Saturday night again, and the Opera wag

uiice more crowded to excess. Bright and joyous

was that scene, presenting a wondrous contrast to

the care-fraught world without, where the turmoil

of jarring interests never ceases and the struggle of

conflicting passions is never at rest.

And yet, when surveying that immense amphi-

theatre, thronged with the highest in rank, the

proudest in title, the richest in wealth, the most

elegant in attire, and the loveliest in personal

charms,—must not the thinking observer ask him-

self whether if his eye could penetrate beneath that

brilliant surface and read deep down to the inner-

most recesses of the heart, he would find bliss, con-

tentment, and joy in every soul ? Alas, no ! In

those festooned alcoves many a smiling lip and ra-

diant brow served but as a mask to conceal cares the

most poignant, anxieties the most intense, jealousies

the most fierce, envies the most torturing. Where
flowers were upon the brow and diamonds upon the

hair, the brain might thi-ob beneath ; and within those

bosoms that were decked with costliest jewels, might
the darkest and ignoblest passions be raging. Nor
less did looks of seeming kindness that were ex-

changed and honied words of greeting that passed

between acquaintances and friends, serve to conceal

most bitter, rancorous, and implacable hostilities.

Amongst those beings wlio appeared the fairest

ar.ii gentlest, were some whose bosoms burnt vnth

the devouring fires of insatiable passion : amongst
the most envied and the most worshipped, were

some whose imrequited love or betrayed affections

had already made a ruin and a desert of their hearts.

There too, amidst the galaxy of splendour, rank,

and fashion, were the vain repinings of beauty on

the wane, concealed beneath flashing gems, the arti-

fice of cosmetics, and studied smiles. Oh ! if the

polished surface of that bright and joyous scene were

dazzling, and thrilling, and overpowering to con-

template,—yet were the veil which shrouded the

secret thoughts drawn aside and the interior of

every heart exposed, the eye would perhaps have re-

coiled in amazement and in horror from the chaos

of feelings and pandemonium of passions thus re-

vealed to the gaze. Might it not then be said that

the stage-lights served but to separate two sets of

actors—the audience and the performers ?

As on the former occasion when we introduced

our readers to the Opera, Lady Fiorina and some
female friends were there, accompanied by Lord

Harold Staunton and Lord Saxondale. In the pit,

occupying one of the foremost seats just behind the

orchestra, was William Deveril, the young professor

of drawing and painting whose name has been

before menlioned. In the Eoyal Box Queen Vic-

toria and the Duchess of Kent were seated : behind

them stood several lords and ladies in waiting

—

those obsequious hangers-on of Royalty who are

aaore contemptible in their grovelling sycophancy

than the most servile toad-eaters and lick-spittles

are in a less elevated sphere of life. In a neigh-

Ijounng lioT to the Eoyal one, was a German Prince

—the reignuig Duke of some nameless State csn-

'igtinp of a few beggarly acres - and who was at-

tended by some very queer-looking persons, whom
the newspapers next day represented as " a brUHant
suite." Indeed, this Illustrious Prince had paid

the present visit to England attended by the prin-

cipal officers of his Court and the staff of his Aj-my,.

— his coachman being at the same time Field-

Marshal and Commander-in-Chief, his valet the

Prime Minister of the Duchy, his head cook the

Lord Chamberlain, and his butler the Master of the

Horse. All these high functionaries of State were
dressed in splendid uniforms ; and their most Serene

and Illustrious master was covered with stars,

orders, and decorations. It was a very brilliant

suite indeed!

We have already said that the house was thronged
to suffocation : we may add that it was crowded as

it had never been before. When the doors were
first thrown open and the crush took place, the Ger-
man Prince had got his head so jammed against a
pillar that if it had not been of a thickness truly

enviable on such an occasion, it would have been
squeezed as flat as a pancake. Immense was the

injury done to white waistcoats, neck-ties, and other

articles of apparel—feet were trodden into jellies

—

and one or two elderly gentlemen lost their wigs in

the crowd. But despite these and other similar

misadventures, the throng had kept pouring on un-

til the whole house was filled, as above stated.

I

We do not intend to speak of the opera that was
performed on the occasion, nor to notice the en-

1

chantments of the singing or the music. Our object

I

is to introduce to the reader the cynosure of the

I evening's attraction—the inimitable and charming
' Angela Vivaldi. To say that she was beautiful were
to say nothing : she was lovely almost beyond all

power of description—fairer than the fairest image
which pointer ever drew, sculptor ever modelled, or

poet ever dreamt. Her age was about eighteen;

and without exception she was the most ravishing

embodiment of female charms that ever burst upon
the delighted vision. When she appeared upon the

stage, enthusiastic was the reception she experi-

enced ; and whatever cares, or torturing feelings, or

malignant passions that might have before been
agitating in even the unhappiest hearts and most
racked of souls, were temporarily forgotten now, in

the contemplation of that divine creature.

Her countenance was of the most illuminating

beauty. The high-arched brows— the straight

chiselled nose—the small ripe mouth—the rounded
chin—and the oval outline of the face, were all of

classic faultlessness. Her eyes, large and dark, were
full of fire, and yet had nothing bold in their ex-

pression : but bright as her glances were, there was
still a sweetness in them that bespoke a purity and
an innocence of soul,—so that her looks warmed the

feelings without iuflnming them. Her shining dark
hair clustered about her well-shaped head, and shone
with a natural glory of its own brighter than the

blaze of light whicli flooded the whole scene. Her
complexion was daz/.lingly pure and transparent;

and the mantluig colour upon her cheeks derived not

its carnation hue from the effect of art, but was the

rich vermeil bloom shed there by nature's own hand.

The swan-like neck sloped off to shoulders just

rounded sufficiently for plumpness, and expanded
into a bosom full enough for feminine beauty, willi-

out marring the statuetque perfection of the enlirr

buct. f>lie wn? tall, and though slender, not thin
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Vjt wtiue replete with bayadere elasticity and wil-

lowy lithcDCss, her figure still sofmed filled out to

all its just proportions. Thus aerial grace was

blended with a sculptural richness of contours

:

eylphid elegance was united with a rounded fulness

of charms. Had she been bred in some far-ofiF

western forest, like a fawn, she cotdd not have been

of more unconscious elasticity of carriage, nor of

more unstudied gracefulnoss of mien. Upright as a

dart, the suppleness of her form and elegant free-

dom of her gait would have shown her at once,

though robed in flowing drapery, to be a creature of

perfect make. But now her short raiment, reaching

only to her knees, revealed the sweeping length, the

straightness, and the beautiful symmetry of the

limbs. Nature had given her an instep finely

arched; and this, united to an exquisite foot and a

delicate ankle, completed that air of high-bred grace- I

fulness which may be observed in the figure of a i

woman as well as in an Ai-abian courser.
j

But all that we have as yet said of Angela Vivaldi
;

can convey to the mind of the reader but a faint

idea of her ravishing charms. Let us behold her i

now, as she moves in the be^vitching dance. Here ,

again the power of language altogether fails us, !

either to depict the winning graces of her style, the i

beauty of her attitudes, or the sylph-like delicacy of

her movements. It was the poetry of motion ex-

pressed and personified in a being of beauty to em-
bellish it and of soul to comprehend it. Now, as her

shining dark hair clustered over her high and pol- '

ished brow, she shook it away with the sweetest and
most innocently coquettish toss of the head imagin-
able : then, as she ajipeared to warm alike to the

excitement of the dance, the influence of the music,

and the raptm-ous applause whicli incessantly burst

forth from the crowded house, a beaming srjile ap-

peared upon her budding lips, suggesting the idea of

a young love cradled in a just opening rose. And
looked she not the Queen of Love herself, come
down upon that earth which she scarcely seemed to

press with her aerial feet?— treading indeed so

lightly that, still likening her to Venus, she seemed
to stand on the froth of a fresh-broken wave. The
spectacle was delicious. Every muscle and limb of

the enchanting creature appeared to be in har-

monious motion. Blooming wil h youth and shining

with divinity, she resembled the Medicean statue

wakened by the Pygmalion-inspii-ation of love into

(he full glow of voluptuous yet ethereal existence.

To gaze upon her, invested as she was with the most
ravishing charms—to behold her starry eyes spark-

ling more bright than the diamonds on any high-

born maiden's brow—to mark the graceful curves

and dreamy waving of her arms—to follow the easy

undulations of her sylphid shape, (he gentle bend-
ingi of her head and neck, the movements of her

^rraccful limbs, and the play of her exquisite feet,

—

it would seem as if all the Goddesses and Graces had
«ont their brightest charms and most ravishing fas-

cmafions to concentrate all their power in that one
hc'tng who thus moved in loveliness and glory before

thcjusands of enraptured eyes !

Amongst that almost countless throng of specta-

tors, many and varied were the feelings with which
tlie beautiful danseuse was contemplated. There
wa.s however one prevailing sentiment of ravished

adnnration on the part of all—and likewise one uni-

versal feeling us to the beauty of Angela Vivaldi.

An angel in name—she seemed an angfl in form
likewise,— a truth which not even envy or jealousy

dared hesitate to acknowledge ! But apart from those

common feelings of admiration for the exquisite

dancer's art and of the woman's perfect beauty,

there were individual sentiments which in a few

instances we must pause to define. Lord Harold
Staimton, for example, was more perfectly smitten

en the present occasion with Angela VivahU's per-

sonal charms than he was on the first night of her

appearance ; and he regretted having encouraged bis

friend Saxoudale to think of winning her for him-

self. As for this young nobleman—the conceited

and unprincipled Edmund—he had not even the

good taste to conceal in the presence of Fiorina the

ardent passion with which the lovely dancer inspired

him. Elsewhere, in another box, was some old Mar-
quis, rolling iu riches, but with one foot in the grave,

who was revolving in his mind whether it should

be fifty or a hundred thousand pounds that the very

next morning he would send to offer this Signora

Vivaldi as a proof of his admiration, a symbol of his

hope, and an earnest of his liberality ; while in an
adjacent box was a middle-aged Duke, likewise

settling plans to win the favour of the channing

Angela. Farther on still, was another of England's

titled peers—a widower and immensely rich—who
had already made up his mind to offer his hantl in

marriage to Signora Vivaldi, and thus, as he flattered

himself, with one bold stroke carry off the prize in the

presence of all competitors. Even the German
Prince had his cogitations upon a similar subject,

and whispered to his head cook—or rather Lord
Chamberlain — that he had serious intentions of

taking the danseuse as his morganatic spouse.

But there was one indiviiUial present who seemed
animated with far difToront feelings iirom all that we
have yet described, as he gazed upon iVjigela Vivaldi.

This individual was 'William Deveril. It was not

with the devouring eagerness of passion—nor with

the wonder of admiration—nor with the hope of con-

quest—nor with aught akin to an impure feeling,

that he followed the bewitching girl in all her syl-

phid movements : but it was with a beaming satis-

faction upon his countenance, as if he experienced

the purest and kindest sympathy in those feelings

of triumph which glowed in her own bosom. There

was still one other person in the house that night,

who seemed to take no ordinary interest in the per-

formance and success of Angela Vivaldi—and this

was Mr. Guuthorpe. Like Deveril however, the

old gentleman surveyed not her beauties with gloat-

ing looks—nor did he devour her charms tlu-ough

the medium of an opera-glass : but seated at some
distance from the stage, and in the humblest part »f

the house, he contemplated her with a sort of bene-

Tolcnt satisfaction, as if it did his heart good to wit-

ness the triumph of a young creature whose virtue

was reported to be as pure as her beauty was
ravishing.

At length the performance was over, and Angela
Vivaldi received the floral crowns which aristocratic

hands threw upon (he stage. Handkei-chiefs waved
—the house rang again and again with plaudits

—

the enthusiasm was immense. \Vhen she retinnl,

it seemed as if the source of all the lustre which
flooded the vast building had disappeared from the

\new, although that dazzling light itself still re-

mained. Then, as the throng began (o poar forth
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worn tke house, several of- those hoary profligates

tna titled aspirants ^'ho had conceived designs

relative to Angela \'i''aldi, endeavoured to avail

i.uemselve8 of the license, previously enjoyed by
them, of passing behind the scenes. But they ex-

aerifinced a peremptory refusal. In vain did they

romonfltrate : they were told that on the first night

of the Signora's appearance, several persons had
been thus admitted to that privileged region, but

'hat their presence was distasteful to the fair

danseuse and she had stipulated against a repetition

of what she had regarded as an annoyance. One
or two noblemen threatened and blustered: but the

Btage-authorities were inexorable, and the claimants

for admission behind the scenes were compelled to

retire in dudgeon and morliiication.

Outside the theatre, however, the astute Alfred,

Lord Harold Staunton's valet, was keeping watch.

Handsomely dressed, and without appearing to

have any particular object in view, he was smoking
his cigar in the most finished style of indolent dandy-
ism, so that no one could have fancied that he was
any other than one of the rakish loungers who
infest the Opera-colonnades from seven in the even-

ing imtil past midnight. Pacing thus leisurely to

and fro in the neighbourhood of the stage-door, he

presently belield some of the minor performers and
baUet-gii'ls issuing forth, either singly or in twos

and threes, and looking very diiferent indeed in

their own habitual garb from what they were when
bedecked in theii- stage-costimies. Anon, some
underling rushed out to order a cab, into which one

of the superior performers or better paid actresses

stepped; and away the vehicle rolled. A few

minutes passed, and then a private carriage being

summoned to the stage-door, Grisi, the Queen of

Song, was handed forth by some male companion,

with whom she took her departure in the splendid

equipage. Then several more street cabs were called

into requisition by the dispersing artistes : another

private carriage or two likewise drew up, received

their well-paid owners, and dashed away again.

All this time Alfred was lounging about with as

much seeming listlessness as heretofore, but in

reality keeping a keen watch upon every female
who issued from the stage-door, in the expectation

of recognizing the charming countenance of Signora

Vivaldi. But when a long interval had elapsed
j

and she did not make her appearance, he began to

think she must have taken her departure by some I

other means of egress from the theatre. Still how-
'

ever ho resolved to watch the stage-door until it

closed ; and presently a neat little equipage wa"
'

iummoned from the adjacent street leading out o'

the Haymarket, by the theatrical underling before

alluded to. This equipage consisted of a light and
unpretending carriage of the kind which has taken

[

its name from Lord Brougham; it was drawn by ,

one horse, and was driven by a coachman neatly

dressed in plain clothes. The stage underling opened
the door of this vehicle; and in a few minutes a
lady passed rapidly out of the theatre, with an

j

ample cloak (lung negligently over her shoulders,
j

She had on a simple straw bonnet, and a veil was
drawn over her countenance. She was attended by

'

a middle-aged gentleman, whom Alfred know to bo
CDiinected with the management of the Opera, and

!

w.u) wasuowu.ichibitia^araaatrespactfal attention

t.MVarJs this lady. The valet could not pbtaia a

[

satisfactory view of her countenance ttarough the
dark veil; but from the partial glimpse which he

j

did gain, he felt assured that she was none other
than the one for whom he was watching. Besides,

her height—the graceful ease and elegant dignity

of her walk—and her entire appearance, so far as

he could judge of it muffled up as she was, left no
doubt in his mind that the fair one was Sionoi-a

[

Vivaldi.

I

The gentleman who had escorted her to her car
riage, assisted her to enter—closed the door him

I
self-paused for a minute to say a few words to her
at the window—then shook hands with her, and

' stopped for an instant on the curb-stone of th»

I

colonnade to gaze after the little equipage as it

ch-ove rapidly oflf. Alfred hastened up to a street

cab, leapt on the box by the side of the driver
and bade him follow the vehicle which had jus*

rolled away from the stage-entrance.

The neat little equipage, followed by the cal.

passed up the Haymarket— then threaded tl'«

Quadrant—proceeded up Regent Street—continued
its way along Portland Place—and entered the
Regent's Park. Alfred thought to himself that the
fair danseuse probably lived in this salubrious
quarter of London : but he was deceived—for the
little equipage still continued rolling on, turning
out of the Regent's Park into Camden Town, across

j

which it cut towards Brecknock Hill, which at that

time, though now pretty nearly covered with build-

I

ings, had scarcely a house upon it. Up the ascent

of the hill the brougham went at a good pace, the

j

cab ctill following ; and Alfred thought that if the
pursuit were to last much longer, the coachman s

suspicions could not fail to be excited. Indeed, it

seemed as if something of this kind were already
the case ; for on reaching the brow of the hill he
drove down the descent on the other side at a

rattling pace, already beginning to distance the

very inferior animal which was dragging the street-

cab. The night however being very beautiful and
clear, Alfred and the cabman had no diflBculty in

keeping in sight the equipage which they wore
pursuing, and which was now entering the district

of Holloway.
" We must not lose it after all this trouble," said

Alfred to the cabman. " Spare not the whip upon
that miserable hack of your's ! Your reward shall

be in proportion to the success that I eiperience."

The cabman whipped his horse, and it regained
some of its lost ground aa the neat little equipage
in front, crossing the broad road of Holloway,
lashed into what was then a beautiful lane with a

jreen hedge on each side, and which bore, as it

indeed still bears, the name of the Seven Sister^

Road. Ultimately the equipage stopped at a little

villa some distance up this road, and standing in a

somewhat lonely situation. Alfred made the cabman
drive past, so as to create the impression that his

destination lay farther on ; and he beheld the lady

emerge from the brougham and enter the villa.

Having caused the cabman to drive on as far as he

thought it necessary for the sake of appoanmci's,

the valet bade him turn back ; and at a lulc hour,

or rather an early one in the morning, ho reacli«J

his master's lodgings in Jormyn Street.

Lord Harold Staunton and Lord Saxondale wer«
sitting up, drinking punch and smoking cig.ars, in

expectation of the valet's return; aad the moui<-.r
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A.lffeJ madd his appearance in the room, they saw

by hia countenance that he had been successful. He
at once gave the two young noblemen an account of

his proceedings; and they applauded the perse-

verance and skill which he had exhibited in tracing

';he fair one to her suburban abode.

" But now, my dear Harold," said Lord Saxon-

dale, when the valet had retired, " we have not yet

settled who is to avail himself of the information

just obtained. You say that you are considerably

smitten with the Signora, and that her brilliant

»ppearance this night has made a much deeper

impression on you than it did on the first occasion.

Cn the other hand I am equally mad in love with

bei- no disparagement to Fiorina for you
know^ of course, that when I say love, it is a very

different sort of thing from what one feels for the

yoimg lady one is going to marry."
" Well, well, you need not sermonize upon it, Ed-

mund," said Lord Harold. " We don't want to be

rivals in this business; and our pretensions are

equally great : that is to say, it is nothing but pre-

tension altogether on either side. So the fairest

thing will be to toss up who is to avail himself of

the information Alfred has brought us."

" By all means !" cried Lord Saxondale, delighted

with the course proposed, which he thought had
something manly and of a sportsman-like character

about it : then taking a sovereign from his waistcoat-

pocket, he tossed it up in the air, crying, " Heads
or tails?"

" Heads !" exclaimed Lord Harold.

"'Tis tails!" actually shrieked forth Saxondale,

with childish delight.

" It is for you, then," rejomed Lord Harold, with

a slight accent of pique and vexation, " to do the

best you can in this matter :"—but instantly reco-

vering his good-humour, he refilled his glass and
said, " Here's success to your love-suit with Signora

Vivaldi !•

CHAPTER X.

THE COTTAaB.

The next day Lord Saxondale did not go near his

friend Lord Harold Staunton : but he sent a brief

note of excuse, stating that he meant to devote him-

self to the new enterprise which he had in hand.

.Having taken his breakfast in his own room, so as

to avoid encountering his mother, with whom he

did not wish at the present time to have any fresh
" scene," Isc "ciriined secluded there all the morn-
ing to deL!)b»«»-<* upon the course he should adopt

in order to otvjiin admission to the presence of the

fail- Angela Vivaldi. From what he had heard con-

cerning her, he saw that it would be useless to write

her a note beseeching her to grant him an inter-

view : for during the week which had elapsed since

he first discussed the subject with Lord Harold, he

had learnt from several quarters sufficient to con- '

vince him that it was not by any of the usual means
of gallantry that the beautiful danseuse was to be

won. It may be remembered that he had originally

thought of addressing a note to Angela Vivaldi at

tlie Opera itself; but Harold had assured him then,

that if he did so his missive would only be treated

niili oontempt. He had since ascertained that such

had been the fate experienced by several other

aspirants in the same quarter, and who had adoptee

those vulgar means of imparting their hope anfi

their proposals to the objt-ct of their passion

Saxondale therefore saw that some other plan must
be chalked out, and that the whole aifair must be

managed with the utmost delicacy and caution.

But how was it that after all the reports he had

heard relative to Angela's virtue, he could possibly

be vain and arrogant enough to expect that he him-

self was the fortunate being whose aspirations were

to be crowned with success ? It was for the very

reason of his being thus vain and arrogant, tnat he

entertained such a hope. Conceited to a degree, he

had the highest opinion of himself, and wo«Jd not

believe the truth which the mirror told him, that he

was very far from good-looking. On the contrary,

he flattered himself that he possessed every qualifi

cation for becoming a perfect lady-killer—thai

wherever he chose to smile, hearts must be won—
and that it was impossible for any female to resist

his powers of fascination. In addition to the high

opinion which he entertained relative to himself, h<

had a very mean one of feminine virtue in general

;

and we have already seen that in his first conversa-

tion with Lord Harold respecting Angela, he flip-

pantly ignored the possibility of chastity in con-

nexion with any female figuring upon the stage.

From his ea.-liest infancy, also., he had been so fawned

upon, "my -lorded," toadied, and flattered that he

really believed there was something talismanic in

the name of Saxondale, and that the brilliancy of

his rank, the immensity of the fortune which would

soon be at his entire disposal, the splendour attached

to his long line of ancestry, and his own personal

qualifications, would prove altogether overpowering

if he had but an opportunity of playing off the

whole artillery of these attractions upon the young
danseuse.

But what plan was he to pursue in order to ob-

tain access to her ? He had decided upon not writ-

ing to solicit an Interview ; and he reasoned that it

would be equally useless to present himself at her

suburban villa and send in his card with the hope of

being admitted to her presence. He thought that

in the first instance he had better reconnoitre her

abode, and endeavo'ir, if possible, to scrape acquaint-

ance with her lady's-maid, or any one of her domes-

tics who might furnish him with hints for prosecut-

ing his scheme : he might also ascertain if she walked

out at all in the neighbourhood during the day ; and

if she did go out alone for a ramble, he might trust

to the chapter of accidents to furnish means for an

introduction to her. But then, on the other hand,

he reasoned that if a well-dressed, elegant, and
aristocratic-looking young gentleman (as he flat,

tered himself to be) were seen lounging and loiter-

ing about the fair one's villa, her suspicions would

be excited, she would be placed upon her guard, and

his projects might be defeated. How then was he

to proceed ? Suddenly an idea struck him. What
if he were to disguise himself in a far humbler ap-

parel than he was wont to wear, and thus pursue his

inquiries and researches in tie neighbourhood of her

abode? The thought delighted him: there was

something in the adventure which tickled his fancy

;

and he fell into a train of reflections perfectly con-

sistent with his miserable narrow-mindedness, ix\rt>-

lity, and self-conceit.



iblo garb, aud throw myself
in her way, she caunot fail to sue that there is ft

certain air of distiuctiou beneatli the rough appurol;

aud she may become interested in me. If 1 bow to

lier with the greatest respect aud seem to treat her
with the utmost doferouce, she will be pleased ; and
so I shall succeed in attracting her attention. This
little panttnnime may last for two or three days, at

the end of which she will perhaps epeak to me ; and
BO we may form an aequaintaiK'e. Then, for an-
mlier two or three daj-s I can go on thusenchnining
htM- interost more and more; till at last when op-
piirt unity serves, lean throw off the mask, announce
my lordly rank, proclaim ray noble name, aud over-
come her with the intelligenoo thai it is the head
of the house of Saxondale who for her .-^ake put on
% liunibTe garb in order to throw himself iu her
way. She cannot help falling desperately iu love
with me : and whatever virtue she may possess, will

be thawed by so much apparent devotion on my part."
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Miglilily pleasrd with tlie sdicme he had thus

resiilvod upon, aud the dianiatio results to which
|

he had made up his raiiid it was to lead, Edmund i

lost no time in inittiug his most sapient project
j

into execution. It was rather late in the afternoon
|

when he had finally digested all his plan of pro-

ceedings; and lieinp; Sunday, he .lid not exactly
j

knov where to obtain such a die^sas he reijuired.

But it struck liim that there would he no harm in
|

proceeding at once in his wonted apparel to the
.

neighboiiihood (ii tb? villa, in order to reconnoitre

it from a distance. He need not approach near

enough to the windows to he noticed in such a way
as to endanger future recognition ; and at the same
time something might Iw gained aud the first

step taken by ascertaining the exact whereabouts
j

of the beautiful creature's abode. He accordingly '

sallied forth ; and not choosing to afford any of

the domestics the slightest clue as to his proceed-

ings, he did not order either horse or carriage to
|

tie prepared for his use on the occasion. Taking
|

a cab from the nearest stand—in spite of his de-
!

Tiunciation of street-vehicles in the presence of

Mr. Gunthorpe—Lord S.nxondale directed him-
self to be driven to the Seven Sisters' Road; aud
in about three-quarters of an hour he was aet i

down at the place of destination.
|

Dismissing the cabman, hrf walked up the road ,

till he came within sight of the villa which Lord
Harold Staunton's valet had described. It was a

i

prett}' little cottage-residence, very recently built, I

and standing about thirty yards back from tlie .

road, the intermediate space being occupied by a

flower-garden. It had also a garden in the rear
i

of larger extent; and had coach-house and stables

attached to the building itself. Several branching
evergreens, tastefully arranged, formed a just suf- '

ficient screen to prevent passevs-by from being
able to peer into the ground-floor rooms; and
altogether it was a picturesque little dwelling.

Isolated enough to be quite in the countrj', aud
yet not too far from the houses in the Hornsey

'

Road to be altogether lonely.

Having made these observations from a short

distance, Lord Saxondale struck into the adjacent

fields, so asti ascend a gentle eminence—the same
on which Hornsey Wood Tavern is situated—aud
whence he miglit contemplate at his ease the

abode of his charnier. But as he v/as proceeding
thither, he obs^-rved a cotta^^e at a little distance,

and it occurred to him that he would proceed
thither to make some few inquiries relative to the

diguora,— such as how long she had lived at the

villa, how many servants she kept, and such other

natters as he was interested in knowing.
The cottage stood completely away from all the

ither habitations thinly scattered about iu that

neighbouuhood. It was old, dilapidated, and
poverty-stricken,—standing in the midst of a littie

garden showing but small signs of culture, and
surrounded by a low fence broken in many places.

On reaching the door, Edmund knocked ; and ere

the summons was answered he observed that the

•lingy blind was partly drawn back from the little

window, and some one looked through the dirty

panes for an instant. But almost immediately
iftervvards the door was opened by a woman of

not very prepossessing appearance.

She was of middle stature, aud seemed aljont

"ortj'-five yei^us of age. Her hair had evii'.eutly p

>noe been 0I jetty blackness ; but it was now turn-
|

ing with grey. Herfeatmes were strongly mascu-
line in their otitline, harsh and coarse; her dark
eyes shnne with au exceeding' brightness and
her brows, which were very thick, met above the
nose. Her look was alike bold and repulsive;

and the lines upon her countenance seemed rather

to have been traced by strong passions than to

be the wrinkling efifects of time. Her apparel

was of a humble and sordid desciiptiou ; she had
a dirty white cup on her head ; and her appear- i

ance altogether was negligent and slovenly. t

On opening the door the woman said nothing
but seemed to wait until the visitor should explaic

|

the object of his presence there; but she gazed
upon him with mingled astonishment and curio-

sity, evidently wondering that so well-dressed a
young gentleman should have called at her abode.

Sa.\ondale himself knew not exactly what to say;
for previous to knocking at the door ne had pre-

paretl in his mind no excuse for stopping at that

wretched-looking place. However, being of an
effrontery and a self-po.«session which with such
individuals and in such cases often serve the

purpose of ready wit, he said in as civil a tone as

he Could assume, but still with a patronizing kind
of air, " My good woman, I have been rambling
about here till I am tn'ed ; and with your per-

mission will walk in and sit down a little."

" There i« Hornsey Wood Tarcrn over yonder,"
she replied in a harsh voice; "not much more
than half a mile distant, and there you can be ac-

commodated better than you can here."
" But I am too tired to walk even that h.^lf

rn''le." said the young nobleman. " Besides which,
I t„'fc a lot of working-class folks all in their

Sunday gear, wending their way in that direc-

tion, and I can't bear to mingle with such vul-

garity."
" And yet you seek out a miserable-looking

place like tliis?" the woman at onco answered,
fixing her dark eyes keenly upon Lord Saxondale;
then as a thought seemed to strike her, inspired

perhaps b}' soniethScg which she read upon his

countenance, while thus scrutinizing him, she
added, " But I suppose you have some object in

view? and therefore you can walk in."

Thus speaking, she threw the door wide open,

»ud stood aside for the young nobleman to enter

the habitation. It consisted of two rooms on the

ground-floor, divided by a little passage, and the

same number of rooms above, which were reacho-.'

by what might by courtesy be termed a flight on

stairs but wasiu reality only a dilapidated ludde^
The room into which the woman conducti-d ner

visitor, was furnished in the most wretched man-
ner— a crazy table, three or four chairs the rush
bottoms of which were broken in, and some few
articles of crockery upon a shelf, constituting the

principal features of that pait of the dwelling. A
glance into the other roon» as he entered, had
shown Edmund a scanty bed upon the floor, and
cne or two chaivs almost as useless as those in

the room t-o which he was introduced. The
woman appejired to be alone in the house—at

least Lord Snxondalo saw no other person in

either of the two rooms on the ground-floor, nor
did he hear any one moving overhead.

" You see the place into which you have invited

yourself," said the woman :
" but such as it is you

are welcome to m.Tkeita convenience for resting in.

For what other purpose you have sought the
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cottage, you will peiLa-ps explain at your lei-

sure :''—and once more she fixed her eyes upon
him with a scrutinizing look.

" What makes j'ou think that I have some
other purpose in view ?" h© asked, observing

how she gazed at him.

"Because a younggentlemau like you," she at

once answered, " does not knock at such a place

as this without a motive. If you did not choose

to mingle with the working-class people that you
seem to despise so much, you would have lain

down on the dry grass to rest yourself "

" I see I aat you are a very shrewd woman in-

deed," interrupted Edmund, laughing : "and per-

haps if 1 confess that I had s^a object in knocking
at your old tumble-down hut, you will not mind
giving me the information I want—especially as

here is soinetliiug to oil your tongue for you."

As he thus spoke, he drew forth a well-filled

purse, the contents being a portion of the proceeds

of Mr. Gunthorpe's cheque; and tiikiug out a so-

vereign, with true aristocratic indifference in re-

spect to the value of the money, he tossed it into

the lap of the woman who had seated herself at

a little distance from liini.

"Now then, tell me what you want," she said,

taking up the coin coldly and leisurely, as if it

were by no means so great a godsend as from the

poverty of the place one might have suppposed
it to be.

" That pretty Utile villa which you see yonder,

about three quarters of a mile across the fields —
who lives there?" asked Saxondale.

" I do not know her name. It is a young
lady "

" Very beautiful, is she not ?"

" Very. I have seen her once or twice, and
she struck nie as being very beautiful."

" But do you not know who or what she is?"

asked Edmund.
" No : I have never had fhe curiosity to make

any inquiries," replied the woman.
"Have you not lived long here? or perhaps I

should rather ask whether she has not lived long
at that villa?"

"1 can answer both questions. In the first

place, 1 have lived heie for many years: and in

the second place the young lady at Evergieeu
Villa has only lived there a few weeks—perhaps
not more than a month."
"Ah! then it is not surprising you should

know nothing about her," observed Edmund. " I

think I will go and make inquiries elsevvliere :"—
and lie rose from his seat as he spoke.

"Stop!" said the woman ; "you may not be
more fortunate in learning elsewhere the particu-

lars you have sought here ; but if you like, and
are not in a very great hurry for a day or so, I

will ascertain everything you want to know.
And besides," she added, with another meaning
look, " perhaps I may assist you in the design

you have in contemplation,"
" What design ?" demanded Saxondale, shari)ly,

afraid of trusting the woman too far or sufCeiing

ber to penetiale his views too deei)ly.

" You must not think I am a fool," she replied, a
momentary expression of contempt flitting over
her harsh features. " For what earthly reason can
a young gentleman like you comem«king in(juiries

about a beautiful girl, unless it is that you have an
ulterior object in view ? In the i-amo way that

I saw it was only pretence that made you say you
were tired when you knocked at my door, so can
I read the motive of your questions relative to

the girl at Evergreen Villa."

" Well, at all events there is a bluntness and
frankness about you that I like," observed Ed-
mund, who began to think that so shrewd, pene-
trating, and cunning a woman .is this evidently
was, miglit be made a most valuable instrument
in the furtherance of his design. " To speak
with equal candour, then, I must admit that I do
feel a very great interest in the beautiful girl of

whom we are talking : and if you will consent
to serve me "

" I have already said that I will," interrupted

the woman. " Come now, do not beat about the

bush—tell me what you want. I see that you have
gold with which you can repay my services; and
it's very sure the young lady at Evergreen Villa

will not come and bribe me to act against you."
" In the first place," rejoined Saxondale, " you

must find out how many servants she keeps—whe-
ther she has a maid who, like most of her class, will

accept a bribe and enter into my interests "

" That is a point vriiieh may be almost re-

ckoned upon with the fullest confideiice," observed
the woman. " But go on. What other inquiries

am I to make ?"

" Whether the fair one goes out for a walk by
herself at all—and if so, which direction she
usually takes—what her habits are—whether she
sees any company or lives retired "

" In fact, you waat to know everything about
her," again interrupted the woman, " and to glean
all such circumstances as may suggest the plans

that you are to adopt. All this I understand at a,

glance."
" Then I am very certain that I could not have

alighted upon a more able assistant," remarked
Saxondale. " But I have not altogether explained
myself. The truth is, I wish to throw a little spice

of romance into this proceeding : for I have the

outline of my plan all cut and dried—but as a
matter of course the substance of it must be filled

up according as circumstances may suggest."
" Now then for the romance part of it?" said

the w oniau interrogatively : and again that trau-

siently contemptuous expression deepened for a
moment the lines of her harsh countenance.
" Romance is pleasant enough for a line young
gentleman of your age, and perhajis for a sweet
young girl such as she is at yon villa ; but I ques-
tion whether my matter-of-fact assistance will not

in the long run prove more useful to your aims
than all your romance. However, go on."

" What I require is a sort of disguise," answered
Saxondale—"the rude dress of a mechanic not
too greasy or dirty, lest it should make me
sick

"

" You want gentility in the workman's garb ?"

interrupted the woman. " Well, if you leave it

to me I will procure you that dress ti'-morrow.

I observe your height—you are not very tall

—

but you .".re nicely made."
" Yes—I flatter myself," observed Saxondale,

caressing his beardlesss chin, " that I am not al-

together amiss."

"On the contrary," said the Wdinan. whoso
eagle eyes penetrated the friviilous weak-minded
young nobh'iiian's wretched conceit and vanity

at a single glance, "you are in every resjiect a
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most fit and suitable adiniror for such a cliarmiug

creature as the occupant of Evergreen Villa."

" But you must underBtand it is not marriagu

that.I mean."
" You need not tell nie that. A man who

.means marriage dooa not go beating about the

buah in such a stylo as tliis. You long to pos-

sess that girl ; and I do not hesitate to declare

that you shall succeed."

"Ah! you promise me that?" e.xclaimed

Saxoudale, rejoiced at the tone of confidence and
the air of assurance with which the woman spoko.
" But really, when I look at you, I do recognize

a certain superiority about you underneath that

poverty-stricken garb
"'

" Yes : the superiority of intellect," at once re-

plied the woman : and for a moment she drew her-

self up haughtily. " 1 was not always what I now
seem. But no matter— vve will not touch upon
that point. Relative to your own affair, I promise

that your aspirations shall be gratilied shortly; and
in the meantime I will not let the grass grow
under my feet. This very evening will I insti-

tute the inquiries you have suggested, and such

others as I deem it necessary to make ; and to-

morrow I will procure the mechanic's dress. You
shall have everything complete."

"And do you think," asked Saxondale, "that if

J took it into my head to stay a week or ten days
altogether in this neighbourhood, I could obtain

a decent lodging near, so that I might be close at

hand to avail myself at any moment of whatso-
ever circumstances might transpire V"

" I euppose,"said the woman, " that if you mean
to throw your spice of romance into this love-

affair, you could content yourself with rough ac-

commodations for a little while ? Because, if so, I

could make up a bed here Ah ! you need not

turn up your nose so hastily. When I go into

town to-morrow to procure your mechanic's

dress, I can get you clean sheets and blankets

at the same time, and a new mattress too into

the bargain."
" Well, I don't know but what it would be ad-

visable to make preparations for a shake-down
upon the floor : and you could get me some refresh-

ments from the tavern yondei'. All this will be

amusing enough ; and when the charming creature

comes to know what I have done for her sake——

"

" She will of course view you with an interest

all the greater," rejoined the woman.
" Then be the arrangements as you suggest,"

sHid Lord Saxondale. " Here is the wherewith to

iiK-rease the comforts of your place and procure

the things that I require. It is also an earnest of

what my liberality may be, if through your assist-

ance I succeed in the accomplisliment of my
aims."

Thus speaking, Edmund again drew forth the

woU-filled purse and tossed ten sovereigns upon
the table. The woman did not utter a word of

Hcknowlcdgoment, but deliberately gathered up
the coins and dropped then into her pocket. She
ilii^u asked her visitor at what hour he would re-

turn on the morrow,
" U'iion do you think that you will have any-

thing of consequence to tell me?" he asked.
" Mind, I am very impatient in this matter ; and
the sooner it is put in train the better."

" I have already pi'omised that the grass shall

»ot grow under my feet." replied the woman. " If

you come up to-morrow evening after dusk, I

may perhaps have tidings of a more satisfactory

nature to communicate than you are likely to

dream of. At all events I. will do my best."

" Then I will be here after dusk," rejoined

Saxoudale, perfectly delighted .it the tone of confi-

dence in which the woman spoke an& the business-

like way in which she treated the whole affair.

He then took his departure, conprratnlating him-

self upon having been led by accident to that cot-

tage, where he bad found so valuable an agent to

assist him in his designs. On retracing his steps

towards Holloway, he kept at a prudont distance

from Evergreen Villa ; and taking th« first oab

he could find, sped homeward.

CHAPTER XI.

.\GAR TOWX.

EvKRT one at all acquainted with London knows
King's Cross, where until very lately sto >d the
Fever Hospit;il, behind which was the quarter we
are about to describe. But ere entering upon this

description, we must observe that the Fever Hos-
pital has been pulled down, and at this present

time the principal station of the Great Northern
Railway is being built upon the spot The rail-

way itself, running through the district wliich is

about to occupy our attention, has necessarily led

to some innovatory improvements therein : but
n'any of the worst features of that densely popu-
hited neighbourhood still exist just as they were
in the year 184i, the date of this portion of our
tale. At that time Agar Town might be de-

scribed as a sort of peculiar colony or indepen-

dent settlement, cut off as it were from the ad-

jacent quarters.

Turning out of tjie King's Road close by St.

Pancras Workhouse, the explorer of that region

ascends a narrow rising pathway—passes by a

r-ow of wretched little huts, with little pieces of

garden, the borders of which are edged with lai-ge

stones—and continuing his way, is speedily in

the midst of a maze of streets and alleys consti-

tuting Agar Town. A canal intersects the dia-

trict : some of the houses overhang the towing-
paths, and the little back-yards of others are

walled or fenced off on the brink of the cutting

through which the. stream flows. From the ap-
pearance of the place it would seem as if no such
things as paving-rates wore known there ; or if

thej' be, it is a downright robbery to levy them
in a quarter where not a bit of pavement is to bo

seen. Yet the uupaved thoroughfares cannot
even be described as roads : for so far from being
kept in order, it does not seem as if the slightest

trouble had ever been taken to level them. In dry
weather it is one succession of little hillocks and
holes ; so that no vehicle, whether the lightest

carriage <ir the heaviest waggon, could possibly

pass along without being jolted to pieces. The
impression at once made upon the mind is that of

a number of the most wretched huts and hovels

built upon a ploughed field, where all the heaps
of earth thrown out from the shallow founda-
tions had been left to find a level for themselves

as best they could. In very rainy weather these

thoroughfares are knee-deep in mud ; and then

the impression is that of an assemblage of habi-
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tations built in the midst' of a perfect swamp of

mud. Such is Agar Town even to the present day,

—the little iinprovemfents above alluded to as aris-

ing from the formation of the railway, being con-

fined to tlie springing up of a few cottages of a bet-

ter desciiption than the old ones, but which being

dotted about here and there, only serve to throw

the squalor and wretchedness of the surrrounding

dwellings into a bolder and more sickening relief.

From all that has just been said, the reader will

be able to compreheud that eight years ago, be-

fore the formation of the railway in that district.

Agar Town must have been one of the lowest,

most miserable, and likewise most dangerous re-

gions within the circumference of London. It

was indeed the refuge of pauperism— the hiding-

place of crime—the abode of wretchedness and
squalor—and therefore one of the most prolific

hotbeds of demoralization, disease, vice, and pro-

fligacy that could be found in the nietropulis. Con-
taining but very few shops, and those such as are

only to be seen in the poorest neighbourhoods.

Agar Town chiefly consisted o! lodging-houses,

where the avarice of landlords or the poverty of

the tenants led to the grouping together of as great

auumberof occupaiitsascouldpossibly be squeezed

into the smallestimaginable compass. Throughout
the whole region the size of the rooms averages

about ten or twelve feet square ; and at the time

of which we are writing, four or five beds, to be

occupied by as many different families, were
arowded into each room. These beds, consisting

only of a wretched flocfc mattress and a blanket

black with grime, were necessarily so close to each

other as almost to touch. Thus it might be said

that the whole flooring of each room was covered

over with bedding as straw is littered down in a

stable ; and there did several separate families,

comprising persons of both sexes and all ages,

huddle together beyond the possibiHty of any re-

gard fur modesty or decency. The same horrible

system prevails to a great extent in Agar Town at

the present day : but at the time of which we are

writing, ere the presence of railway workmen in-

troduced some little civilizing improvements into

the place, that herding together of whole fami-

lies was carried to a frightful extent.

In the year 1844 Agar Town was like a morass
where the noxious weeds and poisonous plants had
attained to the fulness of their rank growth. It

was then swarming with human reptiles—the

scum, the outcasts, and the rejected of all society.

It was under no parochial care, and appeared to be

beyond tiie reach of any civilizing influences. We
do no not believe that even the Sunday-morning
distributors of tracts, who generally poke their

uoses everywhere, ventured within the precincts

of Agar Town : certainly the parson of no adja-

cent church ever thought it worth his while to

visit the inhabitants of tliat strange colony, which
in every respect was an isolated spot of utter bar-

barism in the midst of the shining lights of London
civilization. It was one of those cesspools int(j

which tiie moral filth of this modern Babylon re-

gularly and continuously flowed, but which no
legislative prudence, nor parochial intervention,

nor philanthropic care ever thought of emptying.
Having no gas laid on, no street-lamps of any
kind, and but very few shops to throw out even
the feeble glimmerings of tallow-caudles through
their dingy panes. Agar Town in dark nights was

enveloped in almost utter gloom ; and as by the

very nature of its few and narrow approaches from
the surrounding thoroughfares it stood in the posi-

tion of a sort of fastness, it necessarily afforded a
most convenient asylum for any offender against

the law to whom the police might be giving chase

in that part of London at the time. Suppose, for

example, a thief or other malefactor, disturbed in

liis depredations anywhere within a small dis-

tance of Agar. Town,—if he could only manage
to keep ahead of his pursuers until he dodged off

into that maze of dark and dangerous defiles, he
might at once relax his speed, take breath, and
congratulate himself upon having reached a place

that was as good as a sanctuary.

It must not however be thought that the police

never made incursions into Agar Town, because

such an impression would be erroneous. What we
have nieant to convey by the preceding remarks, is

that from the peculiarity of its situation and the

defile-nature of its approaches, it afforded advan-
tages, or at all events chances of escape for fugitive

offenders, which no other low neighbourhood of

London could present. Amongst the various scenes

of demoralization and depravity which character-

ized the place, were " penny gaffs,"—or in plain

terms penny theatres; and occasionally the police

got scent of the existence and the whereabouts of

these cheap dramatic representations. Then, per-

haps, just at the moment when an audience of the

most dissolute and profligate description, including

boys and girls of even a very tender age, were en-
joying the dozen murdei-s that formed the plot of

some terrible tragedy, or devouring in rapt ad-

miration the insane rantings of a banjo-looking

Othdlo or a seedy Hamlet, the door would burst

open, a posse of police rush in, and the whole as-

semblage of audience and actors be comfortably

marched off to the nearest station, to undergo such

penalties as the magisterial wisdom might choose

to inflict next morning. But these were not the

only occasions on which the myrmidons of the law
would make an irruption into Agar Town. Now
and then they received information that some of

those chemical experimentalists termed "illicit dis-

tillers " were working a private still in a secluded

nook of that isolated region,—for which commerce
indeed the whole locality, with the convenience of

the canal and barges thereon, was well adapted.

Then, in the silence of the night, when the still

was in full operation, the abrupt invasion of tlif

police would startle the unlawful experimentalists

aforesaid, the genuine product of their industry

would be confiscated, and they themselves sent

with all the usual circumstances of fguominy to

vegetate for a period in prison. But these little

variations in t^e monotony of Agar Town were
not of such frequent occurrence as might be ex-

pected, considering the almost incessant viola-

tions of the law that were taking place in the

ways thus specially described.

Such was Agar Town in the year 1H44 : such tim

it had been for a long time previous — but at that

particular epoch it was in the very height of its

ignominious glory and the full blow of its pesti-

lential rankness. There, at thecoruer of one of thw

little streets, - if the rough unpaved thoroughfare,

defined only by a couple of rows of squalid-look-

ing habitations, ccmld be denominated a street at

all,—stood a publio-house bearing the sign of the

Bil/i/ Goaf,—the game where Kalph Faretield
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nineteen years back had been wont to meet Cljiffin

the Cannibal and his desperate associates. This

public-house was altogether of a character such

as might be expected in such a region : it was in

fact a boozing-ken of the lowest description,

where the liquor was as poisonous as the

morals of the con)pany that frequented it. It

was kept by an old couple called Patch,— the

landlord's christian name being Solomon, although

it was not clear that he belonged to the Jewish

race. These people had thriven and even grown
rich in that place, not altogether by the sale of

adulterated liquors, but by acting as recipients

for the stolen goods brought thither by some of

their principal customers. They likewise lent

money at usurious interest ; and indeed it was
proverbial that there was scarcely any means
which Solomon Patch would hesitate to adopt in

oi-der to increase his gains.

We are now about to introduce our readers

into the tap-room of the Eilly Goat, on the even-

ing of that sanie Sunday on which Lord Saxondale
pursued his inquiries in the neighbourhood of

Evergreen Villa, as described in (he last chapter.

It was about ten o'clock—the shutters were closed

—a couple of candles stood upon the table in the

tap-room, and the flame of their unsuuffcd wicks
seemed to burn dimly, like marsh-lights in a mist,

through the haze of tobacco-smoke that tilled the

place. Seven or eight men were seated round the

table, with long pipes in their mouths, and with

pewter-pots or glasses in front of them. Three or

four women were likewise present : and though
the company was not very large, yet the noise they

made was very great. They seemed all talking at

once—some relating anecdotes, others disputing

upon mooted points, and others indulging in

boisterous shouts of laughter. The characters of

all were written upon their countenances. If any
one of this motley group had been placed in the

dock of the Old Bailey, charged with an offence,

no evidence as to respectability of character—even
though all the bankers of Lombard Street could,

for supposition's sake, be brought forward to give

such testimony—would have outweighed with
the jui'y the still more positive evidence of the

judividuarf sinister looks.

At the head of the table sat Chiffin the Canni-
bal, who by acclamation had been voted into the

chair to preside at the orgie. 'J'hough nineteen

years had fled since we first introduced him to

our readers, yet the lapse of time had effected no
very striking change in his outward appearance,
unless it were to stamp his features still more in-

delibly than in his younger days with the impress
of ferocity and crime. Indeed, it were impossible

to conceive a more finished air of ruiflauism, or a
more consummate aspect of cold-blooded bru-
tality, than this dreadful man presented to the

view. His dress was of the same character as

that which ho was wont to wear when we first

spoke of him—namely, a rough shaggy coat, a
battered white hat with a rusty black crape

twisted round it, corduroy trousers all greasy and
stained, dirty stockings, and great clumsy shoes.

His inseparable companion, a stout bludgeon, lay

before him on the table ; and in the depths of his

capacious pockets W(!ro a couple of pistols, which
he constantly kept loaded. Of all thecompany pre-

sent—good heaven ! such a company as it was

—

he alone abstained from much talking or uproari-

ous noise,— his habit being rather of that sullen

reserve wliich usually belong.-, to the cruel and
cold-blooded dispo.sition. At the same time, be by
no means discountenanced the hideous mirth and
horrible hilarity that were going on around; and
from time to time he expressed his approval of

some obscene anecdote or desperate exploit by a
grim smile, which enhanced rather than relaxed

the dark ruffianism of his features.

It was when the mirth and jollity were at their

highest, that the trampling of a horse's hoofs sud-
denly approacJiiiig, and then stopping at the door
of the public-house, reached the ears of the revel-

lers in the tup- room; and one of the women ex-
claimed, " There's Lady Bess!'"

'• Oh ! then she's sure to order U8 a bowl of

punch," cried another of the females, clapping

her hands joyfully. " Lady Bess always flashes

her money about when she comes amongst us."
" Yes

—

when she does," growled Chiffin the

Cannibal, in a deep bass voice that had some-
thing cavern-like and sepulchral in its tones

;

" but how often is it that she does come? She's

«i deuced sight too proud to suit me."
" Ah ! but if she's proud she's so generous," at

once rejoined the first female who had spoken.
Chiftin was about to make S' me farther obser-

vation, when the door opened and in walked a
person who at first sight would have been taken
for one of the male sex, but whom on a nearer

survey it was not very difficult to discover to be a
woman in man's apparel. For a female, she was
of a commanding height, being at least five feet

ten inches, and was remarkably though somewhat
coarsely handsome. Her features were large but
regular : her complexion was of a clear olive, and
had the flush of excitement upon her cheeks. Her
eyes were large, of the- deepest black, and
strangely bright : they had an exceeding boldness

in their glance, and could look any one full in

the face—not frankly, but with a hardihood and
audacity altogether unbecoming her sex. Yet
her look was not that of wanton impudence nor

of lustful passion, because it was fixed just the

same upon every one who came for the first time
within its reach—whether male or female, hand-
some or ugly, old or young :—it was a look, in

short, which seemed meant to penetrate what-
ever disguise the object of its scrutiny might
wear or whatever thoughts were passing in the

depths of the soul. It was a strange and over-

bearing look—not only scrutinizing, but also full

of a bold defiance, and as much as to say that

though Hie possessor of those large dark eyes

was a woman in sex, yet that she was a man ia

daring and in dauntlessness.

Without being at all inclined to stoutness, her
figure was largely and finely made—upright as

the form of an aniazon, without the slightest up-

pearaueo of that gentle inclination or stoU|i of the

shouldei-s which belongs to feminine grace, aod
with an elevated carriage of the head which com-
pleted her erect appearance. She was dressed in

a handsome frock-coat, buttoned round the waist,

but open at the bosom, so as to display the tine

cambric shirt-front and the exquisite frill. This
frill, by occupying as it were the interval be-

tween the swell of the bosoms, concealed their

fullness and thus aided the general eflfeots of the

ajtparel in giving a masculine nir to the fenmle

wearer. The eii-es of a lijjuied silk waisfc 'st
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were seen uu Jer the lappels of hev C(wt : slic wore
a stand-up shift collar, and liad a shawl necker-

chief tied witli a care that Bean Bruinniel might
have envied. She had on black pantaloons; and
possessing a remarkable straightness and evident

symmetry of limbs, that portion of her masculine

garb became her admirably. Patent-leather boots,

the brilliant gloss of which even now shone
brightly through the dust tliat was upon them,

set off her long narrow feet to great advantage
;

and the clinking spurs gave her a sort of semi-

military appearance. Her hair which was of

raven blacknes.s, appeared when she took off hei'

hat to be conibed back from the high and open
forehead, and tliough not worn very long, fell in

rich and natural waves over her ears and to the

lower edge of the collar of the coat, so that in

fact it was not longer than the hair of many
fashionable youths at the West End of London.
She wore a pair of delicate buckskin gloves, and
carried a handsome riding-wliip in her hand.
We have already said that this woman's fea-

tures, though exceedingl}' handsome, were largely

chiselled and somewhat coarse. This was espe-

cially observed in the mouth, the lips being full,

yet not with that sweet jioutiug expression

which gives a charm to sucli fullness of lips in

woman. Of a rich and moist red, thej' were not
merely luscious but strongly sensual lips

;
yet

when parted thej- revealed teeth faultlessly even
and white as ivorj'. When first casting the eye
upon her, and ere the delusion as to her sex was
tlioroughly cleared up, the absence of beard or
whisker was not immediately noticed in conse-
quence of the olive duskiness of her complexion,
which gave her a masculine air : and then too that

bold and liardy gaze which she invariably fixed

upon any stranger the moment she encountered
one, likewise tended to sustain the idea of the sex
whose apparel she had assumed- Her age might
be about twenty-five or twenty-six ; but when
considered in her male apparel, she at once struck
the beholder as being a young man of one-and-
tvventy. When she spoke, it was in a voice that
was strong without being coarse or harsh ; it had
all that flute-like power of tone which was also
calculated to deceive the observer as to her real

sex and sustain the delusion. Who or what she
was will liereafter transpire in duecour.se: but
at present we can only introduce her to the reader
as Lady Bess.

On entering the wretched tap-room an expres-
sion of disgust flitted across her features : but al-

most instantaneously throwing aside that look,
she said with a careless smile and in an off-hand
manner, " Well, you are all deep in your orgie.

I suppose it began ere sunset and will last till at
least sunrise V"

"Will you sit down and join us?'' asked Chiffin
the Cannibal.

" No—I have not time," responded L«dy Bess,
beating one of her legs negligently with the
horsewhip as she surveyed the group through
the haze of tobacco-smoke.
"You never have time," growled Chiffin in a

Burly manner.
" But I have had time, though, to do you a ser-

vice," immediately rejoined Lady Bess: "and when
you had just recovered from a long illness I gave
you assistance in the hour of your need. I have
never asked it back agaiu—I have never wanted

it—I would nt>t take it even were it offered : but
what I do look for, is civilitj' in return."

" Lady Bess is right !" exclaimed several voices,

all the females joining In without exception
" Come, we will have no disputing." said the

amazonian beauty : tiien opening the door, she
cried out, " Solotnon ! Where is that scoundrel
old Solomon?"

" Here I be, my lady," answered a fawning ob-
sequious voice from behind the bar outside.
" What's your ladyship's orders? Bill's holding
your ladyship's horse "

" A truce to so many ladyships," exclaimed the
woman in male attire; "and bring in two erown
bowls of punch : and then bid your old wife pre-
l)are such supper as her larder affords—and charge
the whole to me."

" There! didn't I say her ladyship would come
down handsome ?" cried the female who had pre-
viously predicted the regale of punch that had
just been ordered. " But wouldn't it be a greater
treat still if Lady Bess would sit down and
drink it with us?"

" To be sure ! to be sure !" cried many voices.
" But while thanking you for the compliment."

said Lady Bess, " I have already told you that
I have no time. Now, who is there here that
will do me a service?—I mean amongst the men—for it is a message that I wish to send."

Several of the male revellers volunteered ; and
Lady Bess sweeping her bright eyes over them,
as if to select the one whom slie most fancied for

the purpose, said, " I choose you, Tony Wilkius."
The individual to whom she thus addressed

liers§lf, was a young man of not more than three
or four-and-twenty, but whose looks fell very
little short of those of any of his companions in

their sinister expression and evil nature. He was
clad in a squalid garb, and his appearance alto-

gether was such that it seemed scarcely credible
any person in his senses would liave trusted him
out of sight to get change for even half-a-crown.
Yet it appeared that Lady Bess knew her man,
and saw something in-him which convinced her
that he would faithfully execute her commission.
This surmise on her part seemed fully corro-
borated by the zeal with whicli he had at first vo-
lunteered, and the evident pleasure with which
he found himself the select object of her choice.

" Now, Tony," continued Lady Bess, drawing
forth a small sealed packet from her pocket, "you
must take this, and run as hard as you can down
to King's Cross. There you will sVe a tall gen-
tleman enveloped in a cloak, and with his liat

slouched over his features. He will be loungiii!<

about near the statue. You must accost him,
and say, ' T/ie niyht is dark:' lie will answer,
' Eut it can be made briyhtei:' If ho gives you
this reply you will at once thrust the little packet
into his hand and speed off instantaneously. But
should he not >rive that reply, you will know he
is not the individual whom you seek; and you
must look out for anothci answering the de-
scription I have given. Howevei', as it is not
likely on this warm summer night that any indi-

vidual, unless for a particular purpose, wonld wrap
himself up in a cloak, it is next to certain I hat the
first whom you meet thus muffled, will be the one
for whom the packet is destined. Having per-

formed your commission, you can coine back and
enjoy your share of the supper I have ordered

,
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and here is a guinea to indemnify you for your

loss of so much of the puncli a3 will be disposed

of in j'oiir absence."

Tony Wilkins promised to acquit himself faith-

fully of his errand ; and taking the little parcel

he secured in the pocket of tlie greasy coat that

liung louse about his person. He then stuck a

battered hat upon his head, and was about to

hurry forth, when I-ady Hess stopped him for a

moment,—saying, " I do not question your

honesty towards me, Tony, because 1 know that

alt of you here would do me a service if you

could—yes, even ChifRn who growled at me just

now :"—and as she spoke she bent her eyes with

a perfect blaze of lustre upon the Cannibal, who
evidently shrank from their overawing power.

"But still 1 may as well hint, Tony," she con-

tinued, again turning round towards lier mes-

senger, " that there is nothing in the packet of

any value to a soul save the individual into whose

hands you are to give it ; and therefore if the

devil should tempt you, it will not be worth your

while to snoak out of your way and open it in

the expectation of finding money or bank-notes."
" I wouldn't do it— 1 wouldn't do it," answered

Tony Wilkins, with an air o( sincerity which for

an instant rose dominant above the sinister ex-

pression of his countenance ; and without an-

other word he darted away.

The old landlord and liis wife now made their

appearance with the two steaming bowls of punch

;

and when they were placed upon the table, Lady
Bess filled a wine-glass, saying, " I drink success

to you all. Come, ChiflSn, I am determined to

put you into a good humour, and you shall pledge

me in a glass."
'• Well, I don't know how it is, but you make

us all do just as you like, Lady Bess," said the

Cannibal, half gnod-liumouredly and half-sullenly.

'' You've got a power over us—I suppose it is

because you are so superior to the general run of

of us folks
"

" Never mind what is the reason," exclaimed

the amazonian lady, laughing. " Drink your

punch, Chiifln, and do try to iook good-natured

foi' once."

'J'he Cannibal, as if obeying a sort of magical

influence which he could not resist, did as he was

ordered ; and as he put down the emptied glass

he smacked his lips, while a grim smile expanded

completely over his hang-dog countenance, as he

said, " I do really think that if I saw anybody

trying to do you an injury, Lady Bess, I should

give them six inches of my cksp-knife, even

though I swung for it."

•' Well, it may be ut;cful to have such a cham-

pion as you, Chiffin," exclaimed the dashing lady,

with a merry laugh which displayed her ivory

teeth to the utmost advantiige. " But now I

must be off."

" Will you not wait," inquired one of the

women, " to see if Tony comes back all right V"

" 1 know he will," replied Lady Bess. " He is

one of the greatest scamps amongst you and there-

fore the best to be trusted. And now good night,"

With these words she quitted the room-
paused at the bar outside to pay for all she had

orden;d—and then issuing forth, mounted her

steed which the pot-boy was holding. It was a

splendid animal, of dark chesuut colour, with a

proudly arching neck, and of Arabian fineness of
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limb. Lady Bess tossed the pot-boy half-a-crown,

and then gently walked the noble animal, which
she bestrode with the most porfect experience, over

the rough uneven road till she emerged from Agar
Town ; and entering Maiden Lane, galloped away
in the the direction of the country.

In about a quarter of an hour after her depar-

ture, Tony Wilkins returned to the tap-room of

the Billi/ Cont ; and to the inquiring look which
his friends, both male and female, flung upon him,

he answered, " It's all right. I met the gen'leman

ill the cloak : he give the watchwords—and so I

gived him the packet."
" What sort of a looking feller was he ?" asked

one of the women.
" I'm blowed if I could see liis face," replied

Tony :
" he took precious good care of that. But

he was tall and dressed like a reg'iar gen'leman."
" Perhaps he's Lady Bess's lover ?" suggested j

another of the women.
" Lover indeed !" growled Chiflfin, contemptu-

ously : " I don't think such a woman as Lady
Bess knows what love is. She's altogether above
common things In short she's a strange crcw-

tui-e, and I'm hanged if I can half understand

her. Since first
"

The Cannibal's observations were here inter-

rupted by the opening of the tap-room door, and
the entrance of a woman who was at once wel-

comed by all present and saluted by the name of

Madge Somers. She was between forty and fifty

years of age, had very harsh features, and dark

hair turning grey. She wore an old cloak, the

hood of which was drawn partly over her head,

but not so much as to conceal a dingy white cap

with great frills very much tumbled, as if she

were wont to sleep in it at night as well as wear
it in the day-time.

"Well, Madgi', what's brought you here just

now '?" asked Chitliu.

" To speak to you," was the response. " Some-
thing has turned up to-day that promises a liar-

vest : so I want you to help me to reap it."

" Well, you sha'n't have to ask twice. But are

we to talk it over now?"
" Yes—at once ; because I want to be getting

back homeward :"—and the woman, who had no'.

sat down, beckoned Chiffin to follow her from

the room.

He did so—and they ascended to a private

apartment on the upper floor, where they remained

together for half-an-hourin earnest conversation.

At the end of this interview Madge Somers took

her departure from the Billi/ Goat, while Chiffin

the Cannibal rejoined his companions in the tap-

room to partake of the supper for which I,ady

Bess had paid.

CHAPTER Xn.

THE COTTAOK A <i A I N.

It was about nine o'clock on thefollowing evening,

when Lord Saxondale, in pursuance of theappoiut-

ment he had made with the woman at the cottage,

knocked at the door of that lonesome habitation.

His summons was at once answered by the woman
herself; and he was admitted into the same sordid

little room where he had held his conference with



her on tlio previous day. A single candle was burn-

ing upon the table, but so dimly that it made the

place look so gloomy as at first to send a very

unpleasant sensation thriULng through the entire

form of the young nobleman.
'• Well, what news ? " he hastened to demand,

fixing his eyes upon the woman.
" I told you that I should have some favourable

intelligence to report," she at once answered. "But
sit down and listen to me."

Saxondalo had been drinking pretty freely, ac-

cording to his wont, ere he quitted the dining-table

to keep his present appomtment ; and his transient

fears at finding himself in tliat gloomy-looking
place, now vanished in a moment. He accordln;;ly

sat down, already inspired with hope and rekindling

passion at the encouraging words which the woman
hatl uttered.

"Last evening," she resumed, ""I managed to got
into conversation with the lady's-maid down at
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Evergreen Villa; and finiiing that she was natu-
rally talkative, I began to draw her out. Without
telling you everything that took place, or how I
wormed myself into her confidence, I may at once
proceed to state that I told her how an elegant and
rich young gentleman was very desperately in love
with her mistress. The lady's-maid grew deeply in-

terested on hearing this : for she no doubt at once
saw a rich harvest of bribes ibr herself. So we pretty
soon began to understand each other. She told me
that her mistress belongs to the Opera "

"To be sure—I knew that already," exclaimed
Saxondale. " But still I am glad to find the thing

: confirmed in this way, and that it is really she who
;

docs live there ; so that there can be no mistako
, about it. But go on. What next did the maid tell

you about her charming mistress ?"

" In the fh-st plaei», that she sees very little com-
,
pany," continued the woman,—" only a few fi-iend«

I

connected with the Opera ; that she regularly wuJki
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out in the fields every morning when it is fine, im-

meaiately after breakfast —sometimes alone, but ge-

nerally attended by her maid "

"Ah! and at what o'clock is that?" demanded
Saxondale impatiently.

" Between nine and ten o'clock," replied the

woman ; " quite in tlie cool of the morning."
" Capital !" ejaculated Edmund. " I will throw

myself in tlie way of my fair one to-morrow. Have
you got the disguise ?" he asked eagerly.

"Yes—here it is," responded the woman, as she

pointed to a large hrown paper parcel. " The maid

is already initiated with respect to your intentions,

and ."lie will nut fail to draw the notice of her y(jung

mistress to you in your mechanic's di'ess. Oh ! I

warrant you she will know how to manage the thing

cleverly enough, bidding her mistress observe what

a genteel, elegant-looking young fellow it is for a

working man "

"Nothing can be better!" exclaimed Saxondale,

rubbing his hands together joyfully with the antici-

pations of success. " I tell you what I think I shall

do— I shall go up to the tavern, pass the night

there, and come back here early in the morning to

put on the artizan dress
"

" And stand the risk of being recognized by the

people of the tavern," interrupted the woman, " .so

that it will get sjiread all over the place like wildfire,

that there's a young gentleman going about some-

times in the clothing suitable to his station, and at

others in a humble garb. Tims j'ou will be watched,

and dogged, and have all your motions pryed into

—

so that all hope of carrying out your romantic plan

will be effectually destroyed."
" You are right, my worthy monitrcss," observed

Edmund. "I must do nothing foolish to mar the

plot."

" Besides," ehe LmmerJiatcly continued, " I had a

room up-stairs ail nicely cleaned out for you to-day

and put into the best possible order. There's a

comfortable bed that I bought—a washing-stand

—

and everything requisite, though in a humble way.

It's true the bed is upon the floor, as there was no

time to get a bedstead put up—and besides I did

not like to make too many preparations for fear of

attracting notice."

" Enough," my good woman !" exclaimed Saxon-

dale. " I had forgotten at the moment oui' under-

standing of yesterday afternoon, that I was to have

a shake-down bed here. At all events I can try it

for one night."

" And tiien," added the woman, " if you feel your-

self uncomfortable, you might take some little

obscure lodging in the Tillage, passing youi'sclf off

as a mechanic."

"To be sure!" cried Saxondale: " your advice is

in all repects excellent. It shall be as you say : and
now, as the night is rcmai-kably fine, I will just take

a stroll for half-an-hour, smoke a cigar in the fields,

and then on my return go to bed. I suppose you
have got such a thing as a di'op of spirits in the

house ?—for wine is not to be thought of here."

"On the contrary," said the woman, "I have
done my best to make you as comfortable as I can

:

—then opening a cupboard and taking foi-th three

bottles, she said, " I brought these with me in my
basket from town to-day."

She likewise produced a corksci'CW, some glasses

(ovidently newly purchased), and a jug of fresh

water. Saxondale uncorked the bottles and tasteA

their contents one after another : then repudiating

the wine, he mixed himself a tumbler of braudy-
and-water. This he quickly imbibed, and then
lighting his cigar, strolled forth from the cottage.

For about three quarters of an hour he sauntered

through the fields, enjoying the fragrance of his

havannah in the calm freshness of the evening, and
thinking over the brilliant conquest he felt certain

of achieving. It was about half-past ten when ho
returned to the hut, where he was immediately ad-

mitted by the woman; and on being again con-

ducted into her little room, he found the table

spread with a clean napkin, and a little supper con-

sisting of a cold fowl, a lobster, a new loaf, and
some bottled porter, arranged upon the board.

Everything looked perfectly clean, not^rithstanding

the sordid appearance of the place itself and the

untidy aspect of the woman. The walk had given

the young nobleman an appetite—the romantic ad-

venture, as he considered it, had put him into good

spirits—and so he sat down and did justice to the

fare. Another tumbler of brandy-and-water exhi-

larated his spirits still more ; and when he had thus

concluded his repast, he felt every inchnation to

retire to rest, so that he might rise early in the

morning and prepare for the "love campaign," aa

ho called it.

" 1 do not know," said the woman, as she lighted

another candle ere conducting him to the chamber
up-stairs, " whether it is an oversight on your part,

or whether you have purposely forborne from telling

who you are. If you desu-e to keep your name
secret, of course I do not wish to know : it cannot

be any business of mine. But if otherwise, and you
have no rcaaon for hiding your name, you may as

well tell it to me."

"I have n't the slightest objection," answered

the young nobleman, " because I have every reason

to believe that you are as discreet as you are astute.

I am Lord Saxondale."
" I felt convinced you were a young gentleman of

rank," said the woman ;
" and I told the lady's-maid

so last night. And now excuse me for hinting that

it will be as wcU to give the complaisant abigail

a bribe as early as possible ; and if you like, I can

manage to see her the very fii'st thing in the morn-

ing before she accompanies her mistress in her walk."

" Oh, to be sure !" exclaimed Saxondale. " By
all means put the lady's-maid in a good humour :"

—

and as he thus spoke he drew forth his pm'se which

had a quantity of gold in one end and several bank-
notes m the other. " Here, give her this note," he
continued, selecting one for t<;n jwunds. "But, no
—gold is better. The fair sex always prefer gold-

So you shall present her with these ten sovereigns

as an eai-nest of still more liberal rewards :"—and
he tossed the monc^ down upon the table.

"The maid shall have this before eight o'clock

to-morrow morning," said the woman.
" I sec that you will not let the grass grow imdcr

your feet," observed Stixondale, with a smile.
" And now for this room where I am to sleep. ' But,

by the bye, let us take up the garb in which I am
to appear to-morrow."

" Your lordship would enftollish even the moat
WTctchcd rags," said the woman, knowing how to

flatter him ;
" and therefore you cannot possibly

look otherwise than well, even in this rough suit"
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Thus speaking, she took the bundle in one hand

»nd the candle in the other, and led the way up the

ricketty ladder-like staircase to the storey above.

There she introduced Lord Saxondale into a room

the wretched appearance of which contrasted

strangely with the splendidly furnished chamber to

which he was accustomed at home.- Still was

it evident that all attempts had been made to ren-

der it as habitable as possibje. A quantity of hay,

having a very fragrant odour, had been thickly

spread upon the floor ; and on this the mattrass was

placed. It was quite new, as were also the sheets

and blankets. Nevertheless Lord Saxondale made
a somewhat wry face as he inspected these accom-

modations ; and he was about to remark that

although they would do for one night, yet he could

not put up with them for a longer period,—when it

struck him that he had better not risk the chance

of offending a woman who not only seemed to enter

heart and soul into his projects, but who had like-

wise done the best she could to make him comfort-

able. Suppressing therefore any display of ill-

humour, he allowed his features to brighten up,

and even laughed as he exclaimed, "Only think of

the descendants of a family dating its origin back

to the time of the 'i udors, plunging headlong into

such an adventure as this !"

" The little hardships which you thus endure, my
lord," replied the woman, "should be considered as

adding to the romance of the whole adventuie."

"True!" cried Sawndale : "that is at least a

consolation. And now open the parcel and put out

my rough garments in readiness for me to assume

in the morning."

The woman accordingly placed the mechanic's

garb upon a chan* near the humble bed, and leaving

the candle on the washing-stand, bade her guest
" good night." As soon as she had left the room,

Saxondale disapparelled himself and lay down to

rest. Being much wearied, he did not find the bed
altogether so uncomfortable as he hacl anticipated

;

and while ,in the midst of imagination's revels re-

specting the transcendant beauties of Angela Vivaldi,

he soon sank off into a profound sleep.

It was about midnight when the woman, who
had not yet retired to rest, put on her old ragged
cloak, and drawing the hood over her heai, stole

very gently forth from the hut. Traversing the

field, she looked about her as she neared the hedge
that formed its boundary ; and in a fev moments,
from the dark shade thereof the form of a man
emerged into the clear starlight.

" Well, Madge, is it all right ?" said Chiffin the

Cannibal : for ho the individual was.
" All right," she answered. " The young fellow

is fast asleep. I stole up to the door of his room
ten minutes bac^k, and could hear by his measured
respiration that ho was in a deep slumber."

" And what about the booty ?" demanded Chiffin.

" Is the game worth all this trouble ?"

" Shall you be content with a hundred pounds or

80, for your share ?" inquired the woman, as she re-

crossed the field, accompanied by the Cannibal, in

the direction of the cottage.

"I believe you, old gal. But have you made
•urc ?"

" I told you last night at the Billi/ Goat," re-

sponded Madge Somers, "that the iewcUery he
wears about his person is worth a good fifty pnunds,

even in the way that we shall have to sell it. Solo-

mon Patch will give that sum : for to buy it in the

shops it would cost three times as much. There's

his watch and chain, diamond studs, and thre«

beautiful rings on his fingers. Then his purse is

well lined, I know ; for I managed to make him
pull it out, so that I might judge of its contents.

There's a lot of gold in one end, and ever so many
bank-notes in the other. I caught a glimpse of a
fifty and a twenty ; and there are others besides,

the amount of which I could not catch at a glance."
" Well, this looks promising," remarked the Can-

nibal, grasping his club with a firmer gripe. "I've

got all my tools about me," he added with a diabolic

leer,—" pistols, clasp-knife, and so on. But what
about the shovel to dig the grave ?"

" I have not forgotten it," responded Madge :
" it

is there, at the hut. I procured it along with the

other tilings in town this morning. And I'll tell

you, moreover, wliat I have done 1 have made
his bed upon a thick layer of hay——

"

" I understand," exclaimed ChilBu :
" to save the

floor from the blood when we draw a knife across

his throat or stick a dagger into him—eh ? Well,

it's a good precaution: there's nothing so dangerous

as blood-marks—for I've heard say they can't be

washed out. But have you ascertained who the

young spark is ?"

"Suppose he is a lord—should you flinch?" asked
the woman.

"Flinch!" repeated the Cannibal, with savage

contempt :
" why should I. ? What the deuce is a

lord to me ?"

"To be sure—what indeed?" said the woman.
" Well then, this young blade is Lord Saxondale."

" Lord Saxondalel" exclaimed Chiffin in astonish-

ment.
" Yes," answered the woman, struck by her com-

panion's manner, which she was evidently at a loss

to comprehend. " Do you know anything of him ?

—why did you seem so siu-prised at the mention of

his name ?"

"Only because 1 once had something to do in

connexion with that (here family," replied L^fin.
" But that was nineteen or twenty years agt and
then my services was engaged by a chap named
Farefield. However, all that's gone and done ; and
if there's money to be got here to-night, I don't

care what the young fellow's name is."

By the time this colloquy was ended, Madge
Somers and the Cannibal had reached the door of

the cottage; and the woman gently lifting th«

latch, passed into the place, followed by her male

companion. She then shut the door again with

equal caution, while the Cannibal, who seemed per-

fectly familiar with the habitation, at once entered

the ground-floor room, where the food, wine, and

spirits still remained upon the table. The night air

had sharpened his appetite; and without a moment's

hesitation he sat down and began making a hearty

meal, not forgetting to pay his respects to the

brandy-bottle, wino being no favourite beverage

with him. lie did not take above ten minutes thus

to satisfy Iris appetite, which the idea of the horrible

crime he had come thither to perpetrate by no

means marred, while the fiery alchohol added if pos-

sible to the ferocious rulfianism of his mood.

"Now," said the woman, who, without taking otf

her cloak, had seated herself and remained perfectly
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eilcnt while her companion was eating, " let us not

lose another moment for the body must be dis-

posed of before morning," she added in a very low

voice.

With these word she approached the cupboard

and took forth a dagger, the point of which she

tried with one of her fingers.

" You mean to play your part in it, then," said

the Cannibal in a whisper and with a grim look.

" What matters it who does the work ?" she de-

manded. " We are neither of us squeamish, I sup-

pose. But in case he should happen to awake as

we enter the room, and either cry out or oS'er any

resistance, it will be better for us both to be pre-

pared."
" All right !" observed Chiffin. " And now to

business."

Madge Somers took up the candle with her left

hand, and holding the dagger in her right, led

the way from the room. As noiselessly as possible

did she ascend the steps, with Chiffin close at her

heels. On reaching the door of Saxondale's chamber,

they stopped and listened ; and the regular and even

respiration of the young nobleman convinced them

that ho still slept profoundly. They accordingly

opened the door and stole in. Madge, who led the

way, advanced straight up to the bed ; and as the

flaring candle which she held in her hand threw its

light upon the countenance of Edmund, both she

and her murderous companion saw, as they sus-

pected, that he was wrapped in the profoundest

slumber. But just as they were about to do the

work of death, a sudden ejaculation of mingled

horror and amazement burst from the lips of

Madgo Somers ; and dropping the candle in the

fearful excitement which had so abruptly and

strang<'ly seized upon her, the chamber was plunged

into darkness.

That ejaculation to which she gave vent and the

noise of the candlestick falling, startled young
Saxondale with galvanic effect from his slumbers;

and springing up from the mattrass, he cried out
" Thieves ! murder !" as loudly as he could voci-

ferate.

Madge Somers, recovering her presence of mind
the very instant she had dropped the candle, clutched

Chiffin with nervous violence by the arm : and in a

quick but low whisper said, "Go!" The ruffian,

astounded at what had just happened,—but having

not a moment for reflection, and being too much
bewildered to act of his own accord,—at once obeyed

the woman's command, for whlcli it no doubt

struck him there must be some good and excellent

reason. She at the same time banged the door vio-

lently behind him as if to enforce with additional

energy the order she had given for his retreat ; and

then hastening towards Saxondale, whohad begim vo-

ciferating as ere now described, she said, "Hold your
congue ! it is nothing !"

" But that noise—what was it ?" asked Edmund,
quaking and quivering all over. " For God's sake

don't hurt me ! Take my purse, if you want it

—

but—but——" and his teeth chattered audibly.

" I tell you that you have nothing to fear," ex-

claimed Madge Somers. " I would not hurt you

—

and I do not want your purse."
" But what has hajiponod ? what is the disturb-

ance ?" mquired Edmund, still with tronuilous

voice and quivering limbs, as he stood upright by

the side of the bed from which he had leaped. " Tell

me—what are you doing here ?—what noise wa«
that ? Did I not see something glitter in your
hand ?"

"No—nothing only the candlestick that I
dropped," at once replied Madge, who had alreadj

concealed the dagger under her cloak.

But here we should observe that although the

light had been extinguished by the fall of the

candle, yet the room was not enveloped in total ob-

scurity ; for the glimmering of the starlight through
the small and dingy window rendered objects some-
what discernible : therefore the young nobleman
could perceive the figure of the woman standing

near him ; and observing that she was not undressed,

naturally argued that she had not been in bed at

all. But he likewise perceived that she had no one
with her, and this latter circumstance somewhat re-

assured him.
" It was only a drunken man who would force hi«

way into the house," continued Madge. " But
make haste and dress yourself! You must go
away from this place at once. Ask me no questions

—and do as I tell you without delay. You must
manage to resume your apparel in the dark ; and
in a few minutes I will come up to you again. But
fear nothing, I repeat : no harm shall befall you."

Then, snatching up the candlestick, and without

waiting for a reply,—much less to answer any of the

questions which the young nobleman might think

fit to put relative to all these singular proceedings

—she abruptly quitted the room, closing the door be-

hind her. On descending the ladder-stairs she found
Chiffin waiting below with eager impatience to learn

the cause of those sudden emotions on her part

which had not merely made her cry out and drop

the candle, but also abandon all in a moment the

murderous intent that had been harboured against

her guest.

Having hastily lighted the candle again, in the

room where the supper-things were, she said in a
low but resolute tone, " Eemain you here quietly,

and I wUl explain everything. I cannot tell you
now—but when he is safe out of the house "

" What ?" asked Chiffin, his countenance becoming

as dark as night :
" do you mean that he is to

escape us ?"

" Yes—I do mean so," returned the woman, in

whose looks there was a strange firmness mingled

with a sort of wild agitation. " You have known
me well enough, Chiffin—and I should think too

well not to be aware that I am acting for the

best."

"Well, it may be so," growled the Cannibal,

savagely; "but it seems a strange way of doing

things."

" It is nevertheless my way," rejoined Madge,
with a still more dogged air of determination. " So

sit down—take some brandy to put you into a

better humour—and wait till I return. I shall be

with you again in three or four minutes. Here,

lend me the candle—you can manage for yourself

in the dark till I come back."

Having thus spoken, Madge Somers took up
the candle and left the room, closing the door be-

hind her.

Moauwhile Edmund, considerably relieved from

his terrors by the assurances of safety which the

woman hud given him—but thoroughly bcwildartfd
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by the strangeness of the whole proceeding— had

lost no time in resuming his apparel ; and he had

scarcoly dressed himself when she re-appeared with

a light in her hand. He immediately fixed his

eyes upon her to see whether she -came with any

hostile intent ; and though there was certainly little

to glean of art encoiu'aging character from a coun-

tenance naturally sinister and repulsive, yet at the

same time he beheld naught in her looks to belie

the assurances of safety she had ere now given him.

She nevertheless gazed upon him with a singular

earnestness, that had however nothing threatening

in it : and yet her regards were of a nature which
Jie could not comprehend.

" You doubtless wish for explanations why you
must depart so abruptly and in the middle of the

niglit," she said, at length breaking silence, and
epenking in that curt, blunt, and imperious manner
wliich seemed habitual to her.: "but you will re-

ceive none from my lips. It suits me to act iia this

way. But there is one point on which I may as

well enlighten you at once—which is, that all I

told you about my having seen or spoken to the

lady's-maid at Evergreen Villa is pure invention on
my part. I never took any trouble at all in the

matter, and know nothing more of the young lady

or her concerns than what I told you yesterday

when you first came to the cottage. And now
depart."

" But this is most singular—most unaccount-

able !" exclaimed Saxondale, his courage reviving in

proportion as he saw that there was actually no
ground for alarm.

" Depart, I say !" cried Madge Somers, stamping
her foot impatiently. " If you stayed here for an
hour, you would not drag from my lips a single

word more than I choose to tell you."

Lord Saxondale, perceiving that it was utterly

to stand arguing the point witn this singular

woman, no longer hesitated to obey her command

;

and he accordingly followed her from the room.
She descended the stairs vrith the candle in her
hand, and held open the cottage-door, her entire

manner evincing an unaccountable impatience for

him to begone. He accordingly went forth without
another word ; and speeding across the fields, en-

tered the Seven Sisters Eoad.

Meanwhile Madge Somers closed the front door
and returned to her companion Cliiffin, whom she

found seated near tlic table and drinking large

draughts of brandy-and-water, to wliich he bad
managed to help himself by aid of tlie glimmering
light that peeped in through the window.

CHAPTER XIII.

GLANCE AT TUB PAST.

Whatevee intention Madge Somers might have
had a few minutes back, of entering into full par-
ticulars with Chiflin the Cannibal as to t)io cause of
her singular behaviour towards Lord Saxondale, she
had come to a very opposite resolution by the time
she returned to him. In short, for reasons best
liTiown to herself, she had ontu-ely changed her
mind, and determined to keep her own eounsid. At
tlic same time there were certam particulars to

which he had briefly alluded when they were cross

ing the field together, and respecting which she was
anxious to obtain the fullest and completest ex-

planations. Madge Somers therefore felt that she

had a difficult game to play with the formidable

Chiffin, and that it would require all her arts of

diplomacy to effect the double object of satisfying

him in respect to her own conduct, and at the same
time gleaning what she wanted to know from his

lips.

" You are enjoying yourself," she said, flinging

ofi" her old cloak and sitting down near the table.

" Well, I think it wants something to put one in

a good humour after this disappointment," growled

the Cannibal. " But it wasn't for a glass of brandy-

and-water that I came up here to-night, I can tell

you," he added. " Who's to pay me the hundred
pounds I have just lost by your silly nonsense in

letting that yoimg fellow go? For I hav'n't forgot

that you said just now my share would come to that

amount."

"Now, Chiffin," answered Madge Somers, "you
have known me some years, and I have never de-

ceived you in business matters—have I ?"

" No—I can't say that you have," responded the

Cannibal sullenly. "We have done a few things

together, and you have always been fair and straight-

forward enough— there's no denying that : and now,
what next ?"

" You will believe me, then, if I make you a cer-

tain promise ?" said Madge interrogatively.

"Yes— I think I may," replied Chilfin: "for we
all know you are a strange kind of a creature, and
there's some of the folks down at Sol Patch's really

fancies you are a witch. I don't mean no ofleuce,

Madge "

" Witches need not have recourse to the means I
adopt for a living," rejoined the woman abruptly.
" But about this promise of hiine. If I tell you that

to-morrow evening at nine o'clock I will bring you a
hundi-ed pounds to the Billy Goat, or any where
else you choose to appoint, will you be satisfied for

the loss of your booty this night ? And I think

you ought to be," she added ere he had time to

answer ;
" for it will be a hundred pounds earned by

you without risk, whereas if this work had been
done to-night there would have been risk, although
everything was so nicely arranged to make all traces

disappear."

" Well, if I was sure of having the blunt to-

morrow night," said Chilfin, slowly sullering himself

to be pacified, " I shouldn't care much about that

young fellow being allowed to walk clean off under
my very nose, as one may say."

"Then you shall have the Imndred pounds to-

morrow night, Chiffin," said Madge Somers, with
the confidence of one who knows that the promise
will be fulfilled.

" iVnd now you will tell me," asked the Cannibal,
" what the deuce all this means —why you dropped
the candle and called out—why you pushed me from
the room and banged the door as a signal that I

wasn't wanted — and why you let the young chap
escape at all."

" Did you not sec that ho opened his eyes all in a
moment, just as we were bending over the bed?"
asked Madge.
"No -that I didn't!" replied ChilHn gruffly;

" and ii' Lo did open Im eyes like tliut. then aU I
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can say ia I can't believe mine—because it seemed

to mc that he was asleep as sound as a rock."

" Well, then," rpjoined Madge dogjjedly, " I can

tell you that he did. I was closest to him and I saw

him open his eyes."

" And suppose he did," exclaimed Chiffin, " what

then? why did that prevent us from doing his

business ?"

" I don't know how it was, but a sudden weak-

ness came upon me," answered Madge. " I could

not find it in my heart
"

"Oh! that be hanged!" growled Chiflin, "I
don't buUcve it for a minute—it's all nonsense. A
sudden weakness over you, Madge? Why, you
must take me for a downriglit fool

"

" Never mind what I take you for, Chiffin," in-

terrupted the woman, with a look and manner
which showed that she was not to be frightened by
him :

" I tell you that some strange feeling of re-

morse, or pity, or fear—I dont know which it was
—but perhaps all three united—came over me at the

time, and I could not possibly do the deed or yet let

it be done. It seemed as if an invisible hand was
stretched out to save him——"

"Well, I don't know what to think of it," ob-

served Chiilin sullenly: " it's a strange story, Madge,
to come from your lips."

"And I am a strange woman too—am I not?"
she demanded abruptly. "You yourself said so

just now."
" And so you are—and it's perhaps on that ac-

count you suddenly took it into your queer head to

let the young fellow go. Well," he continued, re-

filling his glass with brandy-and-water, " I suppose
what you say must be the case ; and if you only

keep your word and come down with the blunt to-

morrow night, I shan't bother myself any longer

about your strange conduct of just now."
"You may rely upon my punctuality," said

Madge. " At nine o'clock I will be in Agar Town.
But while we were crossing the field, you said

something about having done business for ono ot

the Saxondale family several years ago."
" And so I did," answered Chiffin ; " and now 1

recollect, it was just about this time nineteen years

back. But it wasn't exactly for any one bearing

the name of Saxondale—the old lord was alive then

—and this* covey who was here to-night was only

ju^t born."
" I recollect you mentioned the name of a person

called Farefield," said Madge.
" Yes—Ralph Farefield," rejoined ChifSn : "it

was him that employed me. AJi ! it is a rum affair

altogether, and I never could make out how that
j

Balph Farefield came by his death."
" A strange affair, was it ?" said Madge Somers.

" Come, Chilfiu, your glass is empty ; and although '

it's late you are accustomed to sit up, and we may
as well ha\e a friendly chat while wo are abcnit it.

Besides, I mean to have a glass myself. So come,

refill your own."
" I don't mind if I do," said Chiflin, suiting tho

action to tlie word.
I

" Let's sec—what were we talking about ?" said

Madge, who had likewise brewed a glass for her-

self. " Oh ! I remember—that strange story of tho

Saxondale I'lunily niuotoen j'ears ago. Como, I am
|u*t in a liuuiour for a good gossip to-night."

**Xi»«tt it's a very atraugo humour of ^ours,

Madge," said Chiffin :
" for generally speaking yoil

ain't accustomed to talk more than is necessary.-'

"Oh! but people are not always in the saying

humour," said the woman.
" Well, that's true," remarked Chiffin. " I my-

self don't generally chatter and talk about my ex-

ploits, except when I am preciously in the wind^
and then I let out everything. Did I ever tell you,"

asked the ruffian, on whom the frequent potations

of brandy-and-water were producing an effect,

" how it was I come to be called the Cannibal ?"

"Yes—you have told me that story," returned

Madge ;
" and it is precisely because you told it so

well, that I want to know about this other business

of which you are speaking—I mean the Saxondale

affair."

" Well, come, I will tell you all about it," said

the Cannibal. " You must know that Ralph Fare-

field was the old lord's nephew, and was a sad wild

fellow, who ran through a lot of money and spoke

ill of his uncle. So the old lord was resolved to cut

him out, and went and married a young girl all in

a great hurry. By her he had tlu-ee childi-en—two
daughters and a son. Now this didn't suit Mr.
Ralph's book at all, because the httle Edmund
would succeed to the peerage and estates. So Ralph
determined to have him made away with ; and some-

how or other he found me out. Well, I wasn't over

particular, and Ralph had gold enough to tempt me :

besides which I looked to the future, and thought

that if through me Ralph got to be Lord Saxondale

it would be as good as a pension as long as I hved.

Sej I soon fell into Ralph's plans, and agreed to act.

I and some of my pals were to go down into Lin-

colnshire, carry off the brat, poison it, and then

leave the body in some public place where it was
sure to be seen : because, don't you understand, Mr.
Ralph could scarcely claim to be the heir unless the

death of little Edmund was proved ? Well, me and
the pals went down into Lincolnshire ; but for some
days we didn't succeed—and as I began to fear that

so many suspicious-looking fellows lui-king about

might cause an alarm and spoil the whole game, I

told them to pack off to Grainsborough, which was
only a few miles away, and there wait for me."

Here Chiffin paused to imbibe some more alcoho-

lic fluid, which having done, ho pursued his narra-

tive in the following manner :

—

" The moment I began to act alone, I had good
luck : for I succeeded in carrying off the child from
its nurse. I had a black mask on my face and
frightened the poor girl terribly—so that she fell

down in a fit, while I ran away as hard as I could

with the baby in my arms. I soon slipped the

mask ofi" my face, and made straight for a grove

that I saw at a distance. Having reached it, I sat

down to rest, and also to do the remainder of my
work—which was to kill the child and strip it of its

outer clothes so as to give Ralph Farefield a proof

that I had fulfilled his mission. But when I felt

in my pocket for the little phial of poison, I found

it broke; aud so I thought to myself there was
nothing left to do but to tie a string round the Uttlo

creatm-e's neck and strangle it. However, I began
stripping the clothes oil' first,- stuiUng them into

my pockets as I did so ; and then I noticed that tho

child had the mark of a strawberry on its neck.

A very singular mark it was—so singular that I

coulda't help looking at it, though it was but a ti^y
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mark, not so big as a sixpence. Well, I had just

torn ofif a string from the child's petticoat and was

going to fasten it round his neck—for he was crying

a great deal and I wanted to put an end to the

business at once—wlicn all of a sudden I heard the

voices of several men close by: but I could not

immediately see who they were, on account of the

thickness of the foliage. Well, thought I to myself,

there was a chase after the child, and if I was caught

stripping it and with its clothes in my pocket too,

I should swing for it ! So di'opping the brat in a

jiffey, I started up and rushed away quite in a differ-

ent direction from the one where I had heard the

voices. Just as I got out of the grove, however, I

ran against a great tall hulking gipsy-man with a

large stick in his hand. He cried out in a savage

manner, asking what the deuce I meant by running

against him like that ; and then he gave me a good

tap vfith. his stitk—in return for which I knocked

him down with my bludgeon. But the next mo-
ment I had, our or five oiner gipsy-men at my
heels, who came rushing out of the grove on hearing

the disturbance. So, not choosing to stay and fight

with such numbers, I cut off as fast as my legs

would carry me. They did not pursue me far ; and

I got clear away. I then sat down and began to

reflect what I should do—whether I should go back

and endeavour to regain possession of the child or

not ; for I now felt quite sure that the voices which

had alarmed me were those of the gipsy-men and

not of any persons in search of the bantling. But
then I thought that if I returned into the grove

the gipsies would either beat me to death for having
knocked down their comrade; or else out of re-

venge, and perhaps witli the hope of reward, go
and hand me over to the constables of the nearest

town for having stolen and stripped a child. So I

was obliged to come to the resolution of leaving

things to take their chance, and telling Ralph Fare-

field the most plausible story I could invent to

satisfy him. I accordingly made the best of the

way to Gainsborough, and joining my companions
at the boozing-ken where they had put up, told

them what had happened. Wo then took separate

roads, and hastened back to London. There I told

Mr. Farefield that I had killed the child, and left it

in a place where it was very likely to be discovered.

As a proof of the story I displayed the clothes

stripped off the bantling, and which fortunately

were marked with the name of the Ho7i. Edmund
Farefield. I also told him about the strawberry-

mark—and aKogether he was satisfied."

Here the CUiunibal again paused to refresh him-
self with more braudy-and-watcr ; and having re-

filled his glass ready for farther use, he went on
thus :

—

"A month passed away after the adventure down
in Lincolnshire, and as it seemed that nothing was
heard about the child, and it did not turn up, I felt

pretty sui-e that either the gipsies had taken it away
with them without stopping in the neighbourhood to

ascertain whose child was lost, or else that they had
left it to its fate in the grove. Or again, it like-

wise occurred to me that they might not have seen it

at all. IIowovTcr, certain sui'e it was that the child

continued missing, as I learnt from Kalph Farefield,

who came to question me more particularly about
the business. It was a little more than a month

I

after the adventure, when I one day saw in a news-

paper that old Lord Saxondale was lying at the

point of death down at the castle in Lincolnshire'

so I went off to Mr. Farefield's lodgings to let hiia

know : but I found he had gone down into Lincoln-

shire the day before. Then it struck me that if the

old lord should not happen to die of that bout, it

might answer Ealph Farefield's purposes if me and
my pals were to get into the castle and knock his

venerable lordship on the head i^ the middle of the

night. Away we went therefore into Lincolnshire

to offer our services to Ralph in that respect : but

on arriving in the neighboiu-hood we heard that the

old lord was dead, that Lady Saxondale had r©.

covered her cluld, and that lialph Farefield had
gone away suddenly in the midiUe of the very same
night of his arrival. Well, I was not over much
surprised at hearing that her ladyship had got back

the child, knowing what I did about its original

loss. I was however terribly put out to think that

it was all up with Mr. Ralph : so me and my pals

consulted what we should do rather than go back

empty-handed to London., In short, we determined

upon a crack in the castle, and accordingly broke in

at night. An alarm was raised—we found our way
to some vaults underneath the chapel—and there

what do you think we discovered ? You would
never guess. The dead body of Ralph Farefield,

floating about in the water that had flooded the

vaults
!"

" Had he been murdered, then ?" asked Madge
Somers, who listened with a deep interest to the

narrative.

" There was no appearance of it," responded

Chiffin; "and indeed from what a surgeon after-

wards said, there was every reason to believe

the contrary— I mean to say, that it was an
accident by which he was drowned. But how he

came into the vault, heaven only knows ! Me and

my pals took from about his person all he had in

money and jewellery, and left the body lying on the

steps leading down into the vault. We then got out

of the castle as best we could, and betook ourselves

to Gainsborough, where we put up at the boozing-

ken that I mentioned just now, and which was kept

by a fellow of the riglit sort. You recollect I told

you that when me and my pals were first down in

Lincolnshire about Farefield's business, I sent them
to Gainsborough while I tried my hand alone at car-

rying off the child. On tliat occasion they put up
at the boozing-ken I am speaking about ; and there

they happened to fall in with a rcsurrcctiimist chap,

whom they had known in London and who had

been doing a stroke of business at his trade—body-

lifting, I mean—down in Lincolnshire. It was to

try and find this fellow again that we betook our-

selves to the boozing-ken after our adventure inside

Saxondale Castle.: because at that time stilfuns

were very scarce in the market and fetched a deuced

good price. The laws were very severe then against

resurrection-men ; and enterprising surgeons who
wanted a subject, didn't mind giving twenty, thirty,

or even forty guineas. Now you begin to under-

stand why me and my pals stopped at Gainsborough

to fmd out Bob Shakerly the body-snatcher. Well,

wo did succeed in meeting with him, an<l told him

that we knew of where tlicre was a nice stiff'un,

pretty fresh, and we tliought might be had with a

litHo trouble. So he then told us that there was a

young doctor from London stopping L>i Gainsborough
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at the moment—of the name of Fernoy, and who had

Quite a mania for subjects. Well, Bob Shakerly

went and saw the doctor, and told him what a prize

night be had if he chose to give a dtceut sum fur it.

Tills he at once agi'cefl to do ; and our arrange-

ments were made accordingly. Me and^my pals

determined to penetrate once more into the castle

and get out the body; for we saw the means of

doing it without running any particular risk of dis-

covery. On his side Bob Shakerly agreed to be in

the wood close by the castle with a horse and cart in

the middle of the night; and things being thus

settled, we set to work without delay. You have

never been down in that part of Lincolnshire, have

you ?"

" No—never," answered Madge.
" Well, Saxondalo Castle is an immense building,

and at least half of it was shut up in those times,"

continued the Cannibal. " I don't know anything

about it now. All we learnt the first time of our

breaking in had taught us how to do things betler

on this second occasion : so we clambered up to one

of the windows that overlooked the liiver Trent,

and got into the uninhabited part that way. We
went down into the vaults and found the body just

where we had left it lying on the steps. One would
have thought the rats must have begun to make a

meal upon it: but it was quite otherwise— the

Btiff'uu was as fresh and as perfect as when we
dragged it out of the water two nights before.

Well, we got it up the stone stairs into a sort of

vestry-place opening out of the chapel. There we
put it into one of those precious big sacks that re-

surrectionists have for the purpose, and lowered it

by ropes out of the window by which we had got in.

Our own escape was made without exciting any
alarm in the building ; and we got the stilf'un safe

away into the wood, where Bob Shakerly was wait-

ing wit'i a horse and cart. He then drove off to

Gainsborough, while me and my pals followed on
foot. Dr. Ferney paid the price agreed upon ; and
though when it came to be divided amongst us all,

our shares wern't very great, yet it was a matter of

eight pound apiece— and that was better than
nothing. Me and my pals came back to London,
and sold Ralph Farefield's jewellery to Solomon
Patch. So, all things considering, we did not return

quite empty-handed."
" And that is all you have to tell me ?" observed

Madge Somers, as ChiiSn the Cannibal left off

speaking.
" Yes—that's all, and enough too I should think,"

ic answered with one of his grim smiles. " Wasn't
It a precious string of adventui'cs ? But by the by,

I may tell you that (he Dr. Ferney I have been
speaking about, has since become a very cele-

brated man. Bob Shakerly told me so. Ah!
Bob's an old man now, and does nothing in the

resurrection line: stibjccts have got so precious

cheap since the law was altered, and doctors can
get hold of poor people that die iji hospitals, and
workhouse paupers, and convicts. But Bob is doing

pretty well though, in another line : he keeps a
knacker's yard down at Cow Cross—Sharp's Alley,

I think it is you must know whereabouts I

meanP So having dug up human bodies for the

doctors to diiascct, he now buys old horses which he
dissects himself for cat's-meat and sausages. But
it's precious late, Madge, and I think I have had

quite enough brandy-and-water : bo I will he rJt

But don't forget to be down at Patch's to-morrow
night at nine o'clock—or else you and me are vcrj
likely to fall out."

" You know that when I promise I always fulfil

my undertaking," replied Madge Somers.

"To be sure: I don't doubt you," said ChiiEn.
" And now good night."

" Good night," answered ihe woman : and the

Cannibal took his departure.

CnAPTER XIV.

FBK&a ADVEKTUBES OK THE SAME KIGHT.

We left Lord Saxondale at the moment when,
ha\'ing quitted the hut in the precipitate manner
already described, he had gained the Seven Sisters

Eoad. It was n(jt in a very lonely part that he now
found himself: for Sornsey Wood Tavern was
within five minutes' walk in one direction, and ten

minutes would bring him to the houses in Hornsey
Iload in another direction. He thought the best-

thing he could do would be to proceed to the tavcra,

knock the people up, and procure a bed for the

remainder of the night. But while he j)aused for a
few moments in the middle of the road to reflect

whether he should adopt this course, or make the

best of liis way back into London, his ear caught
the quick tramplings of a steed approaching from
the direction of the metropolis. Almost imme-
diately afterwards the horseman came up to the

spot where Saxondale was loitering ; and although

proceeding at the time at full gallop, he suildenlj

reined m his steed so that it came to a dead halt.

The reader \nll remember that it was a clear star-

light night ; and Saxondale was therefore enabled

to perceive that the stranger who had thus stopped

so abruptly, had the appearance of a yoimg man
very handsomely dressed : but he coidd see little of

his countenance, inasmuch as a great shawl-

kerchief, tied round tlie neck, reached almost up
to the nose—while the hat, which had large brims,

was di'awn low over the forehead. The steed

wliich the traveller bestrode was a magnilicont

animal ; and though evidently docile and obedient

to the wUl of its rider, it nevertheless began pawing
the ground with some little degree of unpatience at

thus being checked in the full career which seemed
best suited to its high mettle.

"You are out late to-night, sir," said (ho horse-

man, whose voice, though sounding with somewhat
muffled accents through the folds of the shawl-

neekerchief, was nevertheless mild and agreeable.

" Yes," answered Saxondale, who was just in that

frame of mind to be by no means displeased at meet-

ing some one to talk to, after an adventure which
had been fraught with so much terror, and the in-

fluence of which still lingering upon his mind, made
the road seem more lonely and the silence of tho

night more ominous than under other circumstances

they would have appeared. " But I may make tlio

same observation in respect to you. ANe are both

late. It must be considerably past twelve o'clock ;**

—and pulling out his watch, he examined it by th«

starlight. " Near one, I declare
!"

" Which way lies your road?" inquired the tf*

I
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veller, scrutlnixfng the yoilng nol.Ioinan from be-

neeth the overhanging brim of his hat
" To tfcll you the truth," answered Saxondale,

with a laugh, " 1 am benighted, as it were, and
was just thinking of going up to tiic tavein jon-

der and procuring a bed, when -is I was ciObSing

the road you gallopped up to the pot.'

" It is ten to one that the p^of lo will not opeti

f.heir place for you up theie at thit, h ui," rejoined

the horseman, pointing with his ii hug wliip to-

wards the tavern upon the neigl b uiingemineuce
" But ray house is little more tbiu a m 'e hence ,

andif you will condescend to accept such hospu'>lty

as I can afford, a bed ischeeifullj at yc ui sci vice

I may observe that I have as piettj a 1 Itlo villi-

resideucefurtlieralong the load heie t vaids 1 d-

monton, as you will sceanj wheie in tlii'^distuct
'

Tlie offer was made witli such fiauK couitesy

and the traveller altogether seemed to 1 o of suth

! genteel and prepossessingappeaiance tli ughlittlo

I
3f liis countenance could be discerned tl it T Jid

Saxondale at once accepted this kind pi iposil

I

" If you like to get up behind me " said the new
Weud, with still increasing affability )f manner,
afew minutes will biiug us to oui destination,t I /'1 11 ill. J
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mid at tin's liour of tlie niglit it is by no means
lik('ly we shall encouuler any one to uotice the

singularity of the proceeding. By the bye," he

exclaimed, ere pausing for the youpg noblo-

maii's answer to this last proposition, " I ought

perhaps to inform you that I am Captain Chau-
dcs, of the British army—unattached at pre-

sent.''

" The circumstances under which we have met,

and your kindness. Captain Chandos," returned

Edmund, " h^ad me to express a hoje that we shall

be better acquainted. I am Lord Saxondale, and
shall be most happy to return your civility by
receiving you in Park Lane."

" I have lieardof your lordship," said the Cap-
tain, " as of cour.se everybody has—and am proud
at thus enjoying the honour of yourcompany. Now,
my lord, catch hold of my arm—I have left the

stirrup free for 3-ou—and spring up bc^hind me."
This was immediately done ; and now behold

Lord Saxondale mounted upon this beautiful high-

spirited steed, behind its rider, round whose waist

he was of course compelled to throw his arm in

order to sustain his balance. Captain Chandos just

touched the flanks of the horse with his spurs;

and the animal started off at a easy gallop. A
little further on the steed suddenly shied some-
what at a mile-stone which stood out in white and
ghastly contrast against the dark hedge: and this

little incident, by disturbing Lord Saxondale's

equilibrium for a moment, led him to cling all the

more tightly to the Captain. But he was suddenly
seized with a strange feeling of astonishment
when his hand enconntereda remarkable fullness

about the breast of the Captain's surtout-coat—so

that the iinprcssion naturally made all in a mo-
ment upon Edmund's mind, was that his compa-
uion must be a woman in disguise. So bewildered
was he by this discovery that ho knew not what
to say or do ; and as the steed was gallopping
along the road towards Edmonton, the young
nobleman rapidly experienced the most unpleasant
doubts and misgivings springing up within him.

At length, when he had made up his mind to turn

the matter off in a laugh and inquire " who the
fair unknown was that thus in male apparel played
the part of Captain Chandos in her Majesty's ser-

vice," the gallant officer himself—for we had
better continue to speak of the rider in the mas-
culine gender—suddenly reined in his steed in the

most lonely part of the road ; and clutching Lord
Saxondale by the arm which encircled the slender

waist and had been pressing against the (ell-tale

bosom, he gave him such a sudden whirl and
jerk that the astounded Edmund was swept clean

off the horse and lauded upou his feet in the

middle of the road.
" Now, my lord," said the audacious Captain,

suddenly producing a pistol from the holster of

Iiis saddle, " your purse—your watch—and those

rings from your fingers !"

Lord Saxondale was very far from being tho
most valorous young man in existence; and tho

sight of the pistol gloaming in the argentine splen-

dour which poured down from the heavens, at

once filled him with dismay. He cast an anxious
look rapidly up and down Die road— but no suc-
cour was nigh, nor did a sound of approaching
horse or vehicle meet his cars.

"Come—quick, quick!" exclaimed Captain
Chandos, tho accents of whose voice, though still

somewhat mufTled by tho thick shaul-keicliief,

nevei theless sounded peremptory enough. " Keep
me nut waiting as you value your life I"

" But—but—you are joking, Captain— I menu
fair unknown—whoever you are," stammered
Saxoi.dale, still with a faint hope that it might
prove a fn>tfcsome jest after all.

" If you keep me talking here another minute,

you will find it to be no joke, 1 can assure you,'

at once rejoined the bold amazou. '* Now theu,

my lord, quick!—your puree, and so ft)rth !"

The wretched Saxondale, perceiving tiiat the

fair unknown was indeed terribly in earnest, drew
forth his purse with trembling liands and craven

demeanour: then he surrendered up his watch,

with the gold chain—and lastly he took the rings

I from his fingers.

" You have handsome diamond studs in yonr
shirt," said the amazon, " but I will leave yoa
them. I do not wish to strip you altogether:"

—and a merry kind of laugh sounded fmm be-

hind the mufHing shawl-kerchief. " Now, my
lord," added the false Captain, " I nerd scarcely

enjoin you to hold your tongue relative to the

adventure you have just experienced : for your
pride will prevent you from proclaiming to the

whole world that you have been robbed by a
woman."
With these words, the female highwayman put

spurs to her steed, which started aw;»y at full gal-

lop; and in a few moments the amazonian des-

perado disappeared in the distance.

Discomfited, abashed, and devoured with shame,
young Lord Saxondale stood transfixed to the sjiot

in most wretched bewilderment. The spiteful ele-

ments of his character being aroused, he gnashed
his teeth with impotentrage—and then lieactnally

shed tears of vexation and annoyance. 1 here ho
was, at a considerable distance from London— pen-
niless—atan advanced hour of tho night, or rather

an early one of the morning—and so exhausted
w ith fatigue that hetrembled at theidea of the long
walk wliich seemed before liim. The whole
night's adventures had been but too well calcu-

lated to terrify, harass, weary, and humiliate

him. First startled up from a very short sleep
— compelled to dress in haste and go forth to

look for a bed elsewhere—then taken at least

another mile farther out of his way, to be plun-

dered and put to shame by a female in masculine
attire—and now left to manage as best he could
for the remainder of the night—these were the
unpleasant topics of Lord Saxondale's reileo-

tions!

However, he must not only put the best face on
the matter, but also the best foot foremost. Full

truly indeed had the femalehighwayman observed,

with a mocking laugh, that he would only be too

anxious to keep theadve^iture as close as possible

within his own breast : for wei;e it to transpire that

he had suffered liimself to be thus depoiled of his

purse, his watch, and his rfngs, by a woman, ho
wouldbe so unmerci'ully laughed at as toleashamed
ever to show his face in society again. Therefore,
as to keeping his own counsel relative to the rob-

bery,hismind was madeup ina moment ; and with
regai-d to his present predicament, the only .alter-

native wasto get back intoLoudon asbest hccould.

So he w^alked on towards the Seven Sistei-s Boad
again, and which he soon reached. In a little while
he j^uscd at the c»orucr of the narrow lane leading
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tip to ITormcy Wvod Tdver^n ; but recollecting tliat

ho had not a farthing in his pocket, ho dared not

beud his steps thitlier to knock the people up. He
accordingly walked on, and in another quarter of

an hour arrived opposite E\rergreen Villa, which

he could not help regarding as the origin, so to

epeak, of all his manifold adventures and misfor-

tunes of this night. Indeed, so thoroughly sick-

ened, dispirited, depressed, and humiliated did he

feel—so tjjoroughly wretched too in every sense

of the word—that as he stood gazing upon Ever-
green Villa for a few moments, he was almost

inclined to make a vow that he would
abandon his previously enthusiastic designs in

that quarter.

But while he thus paused opposite Evergreen
Villa, he suddenly observed through the some-
M'hat thick screen of trees in the front garden, a

light glinimeriug from one of the windows on the

ground-floor. To the best of his calculations

(for Lc had no watch to refer to) it was now
nearly two o'clock in the morning.

" Monday night," he said to himself, thus mus-
ingly refreshing his memor}-; "and Angela
Vivaldi was not advertised to dance : so they can-

not bo sitting up for her to return from the Opera.

Besides, she would be home before this. And yet

why should she not have been out at some party?"

—and as these reflections swept through his brain,

he suddenly experienced some little revival of his

passion for the fair danseiise.

As he still lingered hesitatingly in front of the

villa, he heard a door open : and then a much
stronger light suddenly shone from behind the

screen of trees. He advanced up to the gate open-
ing from the footpath, and perceived a female de-

scending the steps of the front-door, which stood

wide open and whence the light of the hall-lamp

was streaming forth. The female had the appear-

ance of being a lady's-maid, or domestic of a simi-'

larly superior giade ; and as she came slowly

along the giavel-walk leading towards the gate,

Saxondale had an opportunity of observing that

she was j'oung, rather good-looking, dressed with

a coquettish gaiety, and having the arch mischie-

vious look of a confidential soubretle.

Here suddenly seemed to be an opportunity of

doing for himself all that the old woman had un-
dertaken to perform, but in which she had so

grossly and unaccountably deceived him ; and
feeling his spirits somewhat revive by the hope-
fulness of the occurrence which was thus trans-

piring, he waited in the shade of the trees near

the gate until the lady's-maid, as he presumed her

to be, came near enough for him to address her.

Then she stopped, and seemed to listen as if in

expectation of some one's approach.
" Well, my pretty maid," said Lord Saxondale,

suddenly showing himself, " you are taking a late

walk in the garden here."
" Oh, dear ! how you have startled me," ex-

claimed the abigail, with a half-suppressed shi iek :

but as she immediately perceived that the cause

of her more than half-affected alarm was evidently

a gentleman by his dress, the self-sufliciency of

his speech, and the diamond studs which gleamed
in the starlight, she did not see any necessity for

liurrying away from the spot; on the contrary,

advancing close up to the gate, she ratlier ap-
peared to eomt the little chat which accident

thus threw in her way.

" What are you doing out here so late?" asked

Lord Saxondale.
" Well, it's like your impudence to question mo

in this manner !" said the young woman with an
arch toss of her head, though evidently being v-ciy

far from offended. " And suppose I was to atli

how it is }/ou are out so late ?"

" Well, then, I should at once tell you," returned

Saxondale. " I have been dining up at the

tavern yonder, with a parcel of friends of mine;
and we have swallowed no small quantity of wine.

Then we had cards and dice ; and if I had nt)t

lost a matter of three or four hundred guineas, I

should at once slip a ten-pound note into your
hand as an earnest of future rewards if you lend

me your aid in a certain enterprise I have iu

view."
" Oh ! I am sure you must indeed have been

drinking a great deal of wine to talk to ins ia

this way," said the lady's-maid, with an affected

giggle, which showed that if Lord Saxondale
were really earnest in what he said he was at

perfect liberty to go on and explain himself with-

out the fear of giving offence.

" I can assure you that I speak the truth," he
immediately rejoined. "But though I have lost

all my money at cards, as I tell you, there is no-

thing to prevent me from coming up to this neigh-

bourhood to-morrow and making it twenty
guineas instead of ten, that I design as a little

present for j'our acceptance."
" Oh, yes—I dare say ! It is all very pretty to

talk in this manner," cried the maid, with another

laugh, as if she pretended to regard his behaviour

only as a mere pleasantry. " But I should like to

know iu the first place who you are, tliat you speak

so fine and make such magnificent promises ?"

Tlie young nobleman had not been despoOfd
of his card-case by the female highwayman: lie

accordingly took it forth from his pocket, and
producing one of its pasteboard contents, han(4/>d

the same to the lady"s-maid, who was enabled liy

the clearness of the night to read the name upuu
it.

"Well, my lord," she said, with a somewhat
more respectful tone — though all along her man-
ner had been affably familiar and flippantly gra-

cious enough—" I of course begin to believe that

you are serious in what you have said ; for of

course a gentleman never breaks a promise—and
a lord is more than a gentleman."

"Now tell me who you are waiting for?" said

the young nobleman.
" For my mistress, whom I expect home every

minute," was the reply. " I got so tired of waiting

that I came out hoping to hear the sounds of the

carriage-wheels. And, by the bye, the moment we
do catch them, your lordship must hasten away."

" Would your mistress chide you for speekii/g

to me?" askid Saxondale.
" I don't exactly know that she would—for she

is indulgent enough," was the response : " but at

the same time if any one came home with her, it

would look so odd for mo to bo seen talking to a

gentleman at the gate. Besides
"

"Besides, what?" inquired Saxondale, as tho

soubretle suddenly stopped short. " TcH me, what
were you about to say ?"

"Oh, notliing!" rejoined tho young woman,
with an arch smile through the bars of the gnt<?.

"Only "
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" Only wLat? You liavo got somelliing at ttio

very tip of your tougue and do not like to say it."

" Well, my lord, I am speaking to a stranger,"

returned tho young woman, somewhat more

seiiously than before: "and of course I do not

like to gossip about my mistress's affairs to every-

body."
" Your mistress belongs to tlie Opera ?" observed

fcaxondale.
" Ah! then you know something about her?"

at once exclaimed the soiibrctte. " Ai\<\ now I re-

jneniber your lordship did say something about

entcrtainingcertain viewsandrcquiringmy assist-

ance. Was that said for fun or in earnest V"

" Ciuito in earnest," answered Saxondale ;
" and

it was for that purpose I promised you a reward.

Indeed, if I liad not been robbed "

" llobbed ! I thought you had lost your money
at cards'?"

" To bo sure ! I said so. But cannot a person bo

robbed at cards as well as on tho highway V"

t' Certainly. However, I have your lordship's

promise for aproof of your kindness ; and as I con-

sider your word to be your bond, lani just as ready

to listen to what your lordship has to say as if I

had the gift in my pocket."
" From- something that has escaped my lips,"

resumed Edmund, " you have seen that I know a

little about your mistress. I have seen her at the

Opera - and to see is to admire. But there is still

aipother step which is to be explained by staling

that to admire is to burn to possess. Now, in plain

terms, is there anything to hope?"
" It all depends, my lord," replied the soubrette.

" Depends upon what?" inquired Saxondale.
" Terms—offers—settleujeuts—and so forth,"

was the answer.

"Then, is your mistress mercenary?"
*' Nut exactly mercenary—but she loves money,

lUst as a great many other ladies do, as a means of

procuring pleasure, to live in good style, keep her

carriage and servants, and so forth— all of which
she could not do with her salary at the Opera."

" And yet she is handsomely paid, according to

report," remark>'d Edmund.
" Not so well as people think, perhaps," re-

joined the soubrette. " But you asked me if there

were any hope? It is for you to get acquainted

with my mistress, and see what she says.

You do not seem too bashful, my lord, in

making known your wishes ; and certainly she

will not be too bashful in giving you an answer.
Of course I shall say everything I can in your
favour ; and you know that a lady's-maid in

these cases possesses great influence with her mis-

|,ress."

" Undoubtedly. You we lier lady's-maid, then ?

J thought 80 the very first moment I saw yoij. One
paa always tell a lady's-maid

"

" Yes—wo have a certain air," remarked the

young woman, tossing her head conceitedly. " But
why, nij' lord, do you not come and call to-

morrow ? or else write s^ very tender and aflec-

tiouate billet?"
•' Good heavens !" exclaimed Saxondale ; "is it

possible that yourniistress would either receive me
as a visitor without any introduclion, or take no-

tice of any letter I might send her?"
" Well, considering that you are a lord," re-

Bpouded the soubrette slyl}', and with a sort of

IP^stpriouB coufidencA, ' 1 think it very probable

i.'iy mistress might dispense with the usual formali-

ties. Indeed, if she were to come home alone pre-

sentlj', I am not quite sure but that you miKlit be
pardoned for yourboldne.ss in introducing yourself

to her at once."
'' Is this possible 7' exclaimed Edmund, now so

elated that he forgot all the previous mis;idveu-

tures of the night.
" It is so possible," was the response, " that I

sh(.uld advise yon to make theattrmpt. Or if you
are too bashful, you can just walk a little way up
the road and leave me to say a few words to my
mistress. Then, if i were to come down to the gate

and ask you to walk in and take supper with her

—

for she always has supper when she comes home,
and it is now ready served in the drawing-
room- ^"

" If you are not trifling with me," exclaimed
Edmund, "and if you could really manage what
you have just proposed, it should not be merely
twenty guineas that I would put into your hand
to-morrow, but fifty."

" Well, my lord," answered tho sottbrette, "it

all depends upon whether a certain person comes
home presently with my mistress. And that,

to tell you the truth, was what I alluded to just

now when you told me I had something at

the tip of my tongue that I did not like to speak

out."
" But who is this certain pei-son ?" inquired

Saxondale.
" Mr. Walter, at the Opera."
" What, one of the great authorities of tho esta-

blishment ?" ejaculated Saxondale. " Oh ! I know
him tolerably well. I have frequently spoken to

him behind the scenes—a stout, elderly gentle^

man "

" The same," responded the soubrette. " He's a
nice enough man in his way, but very particular

iudeed ; and that was why I was fearful that if

he did come home presently with my mistress,

he would be angry on finding me talking to any
one at tho gate. Oh ! ho is so particular," repeated

the abigail, " and treats my mistress just as if she
were his wife—hands her in and out of her car-

riage with the greatest respect
"

" But what, then, has he to do with your mis-

tress ?" demaHded Saxondale. " Is ho related to

her?"
" Oh ! my lord, how stupid you are ! Can't you

guess ?"—then with anotherslylook, and oncemore
in a mysterious tone of confidence, the soubrette

added, "He is just as much related to her as your
lordship wishes to be."

" Do you mean to tell me she is living under his

protection ?" demanded Edmund in astonishment.

The souhrdtt nodded her head affirmatively.

" Oh, the sly puss !' ejaculated Saxondale : "and
rumour speaks so highly of her virtue ! Well, after

all, I was right," he observed, musing audibly, "in
what I said to my friend Stiiunton, when I declared

that I had no great opinion of the virtue of any
female upon tho stage. But still I did think that

she was virtuous as yet—although I fancied that

her virtue was not an impregnable citadel. And
you tell me," he continued, again addressing him-
self to the soubrette, " that your mistress is living

under the protection of this Mr. Walter ?"

" Yes. Is there anything astonishing in it
?"'

" Oh, nothing at all ! But is she much attached

toUim?"
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" No—far from it : and between you aiul me,

my lord, the couquest will not prove altogether

so difficult as you may fancy. But here she

comes! Hasten away for a few minutes!"

Lord Saxonda!e, whose ear had suddenly

caught the sounds of an approaching vehicle at

the same time as the lady's-maid's, at once acted

in obedience to her suggestion, and hurried higher

up the road. Then stopping and looking back,

he perceived a brougham drive up to the gate of

the villa-garden. The lady's-maid immediately

issued forth—the coachman leapt down—and one

person only emerged from the carriage. That
person was a female—and she at once entered

the precincts of Evergreen Villa.

'' Now then," thouglit Saxondale to himself,

as he experienced a thrilling exultation of the

heart, "it is about ten to one that within a very

few minutes I shall have the happiness of being

in the presence of Signora Vivaldi. That souhrdte

of her's is an artful hussey, and is pretty sure to

manage the business cleverly. Ah! now the

coachman takes the vehicle round to the stables.

1 wonder how long I shall havo to wait here ?

Perhaps the maid is already opening the matter

to her mistress. But if the world only knew
what I have discovered to-night—that the beau-
tiful Angela Vivaldi, whose virtue has been
paraded off as immaculate as her loveliness is

transcending, is nothing more nor less than the

kept mistress of one of the great Dons of the

Opera, what casting up of eyes, and holding up
of liands, and lifting up of voices there would bo !

Well, after all, it will be a conquest of its kind

—

because I know she has refused so many offers

and has ti'eated so many letters with contemp-
tuous silence. And yet, if she should all of a

sudden receive me into favour it will be rather

astonishing. But the soubretfe spoke confidently

enough ! Ah ! I know wh .t it must be ! This
Signora has her pride and has refused two or

three Marquises, four or five Earls, and a whole
score of Barons, just because they were not of

ancient family; and I presume that cunning
soitbrette, knowing that I am descended from an-
cestors who lived in tlie time of the Tudors, is

very well aware beforehand tliat her mistress

will not say nay to me.''

In tliese and similar musings did half-an-hour

pass, while the conceited young nob]en)an was
kicking liis heels to and fro in the road. At length

he heoame uneasy. Was it possible that the

lady's-maid liad been laughing in her sleeve at him
the whole tituo ? He began to fear so. But if it

were the case, would it not add the crowning ig-

nominy to all the previous humiliations of this

memorable night? Saxoudale was rapidly falling

into despondency. But ah ! the front door of the

villa opens—a female form trips fortii and speeds
down to the gate ! With hope suddenly reviving

—not merely reviving, but soaring up into exul-

tation—Lord Saxoudale hurries thitlier; and the
first glance he obtains of the lady's-maid's coun-
tenance, is the harbinger of happiness.

" Well, what news have you for mo?" he im-
patiently asked.

" Let this be the reply," responded the sovbretle:

and she opened the gate.

Edmund hastened in: the young woman shut
the gate—and hurriedly conducted him into the

hall. 'iiLere, as she closed the frout door, bhe
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throw upon him a look full of arch meaning, and
whispered " Did I not tell you that I should
succeed ? did I not promise a triumph ?"

Lord Saxondalo could scarcely retain his joy
as he breathed the most liberal promises in the

ears of the young woman.
" Walk in, my lord," she said throwing open a

door leading out of the hall. " My mistress will

be with you immediately. She is merely making
some change in her toilet."

Saxoudale entered an apartmtment that was
not merely elegantly, but even luxuriously fur-

nished. A. table in the centre was spread with a
supper consisting of several cold dainties and
choice wines. The curtains had been drawu
closely over the windows ; and the rt)om was
lighted by a lustre suspended from the ceiling.

" Now," thought Lord Saxondalo to himself,
•' in a few minutes—perhaps in a few seconds—

I

shall have an opportunity of gazing close upon
those charms which I have already devoured from
a distance. But hers is a loveliness which cannot
diminish by anear view. Ah ! what happiness !"

—

and he literally rubbed his hands with delight.

At this moment he heard female voices whis-
pering in the hall : then the door opened—and
then a lady of tall stature, great beauty, and
elastic walk, entered the room. She was clad in

an elegant wrapper thrown loosely around her
;

and in her appearance there was not merely that

negligent abandonment of one who has just put
on a deshabilltje, but also a meretricious exposure
of her charms.

She was not the Signora Vivaldi—and there-

fore Lord Saxondale at once took her to be eithiir

a guest or a relation of a fair danseiise. He
accordingly bowed with the politest courtesy, but
volunteered no explanation of his object in

obtaining this interview.
" Your lordship will doubtless think me very

indiscreet and very imprudent," said the lady,

motioning him to be seated, as she threw herself

listlessly upon a sofa placed near the suppor-

table, " in receiving you at this time of night—or

rather, I should say, at so early an hour in the

morning : but from all that my maid told me of

your lordship's anxiety to form my acquaintance,

I was vain enough to suppose "

"Your maid?" echoed Lord Saxondale, with
unfeigned astonishment. " Surely there must
be some mistake ? It was the fair mistress of

the villa to whom I was desirous of paying my
respects."

" And I, my lord," answered the lady, reddening

with mingled indignation and wounded pride, " am
the mistress of the villa ! U your lordship is disap-

pointed, and expected to meet some other {>erson,

your lordship can retire. It was not I who sought

this interview : and therefore the Iiumiliatiou of

the mistake will not rest with me."
" Do not be angry, I beseech you !" cried Saxon-

dale, scarcely recovering from his bewilderment.
" It is true that 1 had been led to imagine another

lady lived here : but the one in whoso presence 1

have the honour to find myself, is so charming a

substitute that it is as it were only finding myself

in one part of Paradise wlien 1 had fancied that

I was being led to another."

" Your lordship at all events has the art of turn-

ing a compliment most prettily," said the young
lady, smiling so as to reveal a set of very beautiful
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teeth. "But pray whom did you expect to meet

here on tlie present occasion ?"

" To tell you tlie truth, it was H-.v .Signora

Vivaldi,'" answered Saxondale.
" Oh, the prude !" instantaneously cried the fair

one, with an indignant toss of tlie head. " But I

begin to understand how this mistake originated.

It is doubtless because I also belonging to tho

Opera "

"Just so!" exclaimed Lord Saxondale. "And
now tell mo at whose feet t have the honour of

kneeling?" he added, suiting the action to the

word, and dropping down upon his knees before the

lady whose hand he took and pressed to his lips.

" You may know me as Emily Archer, if you
like," was tho response, accompanied by a sweet

seductive smile: "but at the Opera and to the

world I am known as Mademoiselle D'Alembert."
" Oh ! then, if I have lost one beautiful dumeiise^

I have obtained another!" exclaimed Edmund, as

he again pressed her hand to his lips : then rising

from his knees and seating himself by her side, he

said, " flow foolish in me not to have rccogniz.od

you at once ! I have often admired you—and be-

tween ourselves considered you a much finer ar

tiste than tho Signora Vivaldi "

" Ah ! my dear Lord Saxondale," exclaimed Miss

Archer, " it is only jealousy, and bad taste, and

envy, and want of discernment, and all kinds of

nasty feelings, that have p\it me second instead of

first. But come, let ustake some supper—and a

glass of champagne will enliven our discourse."

Lord Saxondale and the meretricious beauty of

the Opera-ballet accordingly placed themsclvesat

tabic ; and by the time tho young nobleman had

imbibed his third glass of champagne lie had not

merely forgotten the beautiful Angela altogether,

but found himself breathing tho most extravagant

proposals in tho oars of the seductive Emily

Archer,

CHAPTEK XV.

THE GKANl) ENXEKTAINMENT.

TuiiN WO uow to the re-sideuce of Lady Macdonald
in Cavendish Square.

It was six o'clock in the evening of the day that

followed the night of Lord Saxondale's many ad-

ventures ; and Lady Fiorina Staunton was seated

in her own private apartment adjoining her bed-

chamber. The room wasspleudidly furnished ; and
tho ornaments were of a character which displayed

tlie refined taste of its presiding diviuity. Several

exquisite alabaster statues were dispersed about

—

there were vases filled with flowers which exhaled

a delicious perfume—and on a side table were scat-

tered drawing-materials, with a few exquisite spe-

cimens of tho art in water-colour.

Fiorina was dressed for a party. Her beautiful

hair was arranged in ringlets, andornameuted with

pearls and a single camelia that seemed typical of

her own virgin purity. She was seated at a table,

whereon lay a book and a letter, both of which sho

had been reading. The former was a volume of

Scott's Poems, of which she was a great admirer:

the letter was one that had been received by her

ftun I that same afternoon from Mr. Guuthorpe, and
which had been given to our fair Leroiuo to read.

But at the moment when we thus afford the
reader a glimpse into that splendidly furnished

apartment. Lady Fiorina was neither reading book
nor letter, but was plunged into a deep reverie.

Exquisitely beautiful did she seem as she eat,

statue-like, in her rich dress and with her looks

bent pensively downwards,—so exquisitely beau-

tiful indeed, that it appeared a sin to allow the

heart of so fair a creature to experience the slight-

est source of vexation or sorrow ! And yet sorrow
did lurk in that gentle bosom of hers: for the

young lady could not blind hereelf to the circum-

stance that in being regarded as the fiiture wife

of Lord Saxondale, she was to be sacrificed to the

wretched conventionalisms of high life, and that

her hand was to be bestowed upon one whom she

could not possibly love and who even inspired her

with aversion and disgust. But there was another

circumstance to which Floriua could not close her

convictions : and this was, that if she did not love

Lord Saxondale she nevertheless loved another I

" Yes," she thought to herself in the depth of '

that reverie in which we find her plunged, " Ae is i

one of nature's true aristocracy and needs no fac-

titious ornament of rank nor-accideutal advantage i

of fortune to render him truly estimable. I feel ;

that I love him ! I ran no longer shut out this
|

truth from my mind. But in thus admitting it
j

unto myself, is it not the same as acknowledging
my own uiihappiuess? Alas, yes! for it is in vaia !

that I love him 1 never can be his. Oh ! that !

ho loves nie in -return, I know—I am con-
'

vinced ! Y^es, William Deveril loves mo !"—

and as she thus spoke his name even to herself,
!

she suddenly started as if with the conscious-

ness of some guilty thought or deed. '• And
now," she continued, in her silent reverie, " I am
decked to go forth into the brilliant saloons of

fashion— to smile with my lips while my heart is

weeping—to look happy in my face while my
my soul is dark with sorrow !"

I

At this moment a door opened at the extremity !

of Lady Floriua's apartment ; and galvanized as

it were from her deep absorbing reverie, she
;

started and looked round, as if fearful lest the

person now entering, whoever it were, might read
\

in her features the thoughts that had been agi-

tating in her mind.
" .4h, my dearauut !" she exclaimed, rising from

her chair : " is the carriage at the door ?"

" Yes, Flo dear," responded Lady Macdonald

—

anclderly woman, superblydressed, but the artifices

of w hose toilet could not conceal and scarcely even

mitigate the ravages of time upon a beauty that in
;

lier younger days had been of no common order.

" It is half-past six—Lady Saxondale dines at

seven—and you know that she is so particular,

she is always punctual."
" I am ready, aunt," replied Fiorina. " Butsurely

it will not take half-an-hour," she added, smiling.

" to reach Park Lane ?—and I know that you do

not like to bo there much before the time."
" True," observed Lady Macdonald: " we will

wait five minutes. Have you read Mr. Guuthorpe's

letter which I sent into you just now ?"

" I have read it with some degree of astonish-

ment," answered Fiorina. " The other night, when
he first introduced himself to me and Harold at tho

Opera, he said that he should be delighted to pay

you a visit ; and I assured him that you would bo

well pleased to bhow him every attention. And
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now," added Fiorina, taking up the letter from
the table and glancing her eyes over it, "he
says that his uumerous occupations in the City

and the attention which he has to devote to

certain business-matters, have compelled him to

decide upon resigning for the present the advan-
tages he would otherwise have been delighted to

reap from Uncle Eagicden's letters of introduc-

tion. He dined with Harold the otlier day,"

added Fiorina, speaking hesitatingly; "and I

do hope that my brother treated him with

civility."

"Mr. Gunthorpe appears to bo a singular kind

of person," remarked Lady Maf^donald. " How-
ever, he can act as he pleases. By the bye, talking

of Harold— is he to be at Saxondale House
tliis evening ?"

" I believe so," responded Fiorina: " but I

have not seen him to-day."
" And Edmund—has he called ?" asked Lady

Macdonald.
" He has not been here since Saturday, when

he came with Harold to take me to the Upera."
"What! and this is Tuesday evening?" ex-

claimed Lady Macdonald, in a tone of vexation.
" Three whole days without coming to pay his

respects to you I— tliatis rather too bad And
yet," she immediately added, "it is nothing in

liigh life. The sphere in which we move is in

many respects different from the other grades of

society in its usages and customs."
" Then I wish that I had been born in another

sphere," observed Fiorina, in the lowest and
most melting accents of her fluid voice.

"Niece, I do not like remarks of this kind,"

exclaimed Lady Macdonald, in a tone of remon-
strance.

" But my dear aunt," replied the gentle girl,

"surely the satisfaction of expressing my fanciful

wishes is left to me, even though all other power
of free-will be denied."

"Wliat moans this language, nieco?" demanded
Lady Macdonald. " Ah, I understand! It is one
of those covert reproaches which you sometimes
throw out against me, for having studied your
best possible interests by arranging with Lady
Saxondale that her sou was to become your
accepted suitor. I hope that you will not prove
ungrateful "

" Uu- rateful !—no, not to you, my dear aunt
!"

cried the young lady, approaching her elderly

relative and looking affectionately up into her
countenance. " To me you have supplied the

place of a lost mother ; and I know that all you
do is (lone for the best. Still

"

" Hush, my dear child !" exclaimed Lady Mac-
donald, wlio really loved her niece: "1 know
what you would say. You would tell me the

old story—that you cannot love Edmund : but in

the sphere in whicli we move," continued her

ladyship, making use of a phrase which was a

great favourite with her, "love has very little

to do with marriages. If I had a fortune to leave

you, my dear girl, it would be different : but as

all I possess dies with me, it was absolutely

nec<'Ksary for me to think of settling you well in

life—and with all his faults, Lord Saxondale is a

very eligible match. Besides, these faults of hia

arc only the invariable frolics of youth ; and it is

bettor that he should sow bis wild oats when
young, before he marries, so that after he does

marry he may settle downSnto a steady and quiet
husband. But while we are talking hei-o the time

is slipping awaj', and we must be off."

I ady Macdonald and her niece thereupon de-

scended to the carriage that was waiting, and in

which they were borne to Park Lane. On arriving

at Saxondale House, they were conducted up-.'-tairs

to the magnificent drawing-rooni, where Lady
Saxondale, witli her two daughters, was waiting
to receive her guests. Her ladyship was sump-
tuously apparelled, and looked as if invested with
a perfectly imperial dignity. Juliaua, the elder

;
daughter, likewise shone iu the glory of that

!
proud and haughty beauty which she inherited

]
from her niotlier: while the delicate and interest-

ing loveliness of Constance appeared to greater

advantage by the contrast.
" Wliere is Edmund ?" asked Lady Macdonald,

when the usual greetings liad been exchanged on
all sides.

" I expect him every moment : I should hope
that he will not fail to make his appearance," re-

sponded Lady Saxondale, a cloud lowering upon
her grandly handsome countenance, as if she felt

that it was too bad for her son not to be there

already. " Ha knows that there is a dinner-party

I

this evening "

Her ladyship's sentence was interrupted by the

I

opening of the door ; and Lord Petersfield was

j

announced. This was one of Edmund's guar-
dians, and was therefore received with very great

attention and extreme politeness by Lady Saxon-
, dale. He was an old man—stout, but not exactly
corpulent—tall and stately—and dignified even
to solemn pomposity both in his manner and
speech. He was a diplomatist, and had been

i

ambassador to several of the principal European
Courts ; but for certain political reasons which it

, is not worth while to enter into here, heat present

j

held no office although the party to which he
belonged was at the time in power. The most

I

common observer could not be live minutes in hia

company without discovering him to be a diplo-

matist, though previously uninformed of the fact

:

for Loi'd Petersfield never spoke a word that was
not duly measured, and scarcely ventured to per-
form the most trivial action without appearing
to reflect whether it were a wise one or not.

Ever invested with that solemn and indeed awful
air of gravity which he had contracted during a
long career in diplomacy. Lord Petersfield con-
stantly looked as if the weight of the whole
world's affairs were upon his shoulders, and that

the slightest unguaukd word would plunge them
I into ruin. Sometimes, if lio could not make up
Ids mind what answer to give to even the most
trivial question put to him, he would remain
scrupulously silent. Thus, if anybody observed
that " the weather was very fine," and Lord
Petersfield on casting his eyes upwards beheld the

least cloud upon the heavens, he would prudently

shut himself up in a solemn silence rather than

stand the chauce of compromising his judgment
by admitting that it was fine when it was just

possible to rain. If his opinion were asked upon
any passing event or current topic, ho was very

seldom able to bring liis mind to give an imme-
diate response : ho was not aware—ho had not

thought upon it—or it was a subject that rcijuired

the deepest consideration. If he were mot in the

street proceeding to his Club or to the House
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of Lonis, and being nsknl wliiilicr lie was going,

he would not ininiediately reply—it was possible

he might be on Lis way to the one place or the

«>ther—but he would not pledge himself to the

fact he would ratlier not con promise himself by
Mio assurance that it was so—many things might

happen in the interval. Indeed, Lord Petersfield

had a holy abhorrence of all downright questions,

Slid never could give a prompt or straightforward

*iiswer. He even once, when accosted at a party

and asked if be were not Lord Petersfield, looked

positively dismayed at such a pointed question,

replying that he did not exactly know—he had
not considered upon it—he would rather not com-
promise himself—he might be Lord Petersfield

—

it was possible - but still no man ought to be

called upon to answer in a hurry a query of

such grave personal importance. Nay, it was
even whispered that when liis lordship (who
married late in life, conducted his intended to the

altar, and was asked " whether he would take that

woman to be his wife," his countenance grow
awfully grave and his looks profoundly solemn,

while he assured the clergyman that he was not

prepared to 8 eak decidedly upon the point—he

did not like to coni]ironiise himself— and had a

very particular aversion to such pointed queries.

Such was Lord Petersfield, one of Lady Saxon-
dalc's guests on tlie occasion of which we are

writing. Mr. Marlow, Edmund's other guardian
(of the firm of Marlow and Malton), was also

invited; and a very different person ho was from
his colleague in the trusteeship. For precisely as

liord Petersfield was slow, pompous, and heavy,

was the solicitor quick in action, glib in speech,

and volatile in motion. When the door was
thrown open and his name was announced, he
rushed in all in a flurry, just as if he were late

for an important case coming on before the

Judges at Westminster; and in the space of three

minutes he would talk more than Lord Petersfield

ever spoke in three years.

A quick succession of guests soon followed the

arrival of Lord Peteisfieid and Mr. Marlow,

—

—Lords and Ladies, Plight Ilonourablcs and Ho-
nourablos—in shuit, a brilliant company to the

numberof fifty : for this was a very grand dinner-

party that Lady Saxoudalc was giving on the

present occasion. Lord Harold was amongst the

guests : but it was not till the very last minute,
and just as Lady Saxondalo was beginning to

despair, that Edmund made his appearance.

It was now just five minutes past seven
o'clock, and Lady Saxoudalc, who liked to bo

very punctual, felt happy as she glanced around,

and rapidly counted to herself oil the guests who
were present, saw that their number was com-
plete. That elegant-looking page whom we have
especially noticed in a preceding chapter, now en-

tered the room, and gliding noiselessly over the

thick carpet, approached his noble mistress, who,
fancying that he- came merely to receive tho

usual order to serve dinner up atonce, nodded in a

significant manner to that effect. But it appeared

that the page's object in accosting Lady Saxon-
dale at the moment was of another kind : for ho

bent down and whispered, " Please, my lady, a

woman is waiting in the hall to speak to your
ladyship upon very important business."

"Did you not give her a proper answer?"
asked Lady Saxondale, in a low tone, but with

an angry look, as if she thought the page had
not done his duty.

" I assured the woman," was the whispered
response, " that your ladyship would see no on*
now ; but she desired me to say that she must
have an interview if only for a minute, without
delay too, for she has got to be quite at the othei
end of London by nine o'clock. Please, my lady,

those are the woman's own words."
Lady Saxoudale seemed struck by an astonish-

ment not unmingled with dismay at this intelli-

gence, and for a moment she hesitated how to

act—muiTOuring to herself, '• Who can it possibly

be?" Then suddenly making up her mind, she
said, " Go and show the woman into the parlour
down stairs, and I will come to her in a moment."
None of the guests overheard this rapid and

brief colloquy between her ladyship and tho
page : nor was the emotion of the former, on re-

ceiving so insolent a message, observed by any
one present in the drawing-room, save her iMt-r
daughter Juliana—and this young lady's atten-

tion was only drawn to the incident by the cir-

cumstance that from under her long eye-lashes

she was bending stealthy and sidelong glances
towards the beautiful page the whole time that

he was in the room. 'Ihus was it that Juliana
was led to observe that something had trans-

pired to vex and aiarm her mother: but though
suddenly animated with a deep curiosity to learn

what it was, she did not dare follow her parent
from the room for the purpose.

Lady Saxondale, with a gracious apology to

those guests who were seated near her for her
being compelled to leave them for an instant,

quitted the apartment, and proceeded down stairs

to the room wliere the obtrusive visitress was
waiting to see her. Her ladyship remained absent
for about a quarter of an hour, during which in-

terval Juliana was puzzling herself to conjecture

what on earth it could be that had thus evidently
troubled her mother. A t the expiration of that time
Lady Saxondale returned to the drawing-room •

and still from beneath her long dark lashes did

Juliana intently watch her mother's countenance
She at once saw that it was pale, and bore the

traces of very recent agitation—an agitation, too,

which was evidently still heaving within her
ladyship's bosom, but all outward appearance of

which she was endeavouring with a mighty
effort to conceal. Eoturning to her seat, she at

once entered with high-bred ease and graceful

courtesy into the topic of tho conversation that

was going on around her; but in the tones of her

mother's voice the keen and cunning Juliana per-

ceived the evidences of that inward trouble which
she had already obseiveJ reflected in her looks.

Dinner was announced; and tho aristocratic

throng proceeded to the banquetting-room, which
presented a magnificent appearance to the eye. It

was comptctcly flooded withthedazzlinglightshed

from two lustres eachcontaining at least forty wax-
candles ; the table literally groaned beneath the

massive services of plate ; and twenty domestics in

gorgeous liveries were in attendance. The dinner
passed off as all such banquets in high life usually

do—that is to say, heavily,—all realentliusiasm of

feeling and true sense of enjoyment being weighed
down and chilled by the petrifying intluencc of

formality. Lord Petersfield was, if possible, more
reserved, guarded, and cautious in all he said and
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did than ever ; and his air of diplomacy hung about

him with a truly awful elFcct. When asked which

eoup he would prefer, he gave the domestic such an

overwhelming gaze that the unfortunate footman

wished the floor would open and swallow him up

:

but when pointedly asked by Lady Saxondale which

part of the tiu'bot he preferred, he looked as if he

thought there was a design to entrap him into some

euare or take an advantage of him. In this way his

lordship helped to render the ceremonials of the

dinner-table inore coldly ceremonious still, and the

formalities more icily formal. As for Lady Saxon-

dale, she did the honours of the table with the dig-

nified grace and well-bred courtesy becoming her

rank, and also hei^'posltion as mistress of the house

:

but despite all her efforts to throw a veil over the

thoughts that were agitating within her brain, there

were nevertheless moments when the keen eye of

Juliana coidd detect a sudden expression of anguish

flitting over her mother's proud countenance ; and

ehe likewise noticed the almost preterhuman effort

which on those occasions her ladyship exerted to rise

dominant as it were above the internal agony that

was torturing her. More than ever, therefore, was

Juliana's curiosity excited; and in the secret depths

of her own mind did she resolve by some means or

another to penetrate the mj'stery.

It was not till past nine o'clock that the ladies

withdrew to the drawing-room, and the gentlemen

were left at table to drink a few more glasses of

wine ere summoned to partake of coffee. Thank
heaven! the disgusting and bestial system of sitting

for hours over the wme after the ladies have retired,

has of late years been raprUy falling into desuetude,

English habits in this respect yielding to the civiliz-

ing influenceg of French examples. But still, at

dinner-parties, the gentlemen persist in remaining

a little while to enjoy a jovial glass until coffee be
served up in the drawing-room ; and so it was upon
the present occasion. Mr. Marlow, glad to be re-

lieved from the sliackles of those foi'malities which

bad hitherto prevailed, began to rattle away with

his wonted volubility, and quite alarmed Lord Pe-

torsfield by suddenly asking that nobleman which
Lis lordship preferred, generally speaking, the French

or Ehenish wines ? The cautious diplomatist gave

Mr. Marlow an awful look, as if he slu-ewdly sus-

pected the cunning lawyer meant to take some ad-

vantage of him by so pointed a question : then in

grave and solemn tones, he announced that it was a

oubject which, considering the rival interests that

existed in respect to wmes between France and
Germany, he could not possibly bo expected to give

an opinion upon, until lie had examined all the most
recent parliamentary documents bearing on the

point. Indeed, his lordship more than hinted that

the very stability of existing treaticB might bo

jeopardized by hazarding too rash an opinion on
such a grave and unportant subject.

Lord Saxondale and Lord Harold Staunton, who
had hitherto been separated during the dinner, now
took advantage of the comparative freedom which

the \vithdrawal of the ladies jiormittod; and getting

together they began to chat in a low touo upon
affairs interesting only to themselves.

" Well, how have you got on with the beauteous

Angela?" asked Lord Harold.
" Not at all," was the response. " But such an

adventure ! I cannot tell it you all now. Your

valet Alfr'.'d, despite his clo was quite

" What do you mean ? Did he not put you on
the true scent ?"

" At this very moment," rirturned Saxon.lale, " I

am as ignorant as ever I was of the abode of Signore
Vivaldi."

" Then she does not live at the place to which
Alfred followed her ?" observed L<jrd Harold, with

unfeigned surprise.

"It was not she whom Alfred followed at alL

But mind, it was not poor Alfred's fault ; and so I

do not blame him The lady whom he did follow, is

just of the same heiglit as Angela— and when
wrapped up in a cloak and veiled, might in the

hurry of the moment be easily taken for the

Signora."

"Then vrh© in heaven's name was she?" asked

Staunton, scarcely knowing whether to believe his

young friend's story or not.

" You know—at least by sight— Mademoiselle
d'Alembci't ?"

I

" What, Emily Archer ? of course I do^and so

do a dozen others."

I

" Isn't she a splendid creature ?" asked Saxon-

dale, his ear not having caught Staunton's last

j

words nor his eye having noticed the somewhat sar-

castic smile which appeared on his friend's lip.

,

" Having been disappointed in my hope of meeting

Angela, it was an immense consolation to fall in

with Emily Archer as a substitute. Well, to be

brief, she and I have made certain arrangements

together ; and this morning, after breakfast, she

wrote the pi-ettiest, sweetest, and genteelest Httle

billet in the world, telling her friend Mr. Walter

that she thanked him for all past kindnesses, but

was compelled by circumstances to give him his dis-

missal."

I
" Then you have taken her under your protec-

tion P" asked Staunton : and as Saxondale nodded an
afSi'mative, he immediately added, "X)f course you
have abandoned your love-campaign in respect to

Signora Vivaldi P"

I

" Oh, certainly ! Miss Archer stipulated that aa

one of the conditions
"

" And therefore you will not consider it treacher-

' ous or unfair on my part if I take up the pur-

suit which you have thus renounced ?" continued
' Staunton.

j

" By all means do so," rejoined Edmund. " I am
so well pleased with Miss Emily that it is with no
great pang I abandon my hopes of the Signora.

And now I wish you good luck in the affair you are

taking in hand."

I

There was a passing smile upon Lord Harold's

I

coimtenance, which seemed to imply that he thought

j

Edmund a very great fool for his pains : but as at this

moment Lord Potersficld addressed some particular

I

question to Saxondale, the latter did not notice

Staunton's look.

I

Soon afterwards the gentlemen proceeded to the

drawing-room where cotlVe was served round ; and
then the whole magnificent suite of stat^-apartments

was throwii open for the dance. Carriages kept

rolling up to the doors of Saxondale House, depo-

siting their aristocratic burdens, and then rushing

away again to make room for fresh arrivals : so that

by ten o'clock the brilliantly-lighted rooms were

thronged with an almost countless company ; and t
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plendid band being in attendance, the alternate

quadrille and waltz soon sounded most inspiritingly

througliout the mansion.

Lady Saxoudaie performed the part of a hostess

witli that dignified but quiet air which belongs to
j

high breeding ; and truly magnificent did she appear

with her grand beauty set off by all the advantages

of a superb toilet. The white ostrich plumes waved

gracefully above the head which she carried with a

statuesque elegance slightly commingled with 1

hauteur ; and no one who now gazed upon that

proudly handsome countenance would have for a

moment fancied that its serene dignity was but a

mask veiling the inward troubles of the soul. In a

suite of apartments thi-onged with splendid speci-
i

mens of the female sex, Lady Saxondale was as-

suredly the most superb. There were others more

sweetly and interestingly beautiful—such, for ex-

ample, as the captivating Lady Fiorina Staimton,

or even Lady Saxondale''s younger daughter Con-

stance: but there was not one who. in Juno-like

majesty of form and splendid pride of glorious

womanhood, could be pointed out as a rival to Lady

Saxondale. Behold her as she now stands, for a few

moments a little way apart from the brilliant throng,

with one fair hand lightly resting upon the marble-

slab of a side-table, sui-veying the crowds of ele-

gantly dressed men, stately dames, and lovely girls

whom she has assembled there; and even tl'*^

Teriest anchorite would be compelled to confess thc^

it were a pity to retire from a world embellished by

so superb and magnificent a beauty.

It was dm-ing an interval between the dances

that Juliana, Lady Saxondalo's elder daughter,

slipped unperceived from the ball-room ; and going

forth upon the landing, cast a rapid and scrutiniz-

ing glance around. Two pages were standing a

httle way down the staircase, conversing with each

other. One of them was Francis Paton, that beau-

tiful youth of eighteen whom we have already de-

scribed. Juliana called the other page to her, and

sent him away on some trilling errand which

suggested itself at the moment, and which indeed

was a mere pretext to enable her to snatch an op-

portunity of saying a word to his good-looking com-

panion. The moment he had disappeared down the

stairs, Juliana beckoned Frank to approach ; and

the colour mantled in vivid scarlet upon the youth's

countenance as he hastened to obey that summons.
"Frank," said Juliana, her own countenance

likewise blushing as she bent upon him the flashing

light of her superb dark eyes, " tell me, what was
that message you delivered to her ladyship before

dinner ? I noticed that she seemed annoyed and
uneasy ; and it has troubled me much."

Juliana might have said, if she had told the

truth, that the only trouble she had experienced in

the matter was that of the most lively curiosity,—

a

curiosity, indeed, so intense that she had not been
able to restrain lierself until the morrow ere she

sought to gratify it.

"It was a woman ?/is8, who called," replied

Fi-ank, almost ovcrc.-.»ie with bashfulness; "and
she would insist upon se-.ing her ladyship."

" A woman to be tlius impertinent !" exclaimed

Juliana, her curiosity still more piqued. " What
did she want ?"

" I do not know, Miss," returned the page, raising

his large liquid hazel eyca for a moment to the

mantling countenance of the patrician young lady,

and then casting down his looks again in greater

confusion than before.

"But what sort of a woman was she?" asked

Juliana, in a soft tremulous voice that quivered

with the same emotions which made her heart throb
;

for she felt consumed with a devouring passion &3'

she fixed her regards xipon the beautiful youth

before her.

"She was a very common woman. Miss,

—

wretchedly dressed—with a cloak and cap. She
had no bonnet on Altogether, I did not like her

looks. But I suppose she was some poor woman
asking charity or a favour, and not knowing very

well how to behave herself."

At this moment the sounds of footsteps ascending

the stairs were heard ; and Juliana, flinging upon
the page a look as expressive of a fervid passion as

looks could possibly bo, turned hurriedly av.ay and
passed into an ante-chamber, where she paused for

a few minutes to compose herself—for she felt the

blush of her fevered sensations still upon her cheeks.

Then, with the image of the beautiful page still

uppermost in her mind—but also still continuing to

wonder what the meaning of that mysterious visit

to Lady Saxondale could possibly be—she returned

into the state-apartments, where her hand was im-

mediately soUcited for the ensuing dance.

We have already said that Mr. Marlow, one of

Lord Saxondale's guardians, was a guest at the

banquet. His partner Mr. Malton had also beoa

invited ; but through pressing business, this gentle-

man had been unable to reach Saxondale House
until the saloons were thrown open for the ball.

Though somewhat resembling his partner in j^er-

sonal exterior, he was not of the same bustling

' and volatile character, but far more precise, cool,

and sedately business-hlce. Shortly after he had

made his appearance, Mr. Marlow drew him aside
;

and they conversed together for a few minutes upoa
' some private matters of their own.

" I shall be unable to come to the office to-

morrow," said Mr. Marlow, " as I have got some-

thing particular to do at home. And yet you and I,

Malton, must manage to have an hour's conversa-

tion in the morning relative to that law-suit:"—

alluding to the business of which they had been
conversing, and which was of great importance to

their clients, though of none to the reader.

"Shall I run down to you very early?" asked

Mr. Malton.

"Why can't you come home with me to-night?"

suggested the bustling Marlow, taking off his kid

glove and displaying a splendid diamond ring as ho

ran his fingers through his hair. "Sleep at my
house, and then we can talk over the whole thing

at breakfast-time to-morrow. You are a bachelor,"

he added, laughing, " and have no account to giva

of your conduct to anybodj'."

"Well, be it so," responded the junior partner

after a few moments' consideration. " When my
carriage comes, I will order it to bo dismissed."

"And you will take a seat with me in mine," was

Mr. Marlow's prompt rejoinder. " Wo shall leavo

at midnight : for I can't stand late hours :"—auA
he played somewhat conceitedly with his supcA
gold guard-cliain.

" Nor I cither," responded Mr. Malton.

This little arrangement being catered into, th*
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tvro lawyers separated, and proceeded to different

parts of the room to mingle amongst the gay and

brilliant groups of Lady Saxondale's guests. But

we need not extend this chapter nor dwell at any

greater length upon the details of the splendid

entertainment ; but will at once proceed to turn the

reader's attention to a place and a scene contrast-

ing marvellously with the sumptuous mansion and

the glittering throng whereof we are now taking our

leave.

CHAPTEE XVI

LADY BESS.

True to her appointment with Chiflin the Cannibal,

Madge Somers crossed the threshold of Solomon

Patch's boozing-ken in Agar Town, just as the clock

in the tap-room was striking nine, on the same
evening on which Lady Saxondale's entertainrnfint

took place.

The Cannibal was drinking with a party of his

friends when Madge made her appearance in the

tap-room ; but laying down his pipe and tossing off

the remnants of his liquor, the Cannibal at once

rose from his seat and followed her up into the

room above. This room was specially devoted to

the private conferences of the persons frequenting

Solomon Patch's house. It was here that many a

dark and desperate deed was planned,—here that

the perpetrators thereof wore wont to assemble

afterwards and divide the fruits of their iniquity,

—

here also that Mr. Patch himself transacted busi-

ness with his friends when stolen property was to

bo disposed of. It was a wretched place, Solomon
|

Patch's love of money and niggard disposition pre-

venting him from laying out the few shillings that

might have rendered it somewhat decent. But
then, on the other hand, it answered the purpose
very well : no one grumbled at its rude furniture

—

its dirty floor and blackened walls : nor were the

persons who were accustomed to use the room, of

that delicate constitution likely to suffer by the

di-aughts from the broken windows or the places

where the absent panes were iucliCFerently stopped

up with old rags thrust through. A rude sort of

staircase led up to an attic above ; and this attic

was provided with a bed for the accommodation of

any one of Mr. Patch's friends whom circumstances
might compel to seek a temporary retii-emeut until

some menacing storm was blown over.

It was into the conference-room above described

that Madge Somers and Chiflin the Cannibal as-

cended, the former having obtained a candle from
the old landlady.

" Well," said ChilFm as he took a seat upon a rude
stool, " I suppose you have brought me my blunt

according to promise? I have been thinking a
good deal over that adventure of last night "

" Then I bog you will not think any more of it,"

interrupted Madge peremptorily. " An agreement
is an agreement: the business of last night has
ceased to be your affair altogether, and is now mine

;

so I will thank you not to interfere in my concerns,

if you wish us to continue good friends."

The Cannibal was abo\it to give some surly reply,

when Madge, tlirusting her hand into her pocket,

drew forth a quantity of sovereigns which she placed

upon the table. The sight of the gold at onoe made
the horrible countenance of the ruffian clear up

—

—that is to say, it cleared up as much as the murky
gloom of a thunder-cloud can be said to brighten

when the sun shines forth from another part of the

heaven upon it.

"Here are your hundred pounds," said Madge:
" and now be contented."

" Well, the look of this preciojs metal, aa

romance-writers call it," said Chiffin, •' is enough to

soften a fellow's heart t"—and while he thus spoke

he began to finder the gold pieces, counting them
over first of all to see that they were right, and then
weighing them in his hand. " You have kept your
promise, Madge," he continued as he secured the

money about his person ;
" and I have nothing more

to say—unless it is to offer to stand a bowl of punch
down stairs if you will come and partake of it."

But ere the woman had time to give the negative

answer which she was about to return, the door

opened, and Lady Bess sauntered with graceful ease

into the room. She was appatelled exactly in the

same manner as when we previously described her,

—her fine person being admirably set off by the

close-fitting frock coat, the well made pantaloons,

and all the other accessories of her masculine garb.

For a moment her magnificent large eyes, with so

bright a lustre shining in their black depths, were

flung scrulinizingly upon Mailge Somers and the

Cannibal, as if to penetrate their proceedings at a

single glance ; and then with that off-hand air of

easy negligence and gracefid listlessness which

generally characterized her, the female highwayman
took a seat at the table.

"I hope I am not intruding," she said. "That
old scoundrel Solomon told me you were up here

closeted together ; and as I have got a little business

to transact with him I thought there would be no
harm in joining you."

"Ah! I suppose it doesn't suit your gentility,"

growled ChifEn, " to stand lurking about down at

the bar, or to go and sit amongst my pals in the

tap-room."

"Is it not strange, ChifHn," cried Lady Bcs^
laughing good-naturedly, and thus displaying the

two splendid rows of teeth that graced her rich

mouth, " that you always have something compU-
mentary to say to me ? And yet I invariably treat

you with as much civility as possible."

" Perhaps, you think, more than I deserve," re-

marked Chiflin, somewhat softened by Lady Bess's

open-hearted frankness.

"Under circumstances it certainly is," she r».

sponded: "for you scarcely ever say a civil word
to me."

" I don't know how it is, but I can't say that I
dislike you," resumed Chillin ;

" and yet I don't al-

together feel myself at home in your presence. You
are too fine and grand for me. Besides, you and
I never act together."

"Our avocations are so different," exclaimed
Lady Bess, with another merry laugh. " But what
if I were going to propose something of a grand
and startling nature, in which ycu can assist?

Now, Madge, you see the Cannibal's eyes glisten

;

and he is actually excited with the hint I have
thrown out."

" It's because in his heart he feels honoured by
this confidence you are going to shosr him," ob-
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served Madge, who keenly and skilfully read the

real feeling which had inspired the Cannibal at the

moment.
" Honour be hanged !" said ChiiBn surlily : then

immediately adopting a more conciliatory tone, he

hastened to observe, " But come, Lady Bess, if

there's anything you can really put in my way, I

slian't refuse to accept it; and it might make us

better friends."

" Very good : I will explain myself presently,"

replied the female highwayman : for at this moment
old Solomon Patch entered the room.

lie was an ill-looking man—shabbily dressed, of

sordid appearance, and with a sneaking slyness in

the expression of his countenance. The love of gain

was as clearly traced in every line of those angixlar

features and that wrinkled face as if his character

had been written thereon ; and it required no great

depth of observation to perceive that there was
scarcely any villauy from which Solomon Patch
would shrink so long as he beheld the certainty of a
commons ui'ate reward.

"Ain I intruding?" he asked, as he slowly and
hesitatingly entered this room—tliis delercutial

question not being addressed to either Chilfin or

Madge, but to the auiazonian beauty.
" Intruding—no !" she exclaimed. " All I want

you to do is to take these trinkets which I picked

up on the road last night, and give me what accord-

ing to your ideas you think they are worth." Thus
speaking. Lady Bess, with an indifferent and care-

less air, took from her pocket a watch and chain

and three or four finger-rings. "I might have
added some beautiful diamond studs to this little

parcel of jewellery if I had chosen," she observed

with a smile upon the fulness of her ripe and
luscious lips :

" but I let the poor frightened fellow

keep them."

While she was thus speaking, the watch and
rings which she had laid upon the table had sud-

denly become the objects of an earnest and intense

gaze on the part of Madge Somers, who at once

recognized them as having belonged to her guest

of the preceding night—young Lord Saxondale.

ChifBn the Cannibal was also contemplating the

trinkets—not because he knew them, for he did not

—but because it was in the man's nature to feel an

interest in anything that was the produce of plunder

or other illicit proceedings. Lady Bess was her-

self looking carelessly at the same objects at the

moment ; and therefore she did not perceive the

attention with which Madge Somers was fixing her

eyes on them.

Solomon Patch took them oflf the table, and bent

down towards the light in order to examine them as

closely as possible with a view to ascertain their

value : then after a long and careful scrutiny, he

said in a stammering, hesitating manner, " Well, I

don't know—I always like to deal with your lady-

ship—you are so good and generous : but I really

couldn't say more than thirty pounds—and that

would be quite a stretch, to oblige you."
" Oh ! never mind," said Lady Bess carelessly

:

" I do not intend to take less than fil'ty—and as I

am in no particular want of money at this moment,
1 will keep the trinkets till I am. Or perhajjs I

may take a gallop down to Gravpsend one of these

fine mornings and see what your brother Israel will

offer."

j

" Stop, stop, my lady !" e5r;)»iracd old Solomon,
evidently not wishing to let a gooil bargain slip out

]

of his hands. " I—I—don't mind saying forty

—

and that's the very outside."

"Give me over the things, you old scoundfjl,"
said Lady Bess, more good-naturedly than angrily.
" I am resolved not to part with them under the
fifty."

I
Solomon Patch continued turning the watch and

chain over and over in his hand : then he examined
the rings one after the other : then he recurred t-

the watch—opening it, examining the works, and
in short scrutinizing it most minutely in every

point. At length, after several fruitless attempts to

beat down Lady Bess in her price, he gave lier tlie

fifty poimds she demanded and walked oU" with the

spoil.

I

" Now," said ChifEa, as soon as Solomon Patch
had quitted the room, "what about this little

^

business that you have been talking of.'' Some-
thing that you and I can do together, y(ju kno«-,

I

and which is to make us better Mends than we have
yet been ?"

"Oh! you must not think," exclaimed Lady
Bess, somewhat haughtily, " that I want to curry

;
favour with you, ChilEn. But if I should be able

to let you into a good thing," she added with her

wonted frankness of humour, " perhaps you will

in future adopt a more civil tone towards me ?"

j

" Well, I don't know but what I should give you
my vote if the whole lot of us that frequent Sol

j

Patch's were to elect a captain. So you see I hav'n't

really any particular dislike to you. Lady Bess :"

—

and as Chiffin thus spoke he endeavoured to look as

pleasant as possible.

" There !" said Madge, addressing herself to the

female highwayman :
" I am sure after that you

I

won't refuse to throw a good thing in Chiffin's

way."

I

" Not I !" exclaimed Lady Bess. " And now then

to the point. Somewhere near Edmonton there

lives a lawyer named Marlow. Ue is very rich

—

thiidis a great deal of himself—and beileuks his

person with very valuable jewellery. He has got a

diar»5nd ring on his finger that was presented to

him by some lady to whose son he is guardian ; and
this ring is said to be worth two hunchxd guineas

at least. Then his watch is set round with bril-

liants—he has a splendid diamond pin in his shirt-

frill—and in his pocket-book ho always carries a
good round sum in l)ank-notes. Now, all these par-

ticulars I have ascertained direct from his coach-

man : no matter how. Well, this Mr. Marlow has

gone to a party to-night ; and I have positive infor-

mation that he has got all his splendid jewellery

about him—because it is to a first-rate house at the

West End that he has gone—indeed to the very

lady's to whose son he is guardian. In a word,

between twelve and one o'clock this niglit it is my
intention to ease him of those splendid jewels as

well as his purse and pocket-book, on the road U>

Edmonton."
"And you want mo to help you, I suppose?"

asked the Cannibal, with a grim smile of satisfaction

at thQ prospect thus lield forth.

" Precisely so," ret urneil Lady Bess. " But all

the assistance you need render will be merely a

pretence, just for tho 8ak» of keeping up ap-

pearances."
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" Ah, I gee f' observed Chiffin. " I must make

belierc to keep the coachman in awe while you do

the rifling business with his master isn't that

itP"
" You have road my purpose exactly," responded

Lady Bess. " And now, do you afrree ? The booty

shall be disposed of to okl Solomon, and of course

we will divide the produce equally—that is to say,

learinn; a third share for the coachman."
" I like the business, and the business likes me,"

responded Chi£5n. " But is it a safe place to do a

thing of this sort ? I mean along the road there,

down towards Tottenham or Edmonton ?"

" Safe !" echoed Lady Bess, her full lips wreathing

in scornful contempt of danger : then as a sudden

recollection struck her, she laughingly exclaimed,

"Why, those things that I have just sold to old

Patch were picked up on that very same road last

night. Ha ! ha ! ha ! it was one of the finest ad-

ventures you ever heard of in the whole course of

your life. I was gallopping out of London along

the Seven Sisters Eoad, when I met a young fellow

—never mind his name, although he told it to me

—

who was wandering about in a benighted state. So

I offered him a bed at my house "

" Where do you live, then ?" asked ChifGn, who
with his arm resting on the table and his head bent

forward, was Ustening attentively to the amazon's

tale.

" Never mind where I live," she responded with

an arch smile. " SufSce it for you to know that I

pretended for the nonce to live in that neighbour-

hood, and invited the youngster home. He accepted

the invitation, and got up behind me on my horse.

I could perceive that when he held me round the

waist he discovered that I was not exactly of the

sex I at first seemed : for I felt him trembling like

an aspen leaf. How I laughed in my sleeve ! But

our ride did not continue very far
:

' for in a few

minutes we reached a convenient part of the road,

where it is quite lonely, and there I threw my gen-

tleman off and made him surrender up those trinkets

which I have just handed over to Solomon."

At this moment Lady Bess, who had been talking

in a careless off-hand manner, without addressing

herself particularly either to the Cannibal or Madge,

suddenly raised her eyes and was perfectly struck

by the singular look which that woman was fixing

upon her. Lad/ Bess could not possibly penetrate

the meaning of that look: it was so strange—so

sinister—so unfathomable.
" Ah ! then it was a good night's work for you ?"

exclaimed Matigo, instantaneously rosummg hor

wonted aspect, and endeavouring to appear as if

she had not been excited by any extraordinai-y

emotion.
" Yes—a tolerably good night's work," answered

the female highwavman, not choosing to quosti<m

the woman—at least on that occasion—as to the

cause of the strangeness of her manner a moment
back. "Besides this gold," she went on to say,

leisurely gathering up the money she had received

from Patch, and which she had until now left lying

upon the table with a careless indifference concern-

ing it, " I got a well-filled purse from my deluded

companion of that double ride on horseback. Poor

fellow! he was frightened out of his wits; and I

am very sure that he will not go and confess to his

mamma," she added, laughing ii'ouically, " that he

was robbed by a woman. But now I shall take my
departure. ChifBn, you will meet me at the bridge

over the canal half-an-hour after midnight. You know
where I mean—in the road loading to Tottenham."

" I know," responded Chiffin ; " and I shall bfl

there before my time. It won't take much more
than an hour's walk : so if I leave here at a quarter

past eleven it will be all right." I

Lady Bess now quitted the wretched-looking >

room ; and descending the stairs, issued from tha

public-house: then mounting her horse, she rodfl

away.

CHAPTER XVIL

THE LAWTEKS.

It was a rather dark night—for there was no mocn,
and the clouds that were flitting over the face of

|

heaven, borne on the wings of a somewhat strong .

breeze, obscured the beams of the twinkling stars, i

The lamps of Mr. Marlow's carriage were however
j

lighted; and rapidly was the vehicle proceeding

along the Tottenham Eoad, driven by the treache- :

rous coachman through whose agency the contcm- |

plated robbery had been suggested. The carriage
\

was of that kind which in a former instance we have !

already described as & brougham : it therefore had
:

no footman either standing or seated behind, the

coachman being the only servant attached to it.
|

Inside, Mr. Marlow and Mr. Malton were loung-
|

ing comfortably back, conversing upon the gaieties

which they had so recently quitted at Saxondale

House, and intermingling their discourse with a few

business-remarks relative to the various matters

which their extensive office had to conduct. For
the firm of Marlow and Malton was one of the most
eminent as well as the wealthiest in London,—all

their business being chiefly with clients belonging to

the highest orders of society.

The equipage had just crossed the canal bridge,

and was proceeding at a slower pace down the some-

what steep slope which the road takes in the direc

tion of Tottenham, when the two lawyers were

suddenly startled by the quick trampling of a hoi-se

gallopping up to the side of the carriage, and a
peremptory command to the coachman to stop. At
the same instant they saw a fellow with a huge club

boimd from the side of the road and spring up oa
the box; where, seizing upon the coachman, ho

warned him with terrible threats not to offer the

slightest resistance. The coachman did not mean
to do anything of the sort, he being well prepared

beforehand for this facetious portion of the drama.
;

Jlr. Malton, who was on the side nearest to the
,

mounted highwayman, instantaneously let down the
|

window, and with a quick glance surveyed the '.

daring individual whose person was plainly visible :

by the light of the carriage-lamps. Nevertheless, I

tiio keen eyes of Mr. Malton did not detect the real
j

sex of the highw.iyman ; nor could he even. catch

the slightest glimpse of Lady Bess's countenance,

inasmuch .as she had put on a black mask just bo-

foi-o stopping the carriage. But Mr. Malton did

perceive that the mounted bardit was of somewhat
slender make, and at all events aff'irded no outward

indications of any extraordinary degree of physical

strength. Such was the idea that immcdiatolj

I
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sfruck liim as tte result of the first few moments'

BUrvey : and lie had httle leisure to regard her any

longer—for he was almost instantaneously called

<lpoi to Some prompt and decisive course of action

by the demand which Lady Bess at once made for

the surrender up of purses and jewels.

She had not expected to find two gentlemen seafed

inside the vehicle; and on discovering that there

were two she immediately apprehended resistance.

Therefore, drawing forth a pocket-pistol, she pre-

sented it at the mndow, saying in the roughest

tone to which she could possibly disguise her voice,

" Quick, quick, gentlemen ! Your purses, your

watches, and so forth !"

" No—by heaven ! not without a struggle for it
!"

exclaimed Mr. Malton, who was a man of undaunted

courage ; and as he spoke he dashed open the door

and sprang forth from the vehicle with a gold-

headed cane in his hand.

The abrupt opening of the door made Lady Bess's

horse suddenly shy and veer round ; and she, being

at the instant unprepared for such a movement, was
thrown heavily. Mr. Malton, with admirable pre-

sence of mind, clutched the horse's bridle with one

hand, while with the other ho snatched up the pistol

which Lady Bess had let drop and which had hap-

pened not to explode. Mr. Marlow, the elder

partner, encouraged by the resolute bravery of his

friend, likewise sprang forth ; and percdving at a
glance that the highwayman who lay upon the

ground was either stunned or killed by the fall, he

seized upon the legs of Chiifin the Cannibal who had
mounted to the box.

"This scoundrel is killed !" ejaculated Mr. Malton,

alluding to Lady Bess, who lay quite motionless.

" The deuce !" exclaimed Chiffin : and violently

disengaging himself from the hold which Mr. Mar-
low had fastened upon him, he sprang down from

the box and rushed away as fast as his legs woiUd
carry him.

Mr. Marlow was thrown to the ground by the

sudden violence of the Cannibal : but instantly

rising to his feet, he shook himself, not merely for

the purpose of casting off the dust whicli his gar-

ments had gathered by rolling in it, but likewise to

assure himself that he had no broken bones. While
however he was still somewhat uncertain on the

latter point, his thoughts were quickly startled into

another channel by an ejaculation which burst from

the lips of his partner.

" Why, by heaven, it is a woman !" exclaimed

Mr. Malton, who had just stooped down to ascer-

tain whether the highwayman was actually killed or

only stunned by the severe fall experienced from

the horse.

"A woman !" echoed Mr. Marlow, likewise stoop-

ing down. " Aye, and a very handsome one into

the bargain!"—for his partner had plucked the

black mask from her countenance. " But, dear mo !

I am very much mistaken if I don't know this face

yes, and that horse too why, to be sure, I

eannot be deceived! I have seen this woman—

a

lady I always thought her—riding about Totten-

ham and Edmonton on that very horse—but not in

this attire though—in a proper female riding-habit.

John, hav'n't you seen this lady ?"

"Never mind asking any questions now," said

Mr. Malton somewhat impatiently. " Sec, she

lives—she opens her eyes
!"

And it was so. Lady Bess had been merely

stunned by the fall ; and consciousness rapidly re-

turning, she became aware of the position in which

she was placed—a prisoner in the hands of the two

attorneys.
" Are you hurt, young woman ?" demanded Mr.

Malton with a sternness that was only tempered by
a feeling of humanity.

" No—I think not," answered Lady Boss, rising

to her feet : then, while she was rapidly calculating

the chances of escape, Mr. Malton seized her by the

coat-collar while Mr. Marlow clutched her by the

arm.
" This is a deed on your part which we cannot

overlook," said the former.
" Certainly not," promptly added the latter. " As

lawyers we must obey the law ; and the law forbids

us to let a felon escape."

" I can scarcely expect any forbearance at your

hands under the circumstances," responded Lady
Bess ;

" and I am not going to ask it. Do with me
as you will:"—and she not only spoke in a firm

tone, but likewise displayed a resolute dauntless-

ness of manner which quite astonished the two
lawyers

" What on earth are we to do with her ?" asked

Mr. Marlow.
" Take her on to Edmonton and give her to the

police," was Mr. Malton's reply.

"You are known, young woman—you are known,"
said Marlow, as talkative as he was bustling, and

now labouring under the greatest excitement. " I

have seen you gallopping about on this splendid

dark chesnut of your's—but in a costume more be-

fitting your sex. Why, 'pon my soul ! I took you

for a lady. I say, John, I have often noticed hor

to you—and I remember you mentioned her name
once. What was it ?"

" Sir," immediately interposed Lady Bess, who
was chivalrously resolved to screen the treacherous

servant, and thus save him from the perplexity of

having to answer questions by the replies to which

he might fear to compromise her, and thus in

his hesitation draw suspicion on himself; " I will at

once candidly and frankly inform you that I live

near Tottenham—close at hand indeed—and that I

pass by the name of Mrs. Chandos."

"Chandos, to be sure!" ejaculated tho volatile

Marlow :
" that is it

!"

" And now," Lady Bess immediately went on to

observe, " although I seek no forbearance at your

hands, I will request this little favour—that you

permit me to call at my abode ere you consign me
to the custody of the authorities, so that I may ac-

quaint my servant with tho position in which I am
placed."

" Well, I see no harm in that," oxclaimwl Mr.

Marlow. " Eh, Malton—what do you say ?"

"I do not wish to behave harshly or cruelly to

the unhappy young woman," was the latter gentle-

man's more measured 'esponso.

" My house is yonder—tho white cottage which

you see amongst the trees in that lane to the left
:"

—and Lady Bess extended her arm in the direction

which she indicated.

" Well then, how shall wo manage ?" exclaimed

Marlow. " Oh, I know ! We will fasten tho liorse

by tho bridle to tho carriage, and take our prisoner

inside with us. llore, you hold her tight, Malton,
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while I dispose of the horse. 'Pon my soul, it is a

Bplcndid animal! I have often admired it—but

little thouijht it was ridden by a highwayman—or

rather a highway-woman."

While thus chattering, Mr. Mai-low attached the

horse's bridle to the back of the carriage ; and that

being done, Lady Bess was desired to enter the

vehicle. This she at once did without the slightest

indication of any failure of courage. Then the two

lawyers being likewise ensconced within the vehicle,

the equipage drove away.

In a few minutes it reached Jthc bottom of the

elope; and passing out of the main-road, entered

the lane in which Lady Bess's residence was situ-

ated. This was soon gained ; and the carriage, with

the dark chesnut trotting behind it, stopped in front

of a neat cottage almost embowered in trees and

having a very picturesque appearance.
" Who the deuce would have thought," exclaimed

Mr. Marlow, as he bustled out of the vehicle, " that

this beautiful place was occupied by so lawless a

character ? 'Pon my soul, it appears like a dream

!

Young woman, you ought to be ashamed ot your-

self—such a good-lookmg person as you are "

" Come, come, Marlow, don't let us reproach her,"

interrupted Mr. Malton, as he held tight hold of

Lady Bess's arm while she descended from the

vehicle. " She will be punished enough, I dare

Bay."
" Will you let me take my horse to the stable ?"

she inquired: " for I have no groom on the pre-

mises. A man who lives at yon hut"—and she

pointed to a little cottage at a short distance—" ia

in the habit of coming to attend upon it."

"Oh! yes— we are not warring against the

horse," ejaculated Mr. Marlow. " Here— I will

Boon help you—where is the stable ? round at

the back ?"

At this moment the front door was opened ; and
a woman of about thirty, and exceedingly respect-

able in appearance, came out. By the light which

streamed forth from the passage of the house and
which blended with that of the carnage-lamps, this

woman exchanged a rapid glance with Mr. Marlow's

coachman : but although Lady Bess perceived and
understood it, neither of the two lawyers did.

" llosa," said Lady Bess, "do not be frightened

—

I am in some little trouble, and shall have to go

away with these gentlemen. I have had a sad fall

from my horse too, and have wounded my right leg.

I feel that it is bleeding—and indeed the blood has

run down into my boot. But never mind."
" Oh, my dear, dear mistress !" exclaimed Kosa,

rushing forward and clasping her bands as if in

despair : then stooping down, she felt the amazon's

pantaloons, exclaiming, " Gracious ! you are indeed

bleeding !"

" In that case," said Mi*. Malton, "we must allow

you time to let j'our servant examine youi* injury

and di-ess it. I have already said that wo do not

wish to use unnecessary harshness."
" I thank you, sir, for you courtesy—or I should

say your generosity :"—and Lady Bess appeared to

speak with a sincere feeling.

The horse was now speedily led round to the

stable, where the saddle and bridle were taken ofT

by Mr. Marlow's own hands: and then the two
lawyers, Lady Boss, and the servant entered the

House. An elegantly-furnished parloiir roceived

them ; and Messrs. Marlow and Malton could no*

help exchanging a look of astonishment at the

evi^lences of a refined taste which the room pre-

sented to their view. Several good pictures, threa

or four beautiful Uttle alabaster groups of statues,

vases of flowers, and musical instruments, orna-

mented the place. Kfjsa hastened to light the wax-

candles on the mantel ; and then Lady Bess said,

"You will permit me, gentlemen, to ascend with

my servant to my chamber for a few minutes ?"

" Ah ! but what guarantee have we against your

escape ?" at once cried Mr. Marlow.
" I know not," returned the female highwayman,

with an appearance of the utmost frankness:
" unless you station yourselves on the landing

outside."

"Well, this we must do then, I suppose," ex-

claimed Mr. Marlow.

"Yes—there is no alternative," added Mr.

Malton, who, though really regretting to be com-

pelled to proceed to extremities against this extra-

ordinary woman, was nevertheless one of those

scrupulous and punctilious individuals who imagine

that severity in such cases is a duty which they ow»
to society.

" Lead the way, Kosa," said Lady Bess ;
" and I

will follow with these gentlemen."

The servant accordingly issued from the room,

holding in her hand the chamber-candle with which

she had previously lighted the tapers on the mantel

;

and the two lawyers, keeping Lady Bess between

them, proceeded up a handsomely carpetted stair-

case to the landing above.
" This is my room," said the amazon, pointing to

the door which Rosa had just opened; "and you
will perhaps convince yourselves that it has no other

outlet."

"Yes—that I will do," said the volatile Mr.
Marlow : and he hastened into the chamber while

Lady Bess remained outside on the landing with

Mr. Malton.
" It's all right," exclaimed the senior partner aa

he came forth again :
" there's no possible escape,

unless she leaps out of the window or gets up the

chimney: but the former is too high from the

ground, and the latter too narrow."

"Then we leave you for a few minutes with your

servant," said Mr. Malton.

Lady Bess accordingly passed into the bed-

chamber, while the two lawyers staid outside upon
the landing.

" Fear nothing," said the amazonian lady, in

the lowest possible whisper to her servant the

instant they were thus alone together. "Your
cousin is imsuspectcd—I have screened him. My
plans are all arranged. And now at once begin

talking loud, as if you were lamenting my misfor-

tunes while di-essing my wound."
The truth is that Lady Bess had no wound at all

—nor had she sustained any injury beyond a slight

contusion or two from the fall in the road. The
idea ot the wound and the ghastly story of the

blood streaming into her boot, was a ready invention

on her part, and which Rosa had at once com-
prehended, for the purpose of obtaining this oppor-

tunity of ascending to her chamber in company with

the servant.

" Oh, my dear, dear mistress !" exclaimed Rosa,

affecting a voice of lamentation and distress :
" what



tronMe yon have prot yourself into? TTow did

all this liappen? What does it mean? Well,
well, poor dear lady, I won't worry you. I dare
say you will tell iiie all about it another time.

But, O dear nie ! what a wound I Why you
must have cut youiself with a sharp flintstone,

or aoraething. You would certainly have bled to

death if you had gone without having the wound
dressed. And the boot too—almost filled with blnod!
the stocking dripping wet! dear me, dear mel"

In this strain did Rosa go on talking, at the
same time treading about the room and making a
clatter with the things just as if she were in the

excitement of a tremendous bustle to get all that

was necessary under the circumstances. But in the
mean while what was Lady Bess herself doing?

The instant she had given those hurried and
softly whispered instructions to Kosa, she delayed
not in carrying into execution the plan whicli bad
suggested itself to her while she was arrivitig

tliiiher in the carriage. She looked at her watch : it

No. 10,—THIRD SERIES.

uMiited exactly twenty-five minutes to tivo o'clock. ,

No time to lose! Taking a very small scrap of

paper, she wrote thereon the following lines :

—

Deletzyd—szcdpd.
i

Ozgpc—Oz dzzpeetyr ez acxgp * bid le jzfc sctdp e»ip
tree.

Ehpyej xtyfepd ez ehz.
|

Having folded up this little scrap of pap«r intc |

the smallest possible compass, she tied a em.Tll

piece of silken thioad around it; which being
done, she hastily whispered to Ros.i. " Make some

j

good rattling noise while I open the window." |

Ros.a, instantaneously obeying this order, com- I

menccd no inconsiderable din with the basin and
jug and other things on the washing-stand, during

[

which clatter Lady Bess opened the casement, the
,

noise thereof bi'ing drowned in fho din of the I

crockery-ware. She now rcachpd forth her hand,
and took in a largo wiclcor bird-cage which hnny
just outside the window. This cafce coutniued
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two beautiful doves of the carrier-breed. One of

these doves the amazonian lady took forth from

the cage, and in Ifss than a minute tied the little

borap of paper with the silken cord under its wing.

She then ojjened her liaud, and the messenger-

bird flew out of the window, instantaneously

disappearing in the obscurity of the night.

Meanwhile, in pursuance of another rapidly-

whispered commaud from her mistress, Rosa had

fastened the two sheets of the bed together, and

had tied one extremity to the bed-post, wliich was •

near the casement.
j

" In two or three days I shall be back again, safe
|

and sound. Don't fear; nothing can be done to

you—and your cousin John is unsuspected I'

Having whispered these words. Lady Bess lost

not another iustiint in passing herself out of the

casement ; and with wondrous agility and skill, she

glided down the twisted sheets, so that with but

a sliglit fall slie reached the ground in safety.

To hasten to the stable—put the saddle and
bridle on the horse—and lead forth the noble

animal, was now the work of but a couple of
|

minutes ; then vaulting on its back, Lady Bess >

was borne away like an arrow shot from a bow.
,

In the meantime Kosa had gone on talking in

the room in the same strain as before, and pre-

cisely as it her mistress wasstill there. The two
solicitors, who were out on the landing, failed not

to catch most of what the woman uttered,although

for delicacy's sake they had not approached nearer

to the door than the narrowness of the landing

rendered necessary. All tliat we have described

from the moment Lady Bess entered her chamber
with Kosa, until she flitted away on the back of

her noble steed, barely occupied a quarter of an
hour; and that was no great length of time to

examine a wound—wash it— fasten bandages on
it—and allow for taking off and putting on those

yarnients that it was necessary to remove and
cliange. At least such was the calculation made
relative to the lapse of minutes by the two
lawyers. Yet, towards the end of the interval

named, a feeling of lineasiness and a sense of
'

misgiving began to creep into the minds of both.

Not that they thought Lady Bess was too long in

her chamber; but those continuous outpourings of

lamentations, ejaculations, and comments on the

part of Rosa, added to to the din she had created
'

with the crockery-ware, struck them as being sus- i

picious : for it all looked as if the woman were
playing a part,—a part too which she was now
overdoing. They were therefore just on the point

j

of knocking at the door, and insisting upon Lady
Bess coming forth, when they were struck withcon-
steruation on hearing the sudden trampling of the

horse's feet as he was being led from the stable.

" By heaven, we are tricked ?" exclaimed Mar-
low : and without ceremony he rushed into the

bed-chamber.
The open window and the rope of sheets which

Rosa was just dragging in, told the tale.

"Wretch!" cried Marlow, "you have aided

your mistress's escape ! But you shall go to

prison for her!"
" Let her alone," exclaimed Mr. Malton. " We

will punish the guilty one yet:"—and he rushed
down the stairs, closely followed by his partner.

"Why did you not stop her? Don't you see

that she has escaped?" cried Marlow, addressing
himself fiercely to the cowchniau.

" I saw some one, sir, gallop round from the

back of the house and bolt away like a shot," an-

swered the coachman: "but i.ow could I p'.esibly

stop her? I scarcely knew who it cuuld be till

she was out of sight: and then it was only sus-

picion, for she whisked by at such a i-ate."

" True !" cried Marlow ;
" the window is at the

back of the house—the stable also. Well, Jnhu,
I was wrong to blame you. But now, what is to

be done?" he demanded, turning to his partner.
" We shall be the laughing-stock of all London
if we let her escape us thus."

" Besides," added Mr. Malton, "it is more than

ever imperative that the outraged laws should be

satisfied."

"But what w to be done?" again asked Mr.
Marlow, more excited than before.

" Depend upon it she means to get out of the

country," responded the junior partner after a few
moments' reflection. " I tell you what we must do.

We will go on to your house, and snatch a fi;w

hours' sleep—then off by the first trains in the

morning—one of us to Dover and the other to

Liverpool. France and America—these are the

alternatives for this desperate woman !"

" Yes—that is our course," returned Marlow.
" I would not for a thousand guineas that she

escaped us in the long run."

The two lawyers then entered the carriage,

which immediately drove away to Mr. Marlow'rf

mansion, which was about a mile distant.

CHAPTER XVIIL

THE M ESSENCE R-B I R D.

A LITTLE beyond Gravesend there stood a small

public-house, in a somewhat lonelj- spot, though
bj'the side of the main roid. The landlord of this

place, which bore the name of the Lanciiig Bear,

was called Israel Patch, afid was a younger brother

of the keeper of the booziug-ken in London. Is'ot

merely was he the brother of Solomon, but Israel

was of kindred character and pursuits, — his

public-house being the resort of all the despeiate

characters of the district, especially the smugglers
belonging to the Thames and Medway. The
Dancing Bear had long been the object of suspi-

cion on the part of the local authorities; but so

cunningly had Israel managed matters, that he
had never done any overt act, which could be
positively brought home to him.

Israel Patch was a widower, but had a grown-
up daughter living with him to superintend his

establishment. She was a woman of about
thirty, remarkably ugly, and in every way of a
character fitted to aid her father in his money-
making and nefarious pursuits. Her Christian

name was Rebecca; but she was uuivei-sally

known amongst the frequenters of the house by
the diminutive of Becky.

We must now observe that Israel Patch slept

in a little room behind his bar on the ground-
floor: but Beckj' slept in an attic quite on the t p
of the house. This attic had no flat ceiling to

separate it from the sloping roof, but may be de-

scribed as being covered only by the roof itself

—

in plain terms, it was just beneath the tiles. On
a flat portion of this roof there appeared a very
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singular contrivance—namely, a little trap-door

of a foot square, made of a piecu of wood not
much thicker than a good stout cardboard. It

was retained by two little hinges on one side

;

and as it opened downward, it had a very slight

and flexible steL'l spring fixed underneath to keep
it shut. As a matter of course, if this spring

were taken away the little trap-door would drop
downward; and it must likewise be understood

that the spring was so slight that while it was but

just strong enough to sustain the door, the slight-

est weight touching the door on the uppermost
side would make it sink down. But this was not

quite all ; for a little bell was suspended to the

rafters close by the trap-door; and by another

simple contrivance it was so arranged that if the

trap-door opened by being pressed downward it

caused this bell to ring. Kvery night, before re-

tiring to rest, Rebecca Patch opened the little

tiap-door; and thrusting her arm through to the

roof, drew in three small saucers. One she filled

with water—the second with tares or parched
peas—and the third with salt ; then having done
this, she put the saucers out upon the roof again

in a little sort of wooden recess or hutch, the

object of which was merely to prevent the salt

from being saturated with wet in case of rain.

This was Rebecca's nightly duty, and which she

fulfilled with the utmost regularity.

We may now continue our tale. It was two
o'clock in the morning, when Becky Patch was
suddenly startled from her sleep by the tinkling

of the little bell ; and though its sound could

scarcely have awakened any person under ordi-

nary circumstances, yet by dint of habit the least

note thereof would arouse up Israel Patch's

daughter as effectually as if a cannon were fired

close by her ears. Springing from her couch,

Becky instantaneously lighted a candle, and
coaxingly extended her arm towards a pigeon

which now appeared perched on the upper rail of

a chair immediately under the little trap-door.

The bird, with instinctive tameness, seemed to

recognise a known friend, and immediately fiew

on the woman's wrist. She caressed and ad-

dressed it in fondling terms : then she refreshed

it with water—and having done this, looked be-

neatn its wing. Thence she unfastened the little

scrap of paper which was tied there ; and calcu-

lating for a moment the day of the month, mut-
tered to herself, '' The letter L is the key."

Then she hastily glaced over the contents of the

billet, upon which she made a cross with a pen
;

and having forthwith folded it up again, she re-

placed it under the bird's wing. This being done,

she gave the feathered messenger some peculiar

kind of food which she always had in readiness

in the room ; and the little carrier being thus re-

freshed, was put forth through the trap-door

again. It immediately took wing and sped away
on its important eiTand.

" Twenty minutes to two when the bird was
sent off," muttered Rebecca to herself : then as

she took an old silver watch from under her

pillow and saw that it was now about ten minutes
past two, she observed, " There's plenty of time."

She then put on some clothing, and descending
the stairs, proceeded to the little room where her
father slept.

" Well, what is it ?" exclaimed Israel Patch, «s

he started up in his couch.

" A message," responded his daughter. " Lady
Bess has sent it. You must have a horse in readi-

ness. The despatch is d.ited twenty minutes to

two—and it is now nearly a quarter past."
" What a time the bird has been in coming !"

ejaculated Patch.
" No such thing," rejoined his daughter. " The

dove was here in twenty minutes after it was
sent on the wing ; and that is doing more than a
mile a minute, taking the distance from Lady
Bess's to this phico. It is me that have delayed
some\vhat in coming down, as I saw that there

was no hurry. Besides, I had to feed the bird

—

hadn't I ?"

" Well, you can go up to bed again. I will

dress myself, get the horse in readiness, and wait."
Rebecca Patch left her father the candle which

she had brought with her ; and then remounting
the stairs, gained her attic and lay down to rest

once more.
Rapid as the flight of that pigeon which bore

the mysterious billet beneath its wing, must we
transport the reader to another public-house
much farther along the same road. Indeed, this

latter was about four miles on the London side of

Canterbury. It was situated on the summit of

Boughton Hill, at no great distance from a vil-

lage, but completely isolated therefrom. The
sign raised upon the top of a tall post, was daubed
with such an effigy of a Red Dragon as the
painter's imagination had suggested. The house
was of sombre and dilapidated appearance, with
so suspicions a look that no solitary traveller with
a well-filled purse in his pocket would choose
such a iiostel as a resting-place for the night.

It was kept by a man and his wife named Dean;
and they, as the reader may suspect, were not a
whit more particular how they made money than
either Solomon Patch in London or his brother

Israel, near Gravesend. They had a son—a lad

of about eighteen, whose Christian name was
Joseph. He was an intelligent, shrewd, keen
fellow, having well profited by his parents'

example in such wrong-sided experiences of the

world as he was likely to glean therefrom.

This lad slept by himself up in a garret—or

rather a sort of loft on the top of the house ; and
here might be observed precisely the same curious

apparatus fi.xed in the roof as we have described

in reference to the attic at the Dancing Ikar.

There was ttie little trap-door lightly sustained

by the steel spring—the small bell—and the

hutch with the three saucers on the tiles

outside. With the same regularity as Rebecca
Patch observed in replenishing those saucers,

did Joe Dean perform the same duty ; and with

equal sensitiveness was he ready to start up from

his slumbers at the slightest summons of the

metallic tongue of the monitor-bell. A»iove the

he;id of his truckle-bed a common pinchbeck
watch was 8usj)ended by a dirty riband to a naj/

fastened in the wall.

The hands of that watch indicated that it was
exactly half-past two o'clock, on that same uight

—or rather morning—of which we are speaking,

when Joe Dean was suddenly awakened from his

sleep by the tinkling chime of the bell. He started

up lighted his candle, and took tho meesonger-

bird which having alighted on the trap-door, had

sunk down with it into tho room. Then ens\u'd

precisely the same pmcess as we have already do-
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Bcribcd at the Dancing Bear. Joo Dean, haviug

first of all given the bird some water, de-

tached the billet from beneath its wing—read its

contents—made a mark upon it with a pen

—

folded it up again—and attached it once more to

the pinion of the feathered messenger. Having

fed and caressed the dove, lie let it loose again

through the tiap-door ; and away it sped on the

third and last stage of its aerial journey. The
lad. Laving noticed the time by his watch, there-

upon went down stairs and communicated to his

father the nature of the message which had just

beLMi received.

Again must we transport the reader's attention

to some distance ; and this time we halt at Dover.

There, in one of the principal streets, was a

tavern of respectable appearance, bearing the

sign of the Admiral's Head. It was kept by an

old man named Marshall, who in his younger

days had served on board one of the privateers

which Dover in the war-time was wont to send

forth to prey upon the French maritime com-
merce. His father had been the owner and cap-

tain of the privateer, and had amassed some
little money, with which at tl<.e Peace he had es-

tablished himself at the Admiral's Head. Bobert

Marshall, the present owner of the place, was
considered to be a respectable man enough. His

house was well frequented ; aud he was known
to be comfortable in his circumstances. He was
always regular in his attendance at church—sub-

scribed to charities—sent the clergyman of the

parish a handsome present at Christmas—aud

never had any complaints made against his house

on the score or irregularity or disorder. He
therefore stood uncommonly well with the leading

persons in the town; and if a whisper did now
and then circulate that old Bob Marshall had ex-

cellent French brandy in his establishment which
had never passed the Custom House, or that his

wife and daughters went to church on Sundays in

IFi-ench silks, gloves, and shoes, upon which no
duty had ever been paid to the British govern-

ment,—Bob Marshall was not wanting in influ-

ential fiiends to take up the cudgels on his behalf

and defend him against what they declared to be

a most scandalous imputation.

Mr. Marshall had three daughters, whose ages

averaged from about eighteen to twenty-four
;

and very fine, good-looking, and genteel young
women they were. The eldest, whose Chiistian

name was Catherine —familiarly abbreviated into

Kate—had from her girlhood been very fond of

keeping poultry, pigeons, and other favourites of

the feathered tribe in the large stable-yard in the

rear of the tavern. Especially had she a very

choice and beautiful breed of doves, to which she

was greatly attached ; and though some of the

neighbours found that these birds were wont to

get upon the tops of their houses and displace

the tiles, they never complained angrily, because

old Marsiiall was invariably so ready to have any
such damage lopaired at his own expense, and
Miss Kate was sure to make compensation by
Bending a fat turkey or a brace of pullets as a

propitiation at Christmas. But of alt the friends

and acquaintances of the Marshalls who were
aware of the oldest young lady's fondness for thn

feathered tribe, not oneof them was ever admitted
to the knowledge of the circumstance that she

! had a bed-ohamber prettily fitted up in the highest

storey of the house, and that in the roof of this

chamber there were precisely the same contriv-
ances as those which we have already explained
at the l{ed Dragon on Boughton Hill, and the
Dancing Bear near Gravesend. Yet such was the
fact : and in that neat little but somewhat airily

situated chamber, did Kate Marshall sleep ; and
whenever the tinkling bell sounded she was as
ready to spring from her couch as either Joe
Dean or Becky Patch at their respective habita-
tions.

An elegant little French time-piece standing
upon the chest of drawers, intimated that it

wanted ten minutes to three o'clock, when the
tinkling summons %vas given ; and Miss Kate was
suddenly startled from a very pleasant dream in

wliich tlie image of her intended husband—the
captain of a small trading vessel—was conspi-

cuous. Leaping from the couch, she at once per-

ceived by the aid of her night-lamp, which she
always kept burning, a beautiful carrier-pigeou

upon a rail a couple of feet below the trap-door.

Her plump white arm was immediately out-
stretched to receive the little messenger ; and the

next moment the sweet bird was fon lly nestling

in its kind friend's bosom. Then she gave it

water ; and detaching the little billet from beneath
its wing, hastily opened it. A small manuscript-
book which she took from a drawer, and which
was tilled with dates, references, and initial letters,

promptly refreshed her memorj' so as to supply
the key to the reading of the scroll, which with-

out such a clue would necessarily have been a
mere jargon as incomprehensible as the Egyptian
hieroglyphics. Having made herself acquainted
with the words upon the paper, she proceeded to

administer food to the bird. This being done,
she fondled and caressed it again for a minute or

two, and then let it escape through the trap-door

in the roof of her chamber.
Kate Mai-shall now hastily slipped on some

clothing,and stealing down stairs, knocked gently

'at the chamber where her father and mother si -pt.

Mr.Marshall immediately rose, put oa a dressing-

gown, and admitted his daughter.

"A message, I suppose?" he at once said as

he entered the room.
" From Lady Bess," responded Kate. " Here

it is. The key is the letter L. The pigeon was
sent off at twenty minutes to two, and arrived

here at ten minutes to three—one hour aud ten

minutes in all!"
" And what's the distance, Kate ?" asked Mrs.

Marshall.
" Why, mother, by the road, Dover is seventy-

two miles from London, you know," responded
the daughter; "and then allowing that Lady
Bess's cottage is five miles from Loudon, the

whole distance would be seventy-seven. But
then, as the bird flies, it would not be much more
than seventy, making a mile a minute, inclusive

of the short stoppages at tlie two stations on the

road."

While Miss Kate was thus speaking, her father

had decyphered the scrap of paper, aud had then

burnt it by the tlame of the candle.
" Well, there is plenty of time to tutor your

sisters aud file servants what to say," the old

man immediately observed. "Some hours nnist

elapse before she will be here, although with the

relays she has oidered she will no doubt gallop
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like the wind. Tlie little bird has peiformed its

niossage well : for the two marks were made in;

the corner of Hie papur —were they not?"
" Yes -in the usual waj'," responded Kate

"and therefore there is no doubt that the pigeon

stopped both at Graveseud and Boughton."
" Well, you cau go up to bed again, Ivate," said

her father. " But be up by six o'clock, and then

we will arrange what is to be said."

" Yes— but did you not observe," asked the

young woman, " that something is to be done at

once, to prove
"

•• To be sure I I have it," exclaimed the astute

Marshall. •' I know what I will do. Leave it

all to me—and you go up to bed, Kate."

His daugliter accordingly left the room, and
Mr. Maraiiall at once proceeded to dress himself

with the utmost despatch. He then quitted the

chamber, telling his wife that he should not be

many minutes absent. Descending the stairs, he

opened the front door of the tavern, taking the

key in his pocket so as to be able to let himself in

again ; and bun ying along the street, at length

stopped at a house where the coloured lamp burn-

nig over the door indicated the abode of a

surgeon. Marsluill rang the night-bell with

sniue degree of violence ; and in a few minutes

the door was opened by the medical man's assist-

ant.
' Hallo ! is that you, Mr. Marshall ?" he ex-

claimed, immediately recognizing the tavern-

keeper. " Is there anything the matter up at the

A dmirats Head f"
" Yes—a lady who arrived last evening has

been seized with a fit. She's a little better now,
as my daughters are attending upon her : but I

want you to give me a composing draught, or

something of the kind, so as to prevent a relapse.

I am sorry to have disturbed you "

" Don't mention it, Mr. Marshall," immediately

exclaimed the assistant :
" it's all in the way of

business. Come into the surgery, and I will see

what I can do for you—unless you think it is a

case for which I had better call up Mr. Hood :"—
alluding to his master.

" No, not at all," rejoined the tavern-keeper. "I
dare say yoa can give something that will answer
the purpose, if I describe what sort of a fit it

was."
" Oh, certainly !" replied the assistant; "and

then Mr. Hood will call round in the morning
and see the lady."

Wtiile thus speaking, the assistant led the way
into the surgery; and old Marshall described the

ordinary symptoms of an hysterical fit. The
assistant speedily compounded a draught ; and as

he wrote out the label to put upon the bottle, he

asked, " What name shall I say V"
'" Mrs. Chandos," was old Marshall's prompt

answer.
The |name was accordingly written upon the

label; and Marshall, thanking the assistant for

his attention, took hie departure. Keturning

to his house, he ascended to his chamber, un-

dressed himself again, and went to bed.

CHAPTER XIX.

THE JOUKNEY.

Wk must now return to Lady Bess, whom we
left at the moment when seated on her gallant

steed she fled from her cottage in the manner
already described. Making tlie best of her way
into I ondon, she ciossed Blackfriar's Bridge, and
pruceeded straight for the Kent Boad. In an

hour and a quarter from the time she had quitted

the cottage she entered upon Blackheath. There
she walked her horse—although the noble

animal, as if instinctively aware of its mistress's

need, appeared impatient to career onward again.

The dauntless amazon was in the highest pos-

sible spirits, not only at the achievement she had
already performed in effecting her escape from

tlie lawyers, but likewise at the measures she had

taken to disentangle herself in the long run from

the meshes of the law and be able to turn round

and laugh in their faces. She thought of i ur-

pin's memorable ride to York—an exploit which
had saved him from the strong arm of justice on
that occasion, it being held impossible for a

man who appeared at York at daybreak to have
committed a crime in London on the preceding

evening—the distance being close on two hun-
dred miles ! But Lady Bess's stratagem, as she

had devised it, was if possible still more inge-

nious ; and the evidence to be eventually given in

her favour, would be still more conclusive, as the

reader will presently see.

It was now three o'clock in the morning—and
she had sixty-four miles to ridel But this dis-

tance she was confident of being able to achieve

within a very few hours, although it formed no
part of her plan to imitate Dick Turpin in the

astounding feat of accomplishing the journey with

the same horse.

Having breathed her gallant courser for a few

minutes on Blackheath, Lady Bess gave it the

rein ; and away, away it flew with an astonishing

velocity.
" Fifteen miles from this point to Gravesend

—

or rather sixteen hence to tho Dancing Bear—and

I must do the distance in an houvl"

Thus she spoke aloud, her llute-like voice

sounding melodiously through the fresh air of

morning. The twilight was glimmering in the

east—very faintly as yet, but still it was appear-

ing : and she thought to herself that she would

yet ride many a mile ere the suu rose—aye, and

many a long mile more too, ere it should bo

very high above the horizon. The exhilaration

which she felt amounted almost to an intoxica-

tion. She was as happy as if not the slightest

danger hung over her head,—happier indeed,

for it was in consequence of that danger she was
now pursuing an adventure so thoroughly con-

genial to her daring, dauntless, reckless cliaracter.

Her horse needed not the toucli of spur or whip :

an occasional caress with the hand and the en-

couraging voicoof its mistress impelled the animal

to the developnioutof all its powers of swiftness

—

and never did tiio lithe and gracuful Arab courser

dash with a more lightning speed over the arid

desert than Lady Bi-ss's gallant horse along the

high road to Dovtsi-. The weather at that hour in

the morning and in the gonial month of Juno was
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delicious, witli just a sufficient frcslmoss of breeze

to cool down the perspiration of ttie flying animal,

and to lieighten into the richest low the bloom

upon its rider's cheeks. She felt a buoyancy of

spirits and a lightness of heart such as she had
neverexperienced before. Thoughalways of a free,

and jovial, and careless disposition, yet now her

happiness was a delirium—a whirl of bliss—au

ecstacy. The blood ran like lightning in her

veins ; and from time to time her merry laugh

rang through the air like a peal of silver bells, as

she thought of the glorious feat of outwitting the

two keen and cunning lawyers.

Now the town of Dartford is reached : ehe

somewhat relaxes the speed of her liorse, so as

not to excite suspicion, should any loiterer or

early riser be about, by dashing through the sti-eet

at too tremendous a pace. But scarcely are tlie

limits of the sh'cping town cleared, when away
slio flies again along the well-beaten road. Now
she has a glimpse of the Thaines as it winds its

way past Greeuhitho—then she loses sight of it

again ; but in a few minutes more she obtains a

fuller view of the broad and ample flood as she

passes over an eminence near Northfleet. On-
ward still, with an uurelaxing speed, the dark

chesnut flies—Gravesend is reached—again she

checks the noble animal in his career—but not a

soul appears in the street, and in a few minutes
more she dashes up to the front of the Dancing

Bear. She looks at her watch
—

'tis four o'clock

—and she is exultant

!

At the same moment that she springs from her

steed the stable door of the public-house is thrown
open, and Israel Patch comes forth leading another

horse ready caparisoned. If not quite so elegant in

its appearance as the dark chesnut, the relay-courser

is but little inferior, and gives promise of no mean
capacity for the work that is to be done. Few and
rapid are the words which pass between Lady Bess

and Israel Patch ; and the moment her own steed

is conducted into the stable, she bids him bring

her forth a draught of ale—a command which he
loses no time to obey. The amazon drinks but a
portion of the tankard's foaming contents : then
epringi ng upon the fresh steed, away she flies again.

"Twenty-nine miles hence to Boughton," she
exclaims aloud; "and I must do the distance

within a few minutes of two hours! Yes—it can

be done—it shall be done !" she cries with en-

hancing exultation, as she is now well assured of

the capabilities and powers of the steed which
she at present bestrides.

'I'lie sun has risen—light has broken with
gradual step upon the earth, and breathed the

breath of life into the hitherto pulseless veins of

slumber-locked creation. The orb of day breaks

out in glory upon the world—nature is wakening
from her trance—but all the night- dews remain
upon her breast, like sparkling gems on the bosom
of an Oriental sultana aroused by the break of

morning from the voluptuous cushions whereon
she has repised.

Theloveliuessof the scene—the freshness of the

morn—the gay caroling of the birds—the m5-raid

tiny voices in wliich the insect world was speaking
—all had the effect of elevating Lady Bess's spirits

t<i the highest point. Onward speeds the horse —
by heaven ! she Ix^gins to think that its powers,
its energies, its action are all equal to those of her
own gallant dark chesnut ! Now she reins him in

' for a moment to walk him through a road-sid«

I
pond—and twice she leaped down to wash his

' mouth with a bunch of long grass damp with the

pearly dew. He seems to recognise these atten-

tions —to know that he is made much of—and
also to be aware that h<' has >i fluty to perform in

return. Yes-^for a speuirtc t:ibk is set— that

good steed must be at Boughton ere the hand of

liis rider's watch marks the hour of six. On, on,

tiieu—there is not an instant to lose !—on, on !

Ah ! the goal is in view—there is the tall sign-

post—and in a few moments more the pantiHg
; steed halts in front of the Red Dragon. Again
does Lady Bess look at her watch ; bravo ! it still

wants ten minutes to six o'clock !

I At the public-house which she has now reached a
fresh horse is in readiness. The man Dean has not
neglectedthemessagedeliveredthrough the agency

j

of tlie carrier-pigeon. A few rapid words are ex-

changed — another sip of ale taken—and away
' speeds Lady Bess on the last stage of her journey.

\
Nineteen miles are before her—it will takean hour

' and a quarter to accomplish that distance; but she

1
will enier Dover a few minutes afterseven o'clock!

Away she speeds—four miles are soon dashed
over—and then she reaches the outskirts of Can-
terbury. Butasatthis hour many persons are astir

and she does not chose to court observation, she

makes a slight ci rcuit so as to avoid passi ng through
the place altogether. She knows all that part of

the country well—each lane, each turning ; and in

a few minutes does she emerge upon the high road

again on the furthermost outskirts of Canterbury.

The relay-steed which she obtained at the Red
Drngon was equal to the former—equal too .-is near

as might be to her own ; and thus she gallops on
like the wind. Without impediment—but in ex-

ultation, in almost frenzied joy—in a perfect de-

lirium of delight—is mile after mile passed over;—
and now at length the towering heigh ts and gloomy
fortalice of Dover Castle break upon her view.

"Hurrah! hurrah!" her voice rings out in

swelling harmony to the breeze that already seems

fresh with the salt taste derived from the sea.

Dover is reached : she looks at her watch again

—it is ten minutes past seven ! She has ridden

from the northern outskirts of London in five

hours and a half!

Immediately on her arrival at the AdmiraPs
IIe(uJ, Lady Bess was hurried up-staire by Kate
Marshall and her sisters to a bed-chamber; and
there the three young women embraced her in the

enthusiasm of admiration for the feat which she

had performed. They then assisted to disapparel

her of her male garments; and Lady Bess was by
no means sorry to stretch her stiff and wearied

limbs in the comfortable couch. Kate sat down by
the bed-side, and explained to her the stratagem

which her father hud adopted the moment the

carrier-bird brought the despatch upwards of four

hours previously. One of her sisters hastened

down stairs to procure breakfast for the intrepid

traveller; while the other sister bustled about to

put the masculine garments out of the way, and
substitute for them a female garb which Kate's

wardrcjbe furnished ; and as the elder Miss Mar-
shal) was nearly as possible of the same height

and figure as Lady Bess, there was no fear of the

raiment proving unsuitable. The bottle of me-
dicine which had been procured from Mr. Hood's
assistant, was emptied, and then conspiciously
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placed on the table near the bed, just as if its con-

tents had been dulj' imbibed by hor whose name
appeared on the labfl.

Breakfast was speedily brought up; and Lady
Byss did most ample justice to it. By the time

stie liad finished her meal and the things were
cleared away, it was eight o'clock ; and in order

to render the stratagem in resp' rt to the surgeon

down the street to fetch him,

as complete as possible, old \M stepped

In a few minutes Mr. Hood was duly escorted

by Mis. Marshall into the pretended invalid's cham-
ber. The surgeon was a middle-aged man, of

rather a benevolent cnuuteuaiice, and of pleasing

address. He had been long established in Dover
and was much respected. If he had a fault, it

was in a certain sneaking affection which lie

cherished for money ; and therefore when he ob-

served a well-filled purse lying upon the table

close by his empty bottle, he could not help feel-

ing pleased at having a patient evidently so well

able to remunerate him for his services.

Lady Bess put on the most lugubrious look it

was possible for her hamlsome and healthy coun-
tenance to assume ; and if the doctor had only

seen her playing so fine a part witli the bre:ikfast

a quarter of an hour previous, he would assuredly

have fancied that a lady possessed of such an ap-
petite must be endowed with an iron constitution.

" Well, how are we this morning?" he asked,

in his blandest tones, as he took Lady Bess's hand.
" Pulse somewliat feverish—ehV"
Lady Bess thought that Mr. Hood's pulse

would be very likely to beat quickly if he had
ridden nearly eighty miles in five hours and a

half : but though she expei'ienced an almost irre-

sistible inclination to burst out into the merriest

laugh, she nevertheless so far controlled herself as

to subdue that desire and modulate her voice into

faint and languid tones, as she ^fiid, " I feel some-
wliat better now, doctor. But 1 was very, very
ill in the night ; and I feared that the fit was
coming on just now again when the landlord

went to fetch you."
" Ah ! you must have another draught," said

Mr. Hood. "No appetite, I suppose?"
" Not in tno least," answered Lady Bess ; and

she thought it would be very odd if she had
after the quantities of cold fowl, ham, and but-

tered toast she had partaken of within the past

half-hour.
" Well, j'ou must have a little gruel presently,

with a piece of dry toast," said Mr. Hood.
" I am convinced I never should be able to take

it." rejoined Lad}' Bess ; aad Kate Marshall
turned away to the window in order to prevent
herself from bursting out into a laugh in the

doctor's face.

" Oh ! you must take some sustenance," ex-

claimed Mr. Hood; " but of alight character, for

you are still fcvei isii. When did this indisposi-

tion comnienci!?"
" The lady arrived here last evening about

seven o'clock," Mrs. Marshall hastened to observe ;

"and she coin|ilaincd very soon afterwards

—

didn't she, KaleV"
" Yes, mother," was the response given by the

eldest daughter.
" And then it was a little after three in the

morning, I suppose, that you got so bad, ma'am?"
said the doctor, addressing his patient ;

" for I

learn from my assistant that it was about that

time he was rung up."
" I really took no note of the hour," answered

Lady Bess ; " but I know that I had been suffer-

ing ever since I went to bed, before the fit seized

upon me."

Mr. Hood remained a few minutes longer with
his patient, asking her certain rtq'iisit.e questions

—or we should rather say, certain questions

which he considered requisite ; and then he took
his leave, promising to send another draught in

the course of the forenoon, and desiring tiiat he
might be fetclied if any change should take place

in her condition.

When the doctor had fairly quitted the room,
Lady Bess gave vent to her long pent-up mirth

in peals of the most joyous laughter, wherein she

was joined by Kate, who remained with her,

Mrs. Marshall having left the room with the doc-

tor to e.jcort him down stairs.

" And how do you really feel ?" inquired Kate,

when the paroxysm of that convulsive merriment
was over.

" I feel somewhat tired and stiff," responded
Lady Bess, wiping away the tears which had
rolled down her cheeks in the excess of her

mirth :
" but in all other respects I never was

better, and certainly never happier. J am not

one, my dear Kate, wlio after an extraordinary
exhilaration of the spirits, receives a reaction

leading into a proportionate despondency. I am
pretty nearly always the same—sometimes more
elated perhaps—but very seldom, if ever de-

pressed. And now let me give you the history ol

that pleasant little adventure of mine which has

compelled me to perform this feat."

The amazon thereupon recounted the incidents

of the previous night, which are already known
to the reader; and Kate laughed heartily at her
friend's ludicrous description of the discomfituie

which the two lawyers had experienced.
" Now I do not think they are positively vin-

dictive," added Lady Bess; " but they are keen,

sharp fellows, and have got it into their heads that,

being lawj'ers, they must vindicate what is called

the majesty of the law. So, it is highly probable

that they will have instituted a hue and cry, or

else a chase after me. Perhaps, even, they may
make their appearance in Dover presently, in the

idea that I shall endeavour to escape into France.

Well, let them come: I most cordially hope they
will—for it is better to have the thing examined
into down here and have done with it, than have
to wait till I return to London and then send for

all you as witnesses. But what time is the tiist

train down ?"

" About eleven o'clock for the French mail-'."

replied Kate.
" And it is now about half-past eight," said

Lady Bess, referring to her watch which lay upon
the table by the bedside. " Well, I can at least

reckon upon two or three hours' good sleep."

" For which purpose I will therefore leave

you," said Kate ; but as she was about to open
the door, she turned round, and with an arch

smilo upon her very good-looking couutenanc<>,

.M.iid, " Shall I bring you up the gruel and toast at

eleven?"
" Rather say a good luncheon, my dear friend,"

responded Lady Bess, with another merry laugh:

and then as Kate Marshall closed the door, the
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female high waynian turned round in Ler couch and

composed herself off to sleep as calmly and tran-

quilly as if there were not even the remotest

chance of being brought i»to collision with the

authorities.

GIIAPTER XX.

THE RESULT.

It w.ts a little after mid-day when a short, elderly,

bustling gentleman, accompanied by oue of the

Dover polioe-constables, entered the AdmiraVs

Head, and proceeding straight up tothe bar, in-

quired for the landlord. Old Marshall, who from

the window of his parlour behind the bar imme-
diately observed the visitors and of course guessed

thoir errand, came forth with the coolest self-

possession imaginable ; and the police-oflBcer at

once said, " Mr. Marshall, we want to have a few

minutes' conversation with you, if j'ou please."

" To be sure : step in here," responded the land-

lord : and he accordingly admitted the bustling

gentleman and the constable into the bar-parlour,

where his wife and three daughters were seated.

" Hut if it's private," the old man immediately ex-

claimed, "we can go into another room."

The constable looked at Mr. Marlow,—for he

the gentleman was,—for him to give an answer

;

and the London solicitor at once said, " I presume
these ladies are of your family?"

" My wife and daughters, sir," responded old

Marshall.
" Then there can be no harm in my putting

before them the questions which I have to ask.

In a word, do you happen to have an individual

—or to be more explicit, a woman in male attire,

beneath your roof ?"

" Well, I never !" whispered Miss Kate to her

sisters : but purposely loud enough to be heard

by the lawyer and constable.

" A what, sir ?" exclaimed old Marshall, af-

fecting the utmost astonishment.
" Well, then, I see that she is not here," ob-

served Mr. Marlow, turning to the constable.
" This is the eighth or ninth tavern we have
visited, and everywhere the samenegative answer.

But I am determined to inquire at .all the taverns

in Dover, sooner than give up the chase."
" But why do you persist in thinking, sir,"

asked the constable, " that she is in Dover?"
" I have no reason beyond my belief that she

will try and get over to France. However, we
have set a watch for the railway trains

"

At this moment the doctor's boy made his ap-

pearance at the bitv; and dopnsiting a bottle on
the counter shouted out, " Mis. Cliandos !" and
then hurried away to deliver the remaining con-

tents of his V*skot.
" Mrs. Cha\\Ao8V" ejaculated Mr. Marlow. " r>y

heaven, it is sbe !"

" Yes, sir," old Marshall promptly observed,
" there is a lady of that name in the house."

"Enough, enough !"cried the excitable attorney.
" Show us up to her room ! Come along, con-

stable—the bird's caught at last !"—and he was
already rushing witli frantic haste out of the bar

when old Marshall's voice called him back.
" Where are you going, sir—and with this con-

stable too ? The lady is in bed and il! ? But is

there anything wrong about her? I'm sure I

took her for a most respectable person "

" Wrong about her? respectable person ?" ejacu-

lated Mr. Marlow. " Whj% she's a robber—

a

thief
"

" Good heavens, girls'"' shrieked forth Mrs.
Marshall ;

" do go and count the plate. A thief

did you say^r?"
" Yes—but a most daring thief, too—a high-

wayman—or rather a highway-woman!"
"Oh, dear, dear!" cried Mrs. Marshall, ap-

pearing to be dreadfully alarmed. "Only think
of our having had such a desperate character in

the house all night!"
" It's fortunate we have not every one had

our throats cut," said Kate, making herself

shudder from head to foot, while her two sisters

likewise gave vent to their pretended feelings of

terror and dismay.
" Oh ! if she's all that !" said old Marshall, " the

sooner she's out of the house the better. Go up,

one of you girls, and show this gentleman and
the constable which is her room. But 1 hope
she will pay her bill, though—and her doctor's,

too, for that matter."
" There must be some mistake," said Mr. Mar-

low, who for the last few moments had been look-

ing quite bewildered. " One of you talked of

her having slept here all night. Why, she
can't have been in the house above an hour
or two, even if she travelled post the whole
way from London : for we know she didn't

come by the railway—we have already made in-

quiries about her there."
" There must be some mistake then," said old

Marshall ; " for the Mrs. CLandos we are talking

of, has been here ever since six or seven o'clock

last evening."

"Then it's not .the same" ejaculated Marlow.
" How singular !—a coincidence of names ! But
what sort of a looking woman is she ?" The
Mrs. Chandos I mean must be about six-and-

twenty—though when dressed as a man, she of

course looks several ye.irs younger. Complexion,
delicate olive—a rich colour on the cheeks
—large black eyes—very bri ght black hair,

beautifully curling—full lips, the least thing

coarse—splendid teeth—stands about five feet

ten, I should tbiuk—excellent figure, upright as a

dart—and fine voice, strong for a woman but not

harsh !"

" Well, I declare," exclaimed Kate, knowing
that Lady Bess wanted to be arrested at Dover so

as to get the affair terminated in that town, 'this

description exactly answers the lady up-stiiirs."

"The deuce it does!" quickly ejaculated Mr.
Marlow. " Then I am on the right sceut again.

But she didn't come in m.ile attire?"
" Oh ! no, sir.'" responded Kate, with an indig-

nant toss of the head; "or I am sure that she
wouldn't have been received into this house. The
constable there cun tell you that the Admiral's

Head is of the highest respectability."
" Yes, Miss—that I will wan-ant," remarked

the officer, who had received many a gratuitous

drink .at the bar of the establi-shment.
" Well, well, I meant no offence, young lady

"

quickly rejoined Mr. Marlow. " But do let ns

endeavour to clear up one point—when did this

lady arrive?"
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" It was between six and seven last evening, sir,"

answered Kate ;
" as we have already told you."

" Yes," immediately observed old Marshall, open-

ing an account-book :
" here's the entries of what

she has had. Tea—Supper—Bed—and Breakfast."

" Which last she didn't touch though," added

Eate, " because she's so ill."

" So ill indeed," observed old Marshall, " that I

was called up in the middle of the night to go to the

doctor and get her a di-aught."

" What o'clock was that ?" demanded Mr. Mar-
low, quickly.

" What o'clock ?" responded the landlord, appear-

ing to reflect :
" why, I should think about three in

the morning."
" Yes, it was just three," immediately interjected

Kate ;
" because I had been sitting up with the

poor lady !"

" Oh ! then, decidedly it is not the Mrs. Chandos
i mean," said Mr. Marlow, wonderfully perplexed

and bewildered. " And yet that extraordinary like-

ness which appears to exist But I say, is it pos-

sible that I could obtain a glimpse of this Mrs.

Chandos of yours witiiout giving her any offence,

supposing that it is really not the same ?"

" I will go up and see whether she is dressed,"

said Kate : then suddenly appearing to hesitate,

she exclaimed with a frightened look, " But if it

should be the highway-woman after all
"

" Then the sooner we get rid of her the better,"

replied old Marshall. " Come, this thing must be

cleared up for our sakes."

" To be sure, to be sure !" exclaimed Mr. Marlow.
"At all events she can't eat you, Kate," said her

father.

" Well, I will go," cried the young woman, as if

mustering up all her courage.

She accordingly issued from the bar-parlour, and
proceeding up-stairs, went at once to Lady Bess's

room. This heroine had risen about half-an-hour

previously, much refreshed by a sound and uninter-

rupted sleep. She had nearly finished her toilet,

and was just pu+ting on the gown which Kate had
supplied her in addition to all other requisite arti-

cles of female raiment, when the young woman her-

self thus made her appearance.
" You needn't tell me what it is that has brought

you," said Lady Bess, laugliing ; " for I see by your
countenance that the crisis is at hand."

Miss Marshall forthwith explained everything

that had just taken place below; but somewhat
apprehensive as to the result, and entertaining a

very sincere friendship for Lady Bess, she said to

her, " Now, my dear Elizabeth, if you really are at

all uncertain about the possible ending of this ad-

venture, do for heaven's sake let me get you out of

the house unpereeived."

"My dear girl," exclaimed Lady Bess, taking

Kate's hand and clasping itwarmlj', "do I look like

a person who entertains any alarm on the subject ?

Quite the contrary! I sfin rejoiced that what I
wanted to occur has so speedily taken place. And
now tell me, how do your garments seem to fit

me?"
"Perfectly well," replied Kate, altogether cheered

and encouraged by the tone of coufidenge in which
Lady Bess had spoken.

The aniRzonian lady surveyed herself in a fidl-

Iragth mii-mr when Kate had fastened her dresi

;

and the reflection of the image which she beheld oa
the polished surface of that glass waa one whereol

ehe might well be proud. Lady Bess now appeared

as a most splendid woman. Her commanding
height was relieved by the fine developments of

her form, the closely fitting dress setting off the

rich feminine contours to the utmost advantage.

It was true that so far as her features were con.

cerned, theynow appeared largely chiselled and theiV'

fore somewhat coarse : but it was impossible to ga>e

upon those splendid dark eyes—the richness of thoM
moist and luscious lips—the teeth faultlessly even
and without the faintest blemish—and the nose of

perfect straightness, without being compelled to

admit that if the sweetness of beauty were not

there, yet that the countenance was one of •
strikingly handsome appearance.

Inasmuch as to suit her male apparel Ladj
Bess had been accustomed to wear her hair some>

what short—th.-xt is to say, long for a man but
short for a woman—she had now made the most
of it by arranging it in bands ; and in its extra-

ordinary luxuriance it seemed that if let loose it

would flow down in the richest redimdancy upon
her shoulders. Shining in its rich natural glos*

siness, that magnificent raven hair was parted above
the high and open forehead which seemed capabU
of enthroning the noblest thoughts.

From her waist down to her feet the flowing

skirt of her dress afforded indications of the sweep-

ing length of those limbs which the drapery now
concealed : but as she turned away from the mirror,

a glimpse was allowed of the well-rounded ankles,

and the admirably shaped feet «ith their arching

insteps. Altogether she was a superb creature
j

and pity it was that she was what she was I

' Now, have you furnished me with a bonnet,

shawl, gloves, parasol, and all those kind of things?"

she inquired, with a merry laugh flowing in the

flute-like tones of her melodious voice.

"Everything is here," responded Kate, pointing

to a chair in the comer where the articles which
Lady Bess mentioned had been deposited. " I have
chosen the things from my own wardrobe that I

thought would best suit your complexion, figure,

and appearance. Do let me congratulate you upom
youi" looks in that garb!"

" You like me better, then, as I am now than in

the other dress ?" said the amazonian lady.

" Yes : I think I do : and yet there is something
so dashing and fine in your man's apparel. But
you must not put on the bonnet and shawl now

!

Eemember that you are an invalid—on gruel and
dry toast," added Kate Marshall in a merry voice.

" Seriously speaking, however, what are you going

to do?"
" See Mr. Marlow, to be eure," at once responded

Lady Bess. " Now show me to your best furnished

j

private apartment, Kate ; and I will lie down upon
(he sofa with as languishing an air of interesting in-

disposition as I can possibly assume. Then you can

,
introduce Mr. Marlow."

I
" But upon what pretence?" inquired Kate :

" for

I

he scarcely believes now, I think, that our Mre.

I

Chandos is his Mrs. Chandos."
" Tell him that j-ou have very candidly explained

I

to me as much as you thought fit of all that has

taken place down staii's ; and that I at once, with

equal candour, informed you who I as
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Mrs. Chandos residing at the cottage near Totten-

ham in the neighbourhood of London. Then he is

Bure to take the business before the mayor ; and
that is just what I want."

"Come then, Ehzabeth," said Kate Marshall;

and she forthwith conducted the heroine to a well-

furnished parlour on the same storey as the bed-

chamber where this colloquy took place.

Having seen the heroine deposit herself with the

air of an invahd upon the sofa, Kate sped down
atairs and returned to the bar-parlour.

" Well," cried Mr. Marlow, with that nervous ex-

citement which was habitual to him, " what have

you done ?"

"I very candidly informed Mrs. Chandos," re-

turned Kate, " that a solicitor from London and a

police-officer belonging to this town had come to

inquire for a lady of the same name—and that the

lady thus inquired for was represented to be a

highway-woman."
"And what did she say?" demanded Mr. Mar-

low.
" She looked indignant at first, when she thought

that allusion was made to herself," continued Kate

:

" but when I assm-ed her that no one had posi-

tively charged her with being the highway-woman
thus alluded to, she ceased to be angry. Then, of

her own accord, she at once declared that so far

as she herself was concerned she was a highly re-

spectable lady, of independent means, and living on
the outskirts of London somewhere near Totten-

ham, I think she said—or Edmonton."
" Then, by heaven ! it must be the same, after

all !" cried Mr. Marlow. " Tottenham and Edmon-
ton join each other But go on : what else took

place ?"

"The lady, with the utmost candour," rejoined

Kate, " requests that you will walk up to her room
and take the officer with you if you hke."

" I shall most assuredly do so," exclaimed the

BoUcitor. " Now, Misa Marshall, be pleased to lead

the way."

Kate accordingly retraced her steps up-stairs,

closely followed by Mr. Marlow and the constable.

On reaching the parlour, Kate opened the door

;

and the very fii-st glimpse which the keen-sighted

attorney caught of Lady Bess, he cried, " It is the

same—I know it is ! Unless indeed she has a sister

as hke herself as one pea is like another ! Pray,

ma'am," he added, advancing towards Lady Boss,
" have you a sister ?"

" No—I have not, sir," she at once rephed, rais-

ing herself up to a sitting posture on the sofa where
she had previously been reclining.

Mr. Marlow surveyed her for nearly a minute
with the most scrutinizing earnestness. He had
lecn her on many occasions riding about the neigh-

bourhood of Edmonton and Tottenham in female

attire; and he had likewise observed her very

attentively indeed on the preceding night, during
the few minutes he and his partner were in her own
elegantly furnished parlour at the cottage. Now,
therefore, when he oTamined her from head to foot

with the keenest scrutiny— observed her superb

dark eyes—lier strongly-marked features, especially

the rich fullness of the lips—when he noted, too,

the figure, and calculated wliat must lie the stature

of this lady on whom he was now gazing, it was
impossible h« could com* to any other conclusion

than that he saw before him the female highway-
man who had escaped from his clutches during th«

past night. Therefore, without pausing to reflect

any longer upon the astounding evidence he had
heard in the bar-parlour to disprove this identity,

he suddenly exclaimed, " Well, I am decided ! At
all risks I give this woman into custody."

" Me, sir, into custody !" exclaimed Lady Bess,

with an indignation that was admirably assumed:
and her eyes flashed fire upon the attorney.

" Yes—you," he answered : then turning abruptly

round towards the officer, he said, " Constable, do
your duty."

" Ma'am, you must consider yourself in custody,"

said the police official to Lady Bess.

"Oh, very well!" she exclaimed. "Who ever

this gentleman is—if a gentleman he be—he shall

smart for it. TJiare is such a thing as an action for

damages in this country."
" We will not bandy words here," said Mr. Mar*

low. " I suppose the case can be heard at once be-

fore the Mayor. You can bring your prisoner along

with you ; .and I will inquire my way to the Town-
hall. We will go separately."

With these words Mr. Marlow put on his hat aad
whisked out of the room.

" Miss Marshall," said Lady Bess, addressing Kate
in the presence of the constable as if speaking to a
stranger and an inferior, " fetch me my bonnet and
shawl ; for I can assure you that I am in as great a
hurry to have this matter investigated as the indi-

vidual who has just quitted the room can possibly

be."

Kate accordingly repau'ed to fetch the things

which Lady Bess required ; and when our heroine

had put on the pretty bonnet, and the new French
shawl (never before worn) with which Kate like-

wise supphed her, she looked so superbly handsome
that the police-officer could not help gazing upon
her with admu-ation.

" As this is an affair," observed Kate, pretending

to be very serious, " which, as my father says, to

some little extent involves the respectability of hia

establishment, he and my mother, myself and sisters,

are all going to the Town-hall."

"Very well, then—you can do as you hke," ex-

claimed Lady Bess, affecting to be somewhat oft'onded

by the remark: "but I will proceed thither at

once with the officer. Of course," she said, address-

ing herself to tlie constable, "you do not wish to

subject me to any ignominious treatment: for I

can assure you that this is all a mbtake, and will

speedily be cleared up."

The policeman naturally thought from all he had
heard in the bar that it really was a mistake ; and
he had been much surprised at Mr. Marlow de-

termining to give the lady into charge. Besides,

when he lookwl at her he could not possibly fancy

for a moment tlial a female with a certain elegant

and fusluouable air of distinction, could be nothing

more than a robber. Ho therefore assured tlic lady

that he did not wish to subject her to the slightest

inconvenience, and that if she would walk in front

of him, ho would keep at such a distance from her

as to prevent the people in the streats from observ-

ing that slie was in his custody. Therefore, ere

quitting the tavern, ho gave her a few directions

which turnings to take so as to reach the Town-

hall. These little arrangements being made. Lady
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Bess issued forth, the constable keeping in her

track, but at an interval of a dozen or fifteen

yards.

The Town-hall was reached; and Mr. Marlow,

who had got there first, stopped the Mayor from

quitting the magisterial seat, as he- was about to do,

the morning's business being over. So quietly had
the whole thing been managed that nothing of what
was going on had got wind through the town ; and
there were consequently but very few loiterers in

the court when Lady Bess was introduced to the

"presence of the magistrate. Almost immediately

after her arrival, old Marshall and his family, ac-

companied by Mr. Hood and his assistant, made
their appearance : for the tavern-keeper had called

for the medical men on the way to the Town-hall,

telling them what had occurred, and intimatmg that

from all which had transpired in his own bar-

parlour he thought their evidence would be wanting.

Of course Mr. Hood and the assistant were very
much surprised to hear of their patient being in

custody on such a serious charge; and they felt

assured it must be some extraordinary mistake.

Lady Bess was compelled to enter the dock, the

accusation being one of felony against her. But
she sat down there with an aspect of cahn dignity

and of placid confidence, in which however there

was not the slightest tinge of bravado nor un-
seemly hardihood. The MarshaUs and the medical

men placed themselves on a bench reserved for

witnesses ; while Mr. Marlow entered the witness-

box.

The proceedings then commenced by the pro-

fecutor being sworn. He stated that his name was
Sidney Marlow—that he was a solicitor carrying

on business in Parliament Street, Westmioster

—

and that his private abode was at Edmonton, also

in the county of Middlesex. He then proceeded to

describe the circumstances of the attempted rob-

bery, just as they are already known to the reader

—

not omitting the details of Lady Bess's escape from
the cottage: that is to say, so far as he was ac-

quainted with them.

At this stage of the proceedings the Mayor, ad-
dressing Lady Bess, said, " The present is so very
serious a charge that perhaps you would like to have
the case remanded in order that you may procure
the assistance of counsel?"—and as he spoke he
eould not help gazing upon the prisoner in astonish-

inent blended with compassionate interest ; for he
naturally felt both surprised and grieved that a
female of such a prepossessing appearance should
have placed herself in what seemed to be a most
threatening dilemma.

" I thank your worship for this kind suggestion

©n your part," answered Lady Bess; "but I think

that after your worship has heard a statement which
the landlord of the Admiral's Head can make, and
which all his family can oorroborato, you will per-

ceive that I shall have no need for any legal advice."
" Then let Mr. Marshall stand forward," said the

Mayor.

I
The landlord of the Admiral's Head, with the

bhint honest look that was chara<iteristic of him,
and which was calculated to deceive the Evil One
himself, stood up and was sworn.

" Now, Mr. Marshall," said Lady Bess, " will you
have the kindness t© tell his worship at what hour

X wrjvcd at your establishment ?"

" It was between six and seven o'clodt laal

evening," responded Marshall, with imperturbabU

j

gravity.

The Mayor was evidently struck with astonish.

ment ; and turning towarrls Mr. Marlow, he said,
" At what hour of the past night was it that your
carriaire was stopped in the manner you have de«

scribed ?"

" It must have been, as near as I can guess, ck>w
upon one o'clock," replied the solicitor.

" Then, do you not clearly see," asked the Mayor,
" that a perfect alibi is proven ?"

I

" I confess, your worship, that I am bewildered,"

responded Mr. Marlow. " But I should like thi»

young lady"—pointing to Kate—" to be sworn."
' To be sure," said the Mayor. " Miss Marshall,

stand forward."

Kate, with as much resoluteness and self-

possession as her father had just shown, stepped inta

the witness-box and unhesitatingly teok the oath.
" Now, Miss Marshall," said Mr. Marlow, " what

communication did the prisoner make to you rela-

tive to her place of abode ?"

" She told me, sir," was the response, " that she
lived at a cottage somewhere near Tottenham and
Edmonton."

I

" And your worship will observe," exclaimed Mr.
Marlow, " that it was at a cottage near Edmonton
and Tottenham whence the prisoner, as I maintain,

escaped from me in the manner I have described. I
' submit that the identity is proven."

" At what o'clock, Mr. Marlow," asked Lady Bess,
" do you allege that I escaped from you ? You have
stated that the attack upon j'our carriage was made
about a quarter to one : will you be kind enough to

I mention how long afterwards it was that the escape

look place ?"

" About an hour afterwards," responded Marlow

:

"it was getting on for two."
" At which hour, your worship," said Lady Bess,

" I was lying in bed very ill at the tavern kept by

j

Mr. Marshall in Dover. I therefore leave it to

your worship to decide whether I could have been at

the cottage near London and at the hotel in Dover

at one and the same time."

"I think, your worship," said Mr. Hood's assistant,

' now stepping forward, " that I can give some im«
' portant evidence in the matter : for though I never
' saw the prisoner at the bar before in my life, yet I

would not for the world remain silent when the cha-
' racter and Uberty of a fellow-creature are at stake."

I

The assistant was accordingly sworn ; and he de-

posed that shortly after three o'clock in the mom.
ing, ho had been rung up by Mr. Marshall, to

furnish a composing draught for a lady who was

lying ill at the Admiral's Head—that he was told

the lady's name was Mrs. Ghandos—and that he

I

had written that name on the label accordingly.

I

Mr. Hood now also requested to bo sworn : and
I this being done, he deposed that at eight o'clock in

]

the morning he had visited Mrs. Chandos, the

I

prisoner at the bar, at the hotel—that he had seen

hor there—and was confident she was the same

lady who now stood in the dock.

}

" This is the most extraordinary case," said the

Mayor, " that ever came before me. Mr. Marshall,

you aro quite positive that the prisoner arrived at

your house last evening between six and seraii

I
o'clock ?"
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"I am 88 certain, your worship, as that I am
now addressing you," w^s the reply. " My wife

and daughters can all prove it. And here," he
added,, producing a day-book, " are the entries of

what the lady had at the hotel. Your worship will

perceive that there are eutriea of tea and supper

under yesterday's date. I make up tliis book every

night before I go to bed."

The book was handed up to the Mayor, who ex-

amiued the items; and then turning to Mr. Mar-
low, he said, " Keally, sir, I think you ought to be

satisfied that this is a case of mistaken identity.

Has the lady a sister at all resembling her ?"

"That, your worship," responded the attorney,

" was the very question I put to her ia the presence

of the constable: and she emphatically replied in

the negative. Now observe, your worship—the

woman who made the attempted robbery on me
and my partner, told me her name was Mrs.

Chandos; and the prisoner at the bar says she is

Mrs. Chandos. Again, the woman who attempted

the robbery took me to a cottage which has been

described ; and the woman at the bar admits that

she lives at that cottage. Then again, I have often

seen the woman who attempted to rob me riding

about Edmonton; I also scrutinized her well be-

tween one and two o'clock this morning when she

had on her male attire : and I am convinced that

the woman at the bar is the same that I have seen

riding about Edmonton and whom I beheld in male
attire during the past night. Therefore I maintain,

that so far as I am concerned, I have proved the

identity. I confess that I am staggered and even
bewildered by the counter-evidence that has been
given ; and without for a single instant impeaching

the veracity of the Marshalls, of Mr. Hood, or of

his assistant, I can only say that if the woman at

the bar is not the female highwayman who at-

tempted to rob me and my partner, then from this

time forth I shall not be able to put faith in the

evidence of my own senses. Under all the circum-

stances, I think your worship will admit that this is

a case which ought to be sent before a superior

tribunal ; and therefore I ask your worship to direct

that the prisoner at the bar be sent up to London
in charge of some officer of your court, with a view

to a farther investigation before the magistrate of

the district in which the felony was committed.

And before I conclude I will observe that a great

responsibility rests upon the shoulders of your wor-

ship at the present moment: because if your
worship refuses my demand, the proceedings must
drop altogether here, as I should feel too disgusted

and have too httle confidence in the force of truth

—and I may also say in the evidences of my own
senses—to have the case re-opened or the inves-

tigation renewed elsewhere. Therefore, as the fairest

course which can be adopted, and that there may
be no chance of a guilty person escaping punish-
ment in consequence of testimony of a somewhat
inexplicable nature, I repeat my demand that the
prisoner be sent up to London."

" I have little trouble," said the Mayor, after a
few minutes' consultation with his clerk, " in giving

my judgment in this matter. There are two views
that may be taken of the case. Firstly, it is shown
Dy the evidence of a most respectable hotel-kccpcr

of this town that the prisoner at the bar arrived at

his house by seven o'clock last evening ; and grant-

ing that fact to be established, it is totally impossi-

ble the prisoner could have committed the assault

upon the prosecutor in the middle of the night.

Secondly, we have the evidence of a gentleman of

unquestionable veracity—Mr. Hood—that he saw
the prisoner at the bar at the hotel this morning
at eight o'clock. Now, even setting aside Mr. Mar-
shall's evidence altogether, can we suppose that the

prisoner, if she had escaped from the cottage near
London at a httle before two in the morning, could
have been at Dover at eight ? There was no railway-

train by which she could arrive. Had she travelled

post the whole distance, which I compute to be from
Edmonton to Dover nearly eighty miles, she could
not have done it in the time. As for her performing
such a journey on horseback in so short a period, the
idea is out of the question. Such a feat could only
be accomplished by frequent relays, ordered and
arranged beforehand : for to obtain several consecu-

tive changes of horses at such hours, when road-side

inns are all shut up and their inmates asleep, would
occasion a waste of time far beyond what can enter

into the present computation. In addition, however,
to the evidence of Mr. Marshall, proving that the
lady was at his hotel at seven o'clock last evening—
and to that of Mr. Hood, proving that she was there

at eight this morning—we have the circumstan-
tial evidence spoken to by the assistant, proving
that she was there soon after three this morning*
Therefore, taking all these facts into consideration,

I can only come to one conclusion : namely, that it is

a case of mistaken identity under.very extraordinary

circumstances ; and I have no alternative but to de-

clare the alibi most satisfactorily estabhshed, and to

discharge the prisoner from custody."

Mr. Marlow slapped his hand violently down upon
the ledge of the witness-box, and exclauued, " Well,

sir, I can scarcely blame you for the decision to

which you have come, considering all that has trans-

pired : and here therefore the matter drops. But in

future I shall believe in nothing I hear, see, or

touch. If anybody tells me at noonday that the sun
is shining, I shall answer that it may possibly be so,

but it is not certain."

Having thus spoken with excited volubihty, Mr.
Marlow bowed to the Mayor and hurried out of the

court.

Lady Bess then returned to the Admiral's Head
in company with her friends ; and immediately on
their arrival at the tavern, Mr. Hood earnestly

counselled her to take her composing draught and
go to bed, or the excitement which she had imder-

gone would be very likely to bring back her hysteri-

cal fits. The amazonian lady promised to follow

this advice : but so soon as the surgeon and hij

assistant had taken their leave, she sat down to an
excellent luncheon with the Marshalls ; and heartily

did they all laugh at the discomfiture of the bustling

Mr. Marlow.

Before we conclude this chapter, wo must give a

few requisite explanations. The scrap of paper,

written by Lady Bess, and sent by the carrier-

pigeon, contained the following linos ;—

Stations—horses.

Dover—Do Bomething to prove I wsa at joar hoase
this uight.

Twenty nuuutes to two.

I The fii'sl line was a command merely referrinj; io
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the two stations of Gh-avesend and Boughton Hill

:

the second, by having the word Dover prefixed,

howed that this portion of the message was intended

for the Marshalls : the third indicated the exact time

when the bird was despatched. At Gravesend Ee-

becca Patch made a cross on the billet, to show that

the bird had halted at one station: at Boughton

Hill Joe Dean did the same thing, as an indication

that the second station had been touched at. If,

for instance, the bird had reached Boughton Hill

without the proof that it had stopped at Gravesend,

Joe Dean would have still let it proceed on to

Dover : but would have at once despatched a carrier

dove of his own to Gravesend to give the order for

the relay-horse that was needed: and if the bird

had reached Dover without the proofs (indicated by

the two marks on the scrap of paper) of having

•topped at the intermediate stations, then Kate

Marshall would have sent the bird back with anothei

note conveying the requisite orders for the relays.

With regard to the secret of the writing, the clae

to the reading thereof depended, as a matter of

course, upon a preconcerted arrangement and un-

derstanding known to all the parties concerned:

and the clue to the mystery lay in the possession of

the key to a certain transposition of the alphabet.

Each day in the year 1841 had its particular initial

letter thus definitively settled; and we have seen

that on the present occasion the letter L served that

purpose. This letter, then, became for the occasion,

the Jtrst in the alphabet. Our meaning can be

better conveyed by placing injuxta-position the pro-

per alphabet and the alphabet according to which

Lady Bess's note was written :

—

abode fghijklmnopqrstuv
Imnopqrstuvwxyaabcdefg

w X y a

h i j k
Thus I served for a, m for b, n for c—and so on.

We must likewise observe that instead of the capital

letter I, when expressing the first person, a star (*)

was used in the hieroglyphic calligraphy.

CHAPTER XXI.

BEHIND THB BCEHB8.

The lounger through the Opera Colonnades in the

Haymarket and Pall Mall can scarcely form a con-

ception of the vast magnitude of the establishment

by which he is passing : nor when the house is

crowded of an evening, do those present—unless

previously initiated—entertain the slightest idea of

the multiplicity of the appliances and the complica-

tion of the machinery rec lisite to produce aU the

cenic effects which they behold upon the stage.

With regard to the size of the establishment, it

is enormous, and in addition to the performers, fur-

nishes employment for an almost countless host of

persons who are never seen within the sphere of

that blaze of light which fills the place when open
to the public. Tlie approaches to the vast amphi-
theatre—the corridors and staircases—the crush-

rooms, where the visitors wait for their carriages

when the performance is over—the refreshment-

aloon—the enormous theatre itself, capable of con-

taining tlirec thousand persons—and the stage with

iU ample width and still greater depth—all these

compartments of the premises, which are familiar

to the visitor, fill up an enormous space. But in

addition to those parts of the building which an
thus well known, there are others which help to

swell the magnitude of the edifice. For example,

there are the private apartments in which the lease*

and other authorities of the place may live en-

tirely if they choose: there are nxunerous offices

where clerks conduct the business-matters of the

estabhshment in as regular and laborious a manner
as in any great mercantile firm of the City ; and in

the precincts of the stage there are the numerous
dressing-rooms for the performers, whether belong-

ing to the opera or ballet. The leading characters of

either department enjoy the privilege of separate

dressing-rooms: but the minor performers dress

three or four in a chamber—a due regard to the

distinction of the sexes being of course maintained.

There is an immense concert-room belonging to the

building, and which in itself is larger than many of

the minor theatres. Then there is the scene-

painters' room—a place of considerable extent and
of great height, as may be imagined from the

extent of canvass that has to be spread out for the

purpose of designing and colouring. There is the

room where the theatrical properties are kept, com-

prising all the costumes and the various articles

which have to be introduced on the stage to suit

particular performances. Moreover, immense space

is required for the mechanism of which we shall

almost immediately have to speak ; and thus from

this mere fleeting and imperfect glance at the prin-

cipal departments and divisions of the establish-

ment, some idea may be formed of its magnitude.

But at night, when the vast amphitheatre is one

blaze of light and crowded with spectators from pit

to roof, how few who are then present can form an

idea of the mechanical power that is brought to bear

upon all those shifting scenes which produce such

splendid effoct* upon the stage. Perhaps it is a

beautiful landscape which is thus represented—with

trees, and fields, and water, and houses, and with

the clouds above : but all the various portions of

painted canvass that enter into the formation of that

scenery are moved and put into their place by

means of countless ropes and numbers of wheels,

levers, and windlasses, so that to the eye of the

visitor who is allowed to peep behind those scenes,

it appears as if lie were on board an immense ship

and involved amidst the complications of its rigging.

What hosts of carpenters and scene -shifters are

likewise employed in the management and execu-

tion of all those arrangements which are thus un-

seen, and the extent of which is little suspected by

the brilliant company sitting in front of the foot-

lights! Underneath the stage it is apparently one

confused and jumbled mass of mechanism, beams,

posts, wheels, levers, and all imaginable contrivances

for trap-doors, drops, and the numerous other arti-

fices, devices, and ingenious arrangement* which

often produce such startling effects to the eyes of

the audience.

From those dark profundities beneath the stage,

high up to the very summit of the buiUling—raf

above what appears to the spectator* to be the top

of the stage—a circular iron staircase winds it«

way, only just wiile enough for one individual to

thread it at a time; and during the performance

cowtant couimimicutions are kept up between tha
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persons above and the persona below. Then, when

oenes are to be shifted, all is haste and bustle—yet

no confusion. Every one has his allotted task

—

•very one knows what he has to do. But still the

brilliant ladias lounging in their boxes, and the

fcshionable elegants whispering soft nonsense in

their ears during the brief intervals of the scenes or

the longer ones between the acts, little imagine the

amount of activity which is prevailing behind the

eurtain, from the depths under the stage to the

heights to which the iron staircase leads, in order

that the next scene on which that curtain shall rise

j

may be presented with an accuracy so as to produce

j

th« most perfect effect.

1 Such is tlie Opera—a little world in itself, and

the management of which involves an expense so

i enormous that it is no wonder lessees require high

prices and well-filled houses in order to maintain it.

And when we pause to reflect upon the colossal

I
salaries that are exacted by the Stars of the Song or

I

the Dance—when we count the numbers of mu-
i

sicians in the orchestra and the hosts of minor

I

characters who appear upon the stage,—remember-
ing that all must be paid certain salaries, be they

\ lesser or greater,—we cannot fail to be struck by

[

the enormity of the whole outlay required, and the

commensurate risk that has to be run on the part

of the speculative individual who undertakes the

management of the Opera.

There is no apartment at this establishment

bearing the name of the Green Boom, as at the

I

great national theatres. Certain noblemen and

I

aristocratic fashionables have the privilege of pass-

ing behind the scenes ; and in the precincts thereof

they lounge and loiter about on the nights of per-

formance, chatting with the ballet-girls, and dis-

pensing their platitudes, their impertinences, or

their flippancies to those of the female artistes who
come in their way. But few of the opera-dancers,

when beheld close, display even the shadow of the

charms which they appear to possess when viewed
from a distance. They are for the most part ex-

ceedingly thin : for it must be remembered that they

invariably practise for several hours each day. The
ballet-master is almost constantly in attendance

;

and if a visitor, escorted by some official of the

establishment, peeps into the place any time between
eleven in the forenoon and five in the evening, he

will see a bevy of those girls dancing, pirouetting,

bounding, and practising other saltatory exploits

uoon the stage, to the notes of a violin. This con-

stant exercise therefore keeps the dancers thin, an^l

renders many of them positively emaciated. TlieirV

is the hardest life—thoir's the most wearying foil

of any amongst the theatrical contingents. Then,
too, though the Stars of the Ballet are handsomely
remunerated, the ordinary dancers are but indif-

ferently paid—the lowest in rank wretchedly

enough ! When the performance is over, those ill-

paid creatures may be seen issuing forth from the

hot and feverish atmosphere of the theatre, havin"-

just thrown off their gauzy raiment and huddled on

their own clothing, too often poor and scant even tc

wretchedness ; and thus from that torrid region they

emerge into the chill of the night air, perhaps U'

face a deluging rain, or at some seasons a nipping
frost. Then- health suffers—their constitutions an
undermined—and thus with the constant wear and
tear of practice, and thaw liabiiitieg to gudden

variations of atmosphere, with their accompanying
rheums and coughs, whatever personal beauty \^
ballet-girl may have originally possessed soon wane*,
fades, and disappears. Some of them too, with
sorrow be it said, load a course of life which ia of a
nature to aggravate all the above-mentioned evils

;

and thus, when viewed close, they are very different

from what they appear to be when seen from the
house, bounding amidst a blaze of light upon the
elastic boards of the stage. That bloom whiA
appears to rest so naturally upon their cheeks aa
they are thus viewed from a distance, looks but a
mere daub when beheld close—a thick coat of
rouge; yet not always so thick as to prevent the
haggard traits of the coimtenance from appearing
through

!

But we will not extend this picture to a length

intruding upon the current of our tale. Having ere

now stated that there is no Green Room at the Opera
House in the Haymarket, we may observe that at

the time of which we are writing the Concert Eoom,
above mentioned, sometimes served as a lounge for

the performers, and likewise for those privileged

aristocrats and fashionables who penetrated behind
the scenes.

One evening, a week after the incidents related

in the preceding chapters, the Concert Eoom waa
more than usually crowded by such visitors. The
opera performed that night was J Puritani ; and
during an interval between the Acts, Grisi, Lablache,

and other eminent artistes engaged at the esta-

blishment, were gathered in a group conversing to«

gether in that Concert Eoom. Dispersed about,

were the other performers in the Opera, and like-

wise the dancers in attendance upon the ballet.

Although we have stated that as a general rule the

ballet-girls will not bear a very close inspection—or

at least that such near view is likely to produce some
feeling of disappointment—yet there are of course

exceptions to this rule ; and a few beautiful crea-

tures may be seen amongst them. Nor was it

otherwise on the night to which we are specially re-

ferring; and those who were best-looking, as a

matter of course, engrossed the principal share of

attention on the part of the privileged loungers

from outside. Rest assiu'cd, reader, that Angela
Vivaldi was not present in the Concert Eoom.
Though engaged to dance that evening, she re-

mained in her own dressing-chamber until the ap-

pointed hour came ; and then all intruders from be-

fore the curtain were compelled to retire. Such waa

her positive stipulation ; and the rule was as ri-

gorously observed as it could possibly be.

But Mademoiselle D'Alembert was very far from

being so particular; and she was conspicuous

amongst the Stars of the Dance congregated there.

Apparelled in a Spanish dress, her fine figure was

set off by that costume to the utmost advantage : so

that the somewhat luxurious fullness of her shape

was well displayed. She was not one who grow thin,

much less emaciated, by her avocations : for being a

thorough proficient in the dance she practised but

httle ; and having a carriage to convey her to or

from the scene of her Terpsichorcan displays, and

good clothes to mulllo herself up in, she ran no

chance of impairing her health througli colds and

coughs. Having a tablo, too, well supplied with

every luxury, and being addicted to gormandising,

she maintained herself in a comfortable oon<i>tioB of
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plumpness; though at the same tinae the most

punctilious critic of female beauty would not have

pronounced her too stout. She possessed magnifi-

cent dark dair—a pair of fine bright eyes, with

nobly arching brows—and a beautiiol set of teeth.

Thus, altogether, Emily Archer—or Emile D'Alem-
bert, which was her theatrical pseudonym—was a

rery handsome and attractive young woman.
At the moment when we thus particularly notice

her amidst the throng in the Concert Eoom on the

night in question, she was looking somewhat angry

;

inasmuch as young Lord Saxondale, who had pro-

mised to see her there that evening, had not as yet

made his appearance. Several other gay gallants

had accosted Miss Archer : but she gave them no
encouragement to continue discoursing with her.

The fact was, she was mightily pleased with her new
conquest—knowing him to be the heir to immense
estates on attaining his majority ; and therefore she

was too anxious to retain him in the silken chains

of her fascination to risk losing him by a flirtation

with other aspirants. Thus, if Miss Archer re-

mained faithful to Lord Saxondale—and meant to

do so, as long as it suited her convenience—it waa
through no love of him, but because her self-interest

was gratified.

Suddenly her countenance brightened up, as she

beheld the young nobleman enter the Concert

Koom; and nodding familiarly to three or four

fashionable acquaintances whom he recognised, he

passed amidst the throng and speedily joined Miss

Emily Archer.
" How late you are to-night !" she said, affecting

to pout her lips as she gave him her hand. "I
thought you were not coming."

" My dear gii'l," responded Saxondale, " I was
dining with my friend Lord Harold Staunton and

a number of other men, and after dinner we had
cards—so that really the time slipped away without

my noticing it. But when I did see how late it
;

was, I hurried off at once—and here I am. Now
pray be so kind as to look as pleasant as you can."

"I will, since you have made an apology," an-

swered Emily, who could judge pretty well from his

manner that he had found the means of comply-
|

ing with a certain request she had made in the

morning.
|

" There now ! you look quite radiant," said the
'

infatuated Edmund.
" But mind," she immediately rejoined, in a low

whisper and with an arch smile, " that you do not

fall in love with Angela Vivaldi again to-night ; for

you were desperately enamoured of her before you
knew me. Indeed, you told me so."

" My dear Emily, it only required to know you
in order to put the Signora Vivaldi altogether out

'

of my head. Besides," added Saxondale, in a very

low and mysterious whisper, "my friend Lord
Harold Staunton you know him ?"

I

"Yes—I think I do," replied Miss Emily, ap- '

pearing to reflect for a few moments : though, in
]

good truth, it waa very far from necessary—for she I

was full well acquainted with that nobleman, as of
\

course he was with her. "Well, what about him ?"
j

"Oh ! he intends to pay his court to Angela." |

".She is a prude—a veritable prude," observed
^

Emily Archer :
" but the stillest water is sometimes

that which runs the deepest. And now tell me, ,

ty dear Edmund, have you thought of the little
,

commission I gave you this morning, when you aa
kindly insisted upon doing something as a proof of
your affection ?"

" I have it here," he responded, significantly tap.
ping his wabtcoat-pocket. " Ah ! I dare say you
thought I had gone and lost it all at cards to-

night : but you see you are mistaken."
" Then I suppose you called upon old Musters, ••

I told you ?" observed Emily.
" Yes—to be sure :' or else how could I have ob-

tained the money ? As for getting such a sum ia

addition to my allowance from old Lord Petersfield

or those scurvy fellows Marlow and Malton, it wa«
out of the question—particularly as that blessed

mother of mine has been making mischief between
me and my guardians. Would you beUeve it ?

they want me to go abroad as Unpaid Attach^ to aa
Embassy ; or else to go and bury myself down in

that dreadful old castle in Lincolnshire."

" But you will not, though ?" said Miss Archer,

somewhat alarmed lest the young nobleman should

be suddenly removed from beyond the sphere of her

influence.

"Don't be afraid, my dear Emily," responded

Saxondale :
" I am not quite such a fooL Besides,

since you have given me this introduction to th«

old money-lender, and he is so escee lingly com-
plaisant, I shall feel myself perfectly independent

of my guardians and my mother. I got a coupU
of thousands from old Musters this morning ; and
here is the thousand," he added again tapping hia

waistcoat-pocket, "that you require. But shall I

give it to you now ?"

" No—^you are coming home with me presently,

I hope," answered Miss Emily, with her most bi-

witching smile. " I ordered supper to be in read*,

ness, and champagne to be put in ice. Besides, I

have got my new carriage
"

" Ah ! is it come home ?" asked Saxondale.

"The coach-builder promised me it should be at

Evergreen Villa by noon to-day."
" And he kept his word, my dear Edmund."
" And the two cream-coloiu:ed horses, with thair

splendid new harness ?"

" They also were sent down this morning Oh I

I am so glad to have got rid of that sober-looking

brougham, which was all that Mr. Walter would

allow me. And by the bye," added Emily, " the

coachman has got hia new livery ; so that the equi-

page altogether is quite charming. And now that I

think of it, my dear Edmund, I have to thank yoo

for the case of champagne which came down to th*

villa last night, and the new service of plat« front

the silversmith's in Bond Street."

We will not however prolong our details of thia

conversation. Enough has been already recorded to

show that the shrewd and cunning ballet-dancer had

succeeded in enmeshing the foolish young arbtocrat ic

pigeon in her toils, and that she intended to pluck

him most unmercifully so long aa this infatuation oo

his part should continue.

But turn we now to another part of that Concert

Eoom ; and there, in the remotest corner—retiring

bashfully from the gaze which the lounging gal-

lants insolently flung upon her as they passed—was

a young creature of about sixteen, and whose beauty

was rather of the pensive and interesting character

than of the striking or dazzling description. In-

deed, at flnt sight, there was nothing particularly
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attractive about this young ballet-dancer : it was

only when at a second look the observer noticed

her more attentively, the impression gradually forced

itself upon his mind that he beheld a very pretty and

interesting creatui'c. For her'a was a beauty the

sense of which stole imperceptibly upon one,—

a

beauty half the charm of which lay in its own re-

tiring modesty. Yet nothing could bo sweeter or

purer than the look which beamed forth from those

mild blue eyes, when she raised them, and before

they were bashfully veiled again by their thick dark

fringes:—nothing could be more softly mehiuclioly

or touchingly plaintive than the expression which

grew upon that young girl's countenance, wlicn all

her thoughts, being withdrawn from the gay and

busy scene around her, were concentrated on some

Bource of ailliction that lay deep in her soul, llcr

figure was slight and delicate, but beautifully sym-

metrical ; and in her very slirinking from the rude

•ud insolent looks that were flung upon her by the

SO. 12.—TUIES SBJilKa.

privileged loungers as they passed her by, there witt

an unstudied elegance and a natural grace which

made her seem at those moments sweetly captivat-

ing in spite of herself.

This young girl was named Henrietta Leydeo.

She had been a ballet-dancer only during the present

season ; and her salary was a mere pittance—eight

shillings a-weck ! But wherefore did she thus stand

apart from the rest ? Why did she shrink from the

libertine looks that were fixed upon her ? Because

that young girl was still virtuous—still uncon-

taminated, even in the atmosphere of contamina-

tion. Yet, heaven knows she was not virtuous for

want of temptation—but bec-ause she was superior^

to it. She had been well brought up : her family

had seen better days : but misfortunes had suddenly

entered their house, ravaging it like an army ;
for

dcalh Iiad taken away lu^r father at a moment when

his allau-s re(|uire<l tlie utmost attention to rescu6

tliem Irom ruin—and thus that ruin had coine. A.1
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fcn ouly resource wherewith to earn bread for her

mother and a little brother, poor lleru'ietta had been

forced to turn her accomplishment in dancing to the

best possible account ; and thus was it that she be-

came one of the juniors in the ballet-corps.

Those fashionable loungers who gazed upon her

with hbertine looks, but who thd not stop to speak

to her now, had nearly all on former occasions

whispered words of temptation in her ear, and had

been repulsed. They therefore regarded her as a

silly little prude, not good-looking enough to be

worth any particular trouble : for it is not the re-

tiring and modest beauty which steals into the

souls of such men—it is the dazzling brilliancy or

bold effrontery of charms which thrust themselves

forward to be admu-ed and courted, that exercise

the greatest inllueiico on the pasiions —for we will

not say the hearts—of fashionable rakes and aris-

tocratic libertines.

But presently an old man, at least four or fire

years past sixty,—yet dressed in the very height of

fashion, and made up with all the artifices of the

toilet so as to give as j'outhfLd an appearance as

possible to his lean and shrivelled form—accosted

Henrietta Leyden. He wore a wig as punctiliously

curled as any that may be seen in a hairdresser's

shop in the Burlinirt(;n An-ade : the set of false

teeth fixed in his mouth, had cost five hundred

guineas : his eye-brows were stained with a black

dye ; and he aflPeeted to walk with a jaunty and
debonnair gait, just as if all the fires of youth were

still animating his frame and the vigour of health

giving elasticity to his limbs. But this old man was
one of the richest nobles of the day ; and it would
be difficult throughout the ranks of a profligate aris-

tocracy, to diicover one more profligate than Lord
Everton.

" How is it, pretty Miss Leyden," said the old

nobleman, smiling as blandly ami affably as he
could through the agency of his false teeth, " that

you arc standing thus apart ? Every young lady

has her friend, or admirer, or gallant, to converse

with save yourself."

" My lord," replied Henrietta, " I do not seek

such companionship as that to which your lordship

has alluded:"—and the blood mautled upon the

girl's cheeks so as even to be visible through the

rouge that was upon them; for this was not the

first time she had been subjected to the persecutions

of Lord Everton.
" Come, my dear, you must not be so short and

abrupt in your answers to me. I seek to be your

friend. Why can't you hold up that pretty face

of yo\ir's, and let me see you smile ?"

"Smile!" ejaculated the girl, with an accent of

bitterness: then as if vexed at having allowed her-

self to betray for even an instant the feeling that

v;as dominant in her heart, she turned abruptly

away.

"Stop one moment. Miss Leyden ! 1 wish to

speak to you," said the old lord. "It is serious-
very serious indeed."

Henrietta, surprised at these words, did turn

back : and now her deep blue eyes were fixed with

a sort of curiosity upon Lord Everton's counte-

nance.

" I wish I could see you happy," he said,

affecting a deep sympathy for the young crea(ui-e.

"Look around ^-ou—what gaiety is upou every

countenance ! Observe Emily Archer, for instance
—or Mademoiselle D'Alembert, as she chooses to
call herself—how she and young Saxondale are
laughing together! I am told that she is now
under his protection, and it is natural she should be
happy."

Henrietta Leyden was again turning away in min-
gled disappointment and disgust at the words
which L(jrd Everton thus addressed to her, when
he desired her to stop once more; and she, timid
and bashful as she wa?, and fearful of drawing
attention to herself by creating "a scene," shrank
back into the corner where she had previously

been standing: but at the same time she mur-
mured in a supplicating voice, " My lord, I be-

seech you to leave me!"
The old nobleman beheld not that look of ear-

nest entreaty which, as she spoke, she raised to his

countenance: ho saw only the beautiful blue eyes

of the young ballet-girl—and thence his glances

wandered to the pearly teeth that were visible

between the virginal freshness of the lips, and to

the white shoulders and neck which the scant

gauzy drapery left bare.

"You know," he said, "that I am very rich,

and I can be as liberal as I am wealthy. I told

you that I had something very serious to impart

—and it is so. The other night you thought, per-

haps, I was speaking mere unmeaning phrases,

and addressing you in idle flatteries ; and therefore

you turned away just as you were turning away a

minute ago. But I am serious in offei-ing you a

mansion— splendid equipages— gold beyond all

counting ! I will surround you with luxuries—you
shall quit the stage, and become a lady^nay,

more, I will even settle upon you an annuity, so

that at my death you vdW continue well off. All

this I will do for you, Henrietta Leyden; and I

came hither this night for the purpose of making
you these proposals."

The young girl actually shivered from head to

foot as she felt herself gradually yielding to the in-

fluence of these temptations. Wealth was sud-

denly placed within her reach: the dismal word

poueHy need never ring in her eai-s again, nor the

spectral shade of want rise 'v\ its ghastly leanness

and lankness before her aflrighted view. She

thought of the wretched garret from which she had

come forth a few hours back to the briUiant scene

of the Opera, and to which she must return when
her part was played amidst the \)laze of light upon

the stage—that garret where she had left her re-

vered and idolized mother stretched upou the bed of

sickness, destitute of every comfort, wanting oven

many of the have necessaries of life, and where also

her poor little brother whom she loved so fondly

and who loved her so aflectionatcly in return, was

clothed in rags and had naught save dry bread

to eat ! Of all this she thought—and it was no

wonder if the young girl suddenly found herself

sorely tempted. Oh ! if that old lord bail appeared

before her in the light of a geuennis benefactor,

proffering her succour with even the minutest por-

tion of tha* colossal wealth which he lavished upon

prolligacies and dissipations, but which she could

turn to so many useful and noble purposes.—if it

were thus as a disinterested friend that he had

addressed her, she could have fallen down at his feet

—she coul<l have worshipped him—fJie could Imvi-
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bathed his hand with her tears, or have pressed it,

all shrivelled as it was, to her lips ! Nay, more-
forgetting his ugliness, "and utterly losing sight of

tlie loathsomeness of his made-up appearance, she

could have embraced him as a daughter might fling

her arms round the neck of a kind old grandsu-e !

But, alas, it was not in the light of a benefactor

that the old nobleman—as old in iniqiuty as he was

in years—stood before her : but it was as a tempter

—and though ready and willing to lavish countless

showers of gold upon her in retm*n for her virtue,

yet not a single piece of the glittering metal would

be placed in her hand through pure friendship

!

The young girl had shivered and shuddered as if

she had felt herself statiding on the edge of a dizzy

precipice, over the brink of which the touch of a

feather or the breath of the lightest zephyr would

precipitate her: and for a few momenta she felt

herself falling.
i

Bat the feeling was only transient: the golden

vision was suddenly put away from her view by the

strong hand of her own immaculate virtue ; and if
|

for an instant she had thought of succumbing for i

the sake of her afllicted mother and her poor little
|

brother, it was now the image of that parent and
I

the recollection of that sweet boy which suddenly ,

armed her with all the strength to resist the temp- .

tation

!

" My lord," she replied, in a calm tone of decision,
i

" you are privileged to obtrude yourself in this place
j—privileged also to utter what language you choose
j

to the poor ballet-girl : but she also has her privilege

—the only one she possesses—which is, to reject

your offers with scorn, as I do now."

And having thus spoken, Hem'ictta Leyden passed

abruptly away ; and glidmg amidst the throng that

(ilUd the Concert Room, she hastened to one of the

iressing-chambers, where she remained alone with

ker own thoughts until the bell rang to summon
her to that stage where her dance was to be feathery

)ight tliough her heart was leaden heavy, and her

countenance to be wreathed into smiles though in-

wardly her spirit was weeping the bitterest, bit-

terest tears '.

Contrast for a moment the behaviour of Emily

Archer and Henrietta Leyden— the former a Star

of the Ballet, with a handsome salary that was

in itself sufficient to provide her with luxuries

as well as comforts—the latter an obscure novice

in the corps, with a wretched pittance that did

not allow her even the bare necessaries of life :

the former phmging into dissipation and vice with-

out an excuse — the latter avoiding temptation

though with every excuse to succumb : the former

selling her charms for superfluities—the latter pre-

serving her virtue though in want of necessaries !

Truly, Henrietta Leyden was an exception to the

general rule. Yet, thank God! for the credit of

humanity and the honour of the female sex, there

are such exceptions ; and it is the proudest moment
of the author's i)ower when he can illustrate them,

as it ought to be the happiest one in the reader's

recreation when he can contemplate thonau

CHAPTER XXII.

HENRIETTA LETDEI

The Ballet had commenced; and Angola Vivaldi,

more brilliant and more beautiful if possible than

ever, was received with enthusiastic plaudits. Her'a

was a style of dancing which combined so much ex-

quisite refinement of modesty and such winning

grace, that she appealed far less to the sense than to

the sentiment of those who possessed souls capable

of being moved by the dancer's more chastening

effects. Never with her was it a study to adopt

voluptuous attitudes, nor make meretricious dis-

plays of her charms. There was a purity of soul

shining as it were through her—a halo of innocence

and chastity surrounding her—a perfume of virginal

freshness filling the atmosphere in which she moved.

She danced not to please the libertine, but to chasten

him : not to excite the passions, but to absorb them
as it were in the more elevated feeling of a poetic

refinement.

At first she danced alon<? : then she was joined

by two other leading members of the Ballet ; and
the three together, personifying the Graces, per-

formed a measure which by its elegance and its

tasteful simplicity enchanted all the spectators. The
beauteous Angela, with her long dark hair playing

in ringlets upon her ivory shoulders, held a garland

of flowers in her right hand—while her two com-

panions made a gauzy scarf float high above their

heads. The three threw all the lyrical sweetness of

poesy into their performance, so that while their

airily bounding and flitting forms displayed every

grace for which the dance affords such admirable

scope, there was nothing in gesture, movement, atti-

tude, or look, to shock the most punctilious observer,

if any such were present. But then Angela's com-

panions caught as it were the chastening spirit

which animated herself; and never had they them-

selves performed with such magical effect.

But when the Signora Vivaldi retired from the

stage, and was succeeded by the full corps of the

ballet, how different was the dance which took

place ! Then meretricious looks were thrown around

—then voluptuous attitudes were studied— and

then, too, was it naught save an appeal to the

sensuousness instead of the sense of all the spoo-

tators. Unless, perhaps, in the case of Henrietta

Leyden: but she, poor girl, played too obscure a

part in the mazy and intricate routine of tho

ballet, either to attract any particular degree of

attention to herself or to give eflect to tho chas-

tity of her own style. Suddenly, in the midst of

the dance, so quick and violent a paroxysm of

intense feeling seized upon her—all the tonder-

est emotions surging up as it were to the very

lips and to the eyes of the poor girl—that it

seemed as if she must burst into tears : and catch-

ing the opportunity of being close by tho wings

she retreated from the stage. To the angry de-

mand of the ballet-master, whom she at once en-

countered there, she replied in a brokea voice

that she had been taken with indisposition; and

as she was but a mere accessory easy to be dis-

pensed with, and whose absence would not bt>

missed, he said no more. Nor did ho trouble hiia-

•clf any farther about the poor girl or hor iDdbpo-
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gition the next instant after she had disappeared tiers which had hitherto kept it pent up, she covered
from his view. her face with her two small thin bands and sobbed
The tears had now gushed forth from her eyes, bitterly,

and slic sped to the nearest dressing-room, anxious Angela Vivaldi did not immediately attempt to

to escape from the notice of those amongst whom console the poor girl : she knew that this out-

she hurriedly passed—performers, carpenters, scene- pouring of affliction would disburthen Ler heart
shifters, and others. In the confusion of her feel- of the severity of the woe that weighed upon it.

ings and in her haste ts conceal them, she did not But at length she said, in tliat soft and gentle
notice that she had opened the door of a chamber voice which makes woman a ministering an<rel

which was not her own; and rushing abruptly even unto one of her own ses, "Tell me what it

in, she perceived not her mistake until all in a is that afflicts you—and perhaps it will be in mj
moment she found herself in *he presence of An- power to alleviate your sorrow."

gela Vivaldi. Then, casting through her tears a " Oh, signora !" exclaimed Henrietta Leyden,
rapid glance around, the poor girl discovered that suddenly removing her hands from her counte-
she had entered the wrong room. nance and gazing with her* tearful eyes upon the

Starting back, Henrietta began to stammer forth eminently bcautitul features on which she read an
some words of apology: when Angela said, in the expression of the sincerest sympathy, " it is so
kindest voice and with the sweetest manner pos- i hard to be compelled to dance when the soul is filled

sible, "You have given no offence: it was a mis- with anguish. Besides, it seems to be such a dreailful

take on your part. But heavens! you are weep- ' mockery to play one's part in a performance that

ing. Surely it is not because you are afraid " is intended only for the gay and happy, when the
" No, signora," Henrietta hastened to exclaim, heart is ready to break."

"J an» not afraid of having offended you: for you "And is such your case, poor girl?" asked An-
have spoken kindly to me," she added, in a lower gela, upon whose long dark lashes tho diamond
voice and with a more deliberate tone : " and it tear-drops were now glittering,

is 80 seldom—so very seldom that any one speaks ' " Alas, yes !" was the mournful reply. " It was
kindly to me 1" in the middle of the ballet that I was seized with
Angela Vivaldi's heart was melted by the poor such a sudden sensation of indescribable woe, as

girl's words and manner, and also by the melan- the contrast was alT in a moment forced iipnn my
cboly look which, with her soft blue eyes, Henrietta mind between the brilliant scene spreading out
bent upon the brilliant danseuse ; and tm-ning before me and the sorrowful one which 1 had left

round to her lady's-maid, who was in attendance,
j

at home, and to which I am about to return."

Angela motioned her to shut the door, near the
|

" Now tell me your name, and everything that
threshold of which Henrietta was still linger-

!
relates to you," said Angela, in the kindest and

ing.
! most soothing manner.

"Now sit down," continued Signora Vivaldi,
|

Henrietta answered the question by giving those
taking the gii-l's hand, and literally compelling her

!
few particulars concerning her mother and her

to occupy the chair to which she led her : for though
j

brother which we have already lightly ske'ched
they were both dancers, yet as the reader has seen, forth: then she added, with a sudden outburst of
the ballet has its aristocracy, and while poor Hen- impassioned feeling, "Ah! signora, it is not only
rietta was in the lowest plebeian rank of the corps, cruel to suffer thus, but dreadful to think that
Signora Vivaldi occupied the highest patrician emi- ' thi-ough such suflerings the gold of the tempter
ncnce—and therefore the former felt as timid and often prevails ! I have resisted hitherto : but
basliful in the presence of the latter as a milliner's heaven alone knows "

apprentice when waiting upon a duchess. " Now I She stopped suddenly short, and cast down her
tell me why you were weeping," resumed Angela eyes in shame at having oven so far given an ex-
Vivaldi :

" has something annoyed you ? Even now pression to the dread apprehension that there was a
your heart is full, and you are sobbing. Maria," : possibility of her ultimately succumbing,
she added, turning to her lady's-maid, " give her a I

'' Miss Leyden," said the eminent danseuse, taking
glass of wine—she is unwell." i Henrietta's hand, " you must allow me to be of

Maria, who was a good-natured, steady, respect- some service to you. But no one need know any-
able woman, midway between thirty and forty thing about it ; and if you do not wish to continue
years of age, hastened to place a decanter of wine your present avocation However," she observed,
and some biscuits upon the table: then filling a suddenly checking herself, as she felt that it would be
glass, she handed it to Henrietta, saying, " T;ike imprudent to promise too much to one who wa«
this, my poor child—it will do you good." almost a total stranger to her—for Angela knew

Miss Leyden raised the glass to her lips, mid little or nothing of the generality of the ballet-

was about to sip the wine—for she did indeed feel dancers :
" however, we will talk more upon that

faint and ill
: but at that same instant the idea subject on a future occasion. Have the kinthiess to

flashed across her that if her poor mother had but
the single glass of wine which she now held in her
hand, it would cheer her—it would do her good!
iund as for that plate of cakes, how the poor girl

would have liked to take some of them home to

give me your address—there are writing-material*

on the table before you—and to-morrow you will

receive a visit from some one who maj- perhaps be
inclined to assist you."

"With these words Angela Vivaldi rose from the
her little brother! Suddenly bursting forth into a scat which she had taken close to Henrietta; and
fresh paroxysm of grief, she put the luitasted glass advancing to a chest of drawers where her purse
down upon the table : and then, unable to prevent lay, she took out some m-ney, wrapped it up in a
herself from giving luU vent to the anguish which had little piece of paper, aiid then returning towards
HOW fairly broken down all the la-st remaining bar- the table where Henrietta was WTiting down her
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ddress, she bent over Ler and said wMsperingly,

•'This will BuSice, poor, girl, for your immediate

wants."

Miss Leyden, whose heart was now swelling

almost to bm-sting, but with emotions very far dif-

ferent from those which she had so recently expe-

rienced, pressed to her lips the hand that had placed

the little packet in her own ; while she endeavoured

to murmur forth some words expressive of her gra-

titude—but her utterance was choked, and beyond

a few broken syllables she could say nothing.

" Hasten home to youi- mother, my young friend,"

said Angela ; " and do not be afraid that I shall

forget you."

Henrietta went forth from the presence of Sig-

nora Vivaldi with feelings which cail be better un-

derstood than described. It was not so much
because the eminent danseuse had put money into

her hand—for she knew not yet how much the

paper contained : but it was because such compas-

sionate sympathy had been shown her—because she

had been treated with kindness—and because at

parting Angela had called her by the name of

" friend." Oh ! for the humble and obscure ballet-

girl, with eight shillings a-week, to be suddenly

admitted to the friendship of the renowned dans-

euse whose path was paved with gold and strewed

with flowers ! Oh ! to have won the sympathy of

her whose high and brilliant position she had so

often envied ! It appeared to be a dream—a vision

from which there would be the sad wakening ot

disappointment.

On hastening to the dressing-room wWch she

and all the inferior members of the ballet had in

common amongst themselves, Henrietta lost no

time in putting off her gauzy raiment, washing the

rouge from her cheeks, and resuming her own ap-

parel. But, ah! how different now did the young

girl look! Her countenance was pale—very pale,

even to sickliness; and yet she seemed far more
sweetly interesting in her pallor than when the

roseate tint of art was spread upon her cheeks to

mock the pensiveness of her beauty. But her

attire—how jjlain, how scant even to meanness, was
it ! Nevprthclcss her clothes were as scrupulously

neat and clean as their dire poverty would permit

them to be. The cotton dress was faded—the shawl

was worn threadbare—the ribbons of the clieap

straw-bonnet showed that they had been long in

use. Poor girl, what more could she do for herself

upon eight shillings a week — with an invalid

mother, and a little brother of seven years old, too

young to earn aught on his own account

!

Henrietta had concealed Angela's gift in her

bosom, because several other ballet-girls were chang-

ing their apparel in the dressing-room at the same
time ; nor even when beyond the threshold of the

Opera House and in the street, did she pause to

ascertain to what extent Angela's generosity had
gone. Her lu^art was so full of the new emotions
which such unlooked-for and unusual sympathy had
excited, that she felt they were even too sacred to be
disturbed by the sellish and worldly-minded pro-

ceeding of counting the contents of the paper : and
BO she sped on homeward, without enlightening her-

self upon that point, or even experiencnig the wish
to do so. It was a luxury, novel and inellivble, for

the poor girl to think of the kindness whereof she

had been the object, so that the circimistanco ot

the money-gift was for the moment of the least im-

portance in her thoughts.

Let us now turn our attention for a few minutes

to the interior of a room, or rather an attic, bo-

longing to a house in one of the confined, dirty,

and gloomy-looking courts leading out of Little

Pulteney Street, Soho. Although two o'clock in the

morning, yet a light burnt in that attic : but it was
only a miserable rusli-eaniUe, which just alleviated

the darkness and shKilowed forth the poverty-stricken

appearance of the room. The little window had
originally possessed six panes of glass, of a very

small size : two of these alone remained, and the

vacant squares were covered with paper. A crazy

bedstead with a flock bed—twochaiis—a small table

—a washing-stand— and a few cooking utensils,

comprised the whole of the furniture of the wretched

attic. Yet everything was scrupulously clean.

In the bed lay a female of about i^Hy, and whose

pale and emaciated countenance, sunken eyes, and

thin wasted arms, denoted the invalid. Indeed, it

appeared as if the hand of death wore already up.,n

her. She was awake—and with her head supported

on one arm, was contemplating the countenance of

a pretty but delicate-looking little boy who lay fast

asleep by her side. The child, who was about seven

years old, had the most beautiful ehesnut hair that

ever was seen;—curling naturally about his well-

shaped little head, it was as soft and silken as that

of a girl. The poor mother, as she bent over her

sleeping darling, showed by the nervous compression

of her lips that she could scarcely subdue an out"

burst of grief; and unconsciously on her part did

two tears drop from her eyes upon the cheek of tho

child. It was not till she perceived them that she

felt that she was weeping; and she kissed away
from her boy's face the tears she had thus let

fall.

" Poor child !" she thought to herself, " what is to

become of thee ? I shall not long remain to watch

over you : I feel that death will soon come to claim

me as his own! O Almighty God! have mercy
upon this poor innocent child, who has d(jne no

harm—who is incapable of doing harm ! Alas, alas !

if it were not impious, I could wish, my darling

little Charley, that you had never been bm'a. Oh !

how strange it is that according as we are rich cr

poor, do our children prove tho objects of pleasuro

or of pain. Had I the means to make thee happy,

poor child, how rejoiced should I be to possess thee;

but now that I am steeped to the very lips in

poverty, and that within the tour narrow walls of thi;i

wretched chamber hunger is oflen our guest, I sor-

row that thou, my poor child, wast ever born to so

much misery! Your sister has to toil for us buth,

—for thee, helpless little one—and for me, her

equally helpless mother ! O, my God !" exclaimed

Mrs. Leyden aloud, as a terrible idea flashed across

her mind, "extend thine all-protecting influence

over my poor Henrietta I I shudder when I think

of the temptations to which she is exposed,—temp-

tations which her own exalted sense of virtue makes

her recoil from, but to which, alas ! a prolongation

of so much misery may in a moment of despair

drive her to succumb. Oh ! how I tremble every

time she goes forth to the fullilment of hor arduous

duties. I think to myself, ' IViuii leavcst this ahuds

of poverty pure utul chaste, mtf Henrietta ; but is it

twt to be drcuided that the day ^wij/ co^ne when yov



94 THE MTSTDRraS 0¥ TTTE COTTRT.

will return with the blush of shame upon your

cheeks and not daring to meet the gaze of thy

mother!'"
Overpowered by the thought, the unhappy woman

threw herself baek upon the bolster—for pillow

there was none; and covering her face with her

emaciated hands, she sobbed aloud. Little Charles,

being disturbed by the sounds of his mother's grief,

awoke and began to cry. Throwing his arms about

her neck, he said, " Don't be unhappy, dear mam-
ma :"—and in his own pretty childish way he did all

he could to console her.

Now, the very endearments of that child, so far

from pouring balm into the heart of the unhappy
woman, were like so many daggers plunging down
into it : for with ii-resisliblo force rushed a thousand

harrowing rellections to her mind. Was it not

shocking that a child of such a sweet and affec-

tionate disp(jsitLon should be doomed to the sad fate

of poverty and misery, and perhaps want ?—for

though the mother and daughter had hitherto

managed, even by dire self-privation, to give the

poor little fellow enough bread to eat, yet how long

might their abiUty to do so last ? Suppose that Hen-
rietta lost her engagement at the Opera, what
would become of them ? and when the season was

over, if she should fail to obtain another engage-

ment, what then were they to do ? Oh ! all this

was more than the poor woman could endure to

think of; and yet the terrible questions were inces-

santly forcing themselves upon her ! No wonder,

then, that as she now took that dearly-beloved child

in her arms and strained him to her bosom, his very

endearments and caresses should make her feel all

the more acutely the anguish and agony of her

position, and dread all the more poignantly for his

own future destmy. The little fellow sobbed him-
self off to sleep again upon his mother's breast

;

and then, as she . once more contemplated his

sweetly beautiful countenance—all the more beau-

tiful because replete with childhood's innocent ex-

pression—and as she lovingly played with his silken

chesnut hair, she again found herself giving way to

her despondent musings.
" Poor child ! passing the greater portion ot your

days in the sickly atmosphere of this wi-etched

room, perhaps art thou imbibing the seeds of dis-

ease and death from that mother who gave thee

life ! Alas ! is it indeed a mortal sickness which has

fastened itself upon me? must I die soon? am I

sinking and fading away ? or is it through want,

and privation, and sorrow that I am thus stretched

ujion this sick-bod? My sweet boy, how cheer-

fully would I surrender up my life this moment if

it would ensure thine happiness and prosperity

!

Thou, thy poor mother's darling—how rejoiced

ehoidd I be if I had the means of giving thee toys

to play with, and pretty clotlies to wear, and an

au-y wholesome room to sleep in, and good food to

cat. But thy clieeks are pale, my poor little fellow,

for want of proper nourishment and fresh air. Oh

!

if we had but a cottage in the couutry, were it ever

80 himible, that you might frolic about in the green

fields ami that the colour shoidd come baek to your

clieeks—;—But, no no—this may not be—this never

will be! I'overty has laid its hand upon us—peum-y
is our doom—wretchedness our fate. May God
(frant, my poor boy, that all these evils blight not

Uie pui-ity fA your ewoet sister. Oh ! let us sufl'cr

all that we do suffer, with resignation—aye, eveea

with cheerfulness—so long as my own Henrietta
remains the good and virtuous girl that she is at

present. But when 1 think of the temptations to

which she is exposed—the heartless libertines who
frequent that place—and the sufferings which she

sees her mother and her brother experience, I
tremble—Oh ! how I tremble, lest when in her de-

spair she stretches out her hand to God, the in-

famy of man may drop gold into that appealing

palm !"

At this moment Mrs. Leyden's ear caught the

sound of a light step ascending the stairs,—ascend-

ing too more hghtly and with a greater elasticity

than ever, light and ehwlic though that step always

was ; and it was also with a greater precipitation

than usufd that llenriecia threw open the door and

made her appearance. Her cheeks, that were wont
to be so pale, were glowing with excitement—her

eyes, habitually so mild and soft m their pensive

expression, had dancing light in their looks—and
her sweet lips were wreathed into a sunny smile.

The poor mother instantaneously caught some faint

reflection of that joyousness which invested her

daughter : for it struck her that the poor girl had
received a little increase of salary—perhaps a shil-

ling or two ; and such a circumstance would indeed

be fraught with hope and bliss for a family that had

to count and wei«h well the pence that it daily dis-

bursed.

*-'0h, my dear mother!" exclaimed Henrietta,

flinging her arms about Mrs. Leyden's neck, " such

good news ! I have found so kind a friend
!"

" A friend, niy chOd ?" echoed Mrs. Leyden, with

a sudden paroxysm of affright : for what friend

was a pretty young girl of sixteen, belonging to the

ballet, and therefore regarded as a legitimate object

for every Hhertine overture,—what sort of a friend

was such a girl likely to find ?

" Yes, dear mother—a good and generous friend,

who took compassion upon me," continued Henrietta,

with rapid and excited utterance; and she perceived

not the sudden alarm which had struck with so

sickenuig a sensation to the heait of her mother.
" I have money about me—^I know not yet how
much it is : but let us see."

" Money, cliild ?" murmured Mrs. Leyden, sink-

ing back upon the bolster.

"Yes—look, dear mother!" cried the exultant

Henrietta, as she took the little packet from her

bosom and opened it. " Heavens ! gold ! five

sovei-eigus! Oh!"—and the poor girl, overcome

by her feelings at finding pounds where she had

perhaps only thought of shillings, biu-st into tears.

'• Henrietta !" almost slu-ickcd forth her mother,

now springing frantically up on the wretched couch

:

" answer me as you would reply to your God ! Tha^

gold
"

"Good heavens, mother!" cried the ilamsol now
all in an instant comprehending what was passing

in Mrs. Leyden's mind :
" do you think so ill of

your daughter? No, no—thank God, it is not so!"

And with a cold shudder at the bare idea—like-

wise with a cruel re\ ulsion of feeling produceil by

her parent's dishonoui-ing suspicion—she sank down

on her knees at the side of the bed, and wept bit-

terly. Little Charley, awakened by those rapid

ejaculations on the part of his mother and eistor, sat

up and bcijan to cry.
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"Henrietta—my dearest child," exclaimed the

utjliappy woman, " if I have wronged you, forgive

me—Ob, forgive me !"

"Alas, alas!" cried Henrietta hysterically: "I
am virtuous, and pure, and iimocent : and yet for

all this I obtained not credit even with my own
mother !"

,^
" Dearest child, this reproach tortures me almost

to madness !"—and Mrs. Leydeu wi-ung her bands

bitterly.

" Miserable gold !" exclaimed Henrietta, spring-

ing up from her knees with a look of dfisnair :
" the

want of it produces misery, and the possession of it

brings a darker niisei-y still ! Mother, you have

wronged me—and this from you—O God! I should

Ikover have expected it
!"

"Sister, dear sister," said poor little Chaidey,

frightened at what was passing ; " do not speak so

to dear mamma !"

" Oh, my beloved brother !" exclaimed Henrietta,

straining the little fellow to her bosom, "but a

few minutes back I was dreaming—fondly dream-

ing, of brighter days for you : but now all is dark

—

darker than ever! Perish that gold since it has

mi'.de my very mother suspect me !"—and suddenly

relinquishmg the fervid clasp in which she had held

her brother, Henrietta snatched up the five sove-

reigns which she had thrown upon the bed, and was
about to dash her hand through the window to

fling them forth, when a hollow groan from her

mother's lips suddenly made her pause. " Heavens !

what have I done ? Dear mother, you are fainting
!"

" No—I shall be better in a few moments. Give
me some water, my dear child."

The gold dropped from Henrietta's hand, as she

flew to fill a cup wth water and place it to her
mother's lips. Then she sprinkled a few drops upon
that pale and emaciated countenance, while little

Cliarley sat up in the bed gazing in blank con-

sternation upon what was passing: for the child

could not possibly imderstand the nature of this

scene—but the terror of which hushed his crying
and made him speechless."

" Dear Henrietta," said Mrs. Leyden, now some-
what recovering, " I have wronged you—I see that

I have most fearfully wronged you ; and till the
last day of my life shall I regret it. But, Oh ! it

is misery which warps our hearts—misery that fills

as with suspicion—misery that changes our very
natures—misery that blights all the freshest feelings

)t' confidence "

" My dear mother, let us say no more upon the

subject," interrupted Henrietta—but yet in a voice

whicli showed how deeply shocked her soul had
been and how cruel was the wound that hor mother's
suspicion had inflicted on her heart. " The friend

wliom heaven has sent us, is Angela Vivaldi, the
kindest, the best, the most generous of beings !"

" Henrietta, can you forgive me—can you pardon
your poor mother ? Oh ! that I could recall the
incidents of the last fow minutes !"

" Forgive you, dear mother ? do not speak to

me thus !"—and the gentle girl again flung her
arms about her parent's neck.

Then httle Charley began crying once more; but
now it was rather in joy than otherwise, when be
beheld his sister and mother embracing.

Hfiijnotta proceeded to inform Mrs. Leaden of
vcrylhing which had C/Csurred to her that ni^dit at

j
the Opera, and with which the reader is already

acquainted. Frankly did she explain the overtures

made to her by Lord Everton—the feelings which

had seized upon her when in the middle of the

dance—and then the scene that had ensued in

Signora Vivaldi's dressing-chamber. Mrs. Leyden
embraced her daughter again and again : and again

and again too did she implore that good girl's for-

giveness on account of having even for an instant

mistrusted her purity.

CHAPTER XXIIL

THE TISITOE.

It was about eleven o'clock in the forenoon that

Henrietta ascended the stairs leading to the attic,

having been out to make some purchases. Her
step was light, and there was gladness in her heart

:

but there would have been more elasticity in the

former and a purer bliss in the latter, if that dis-

tressing scene had not taken place a few hours back

with her mother. For though the poor girl had
freely and frankly forgiven her parent—and though

she resolved to appear to think no more of that

occurrence—yet was the wound still bleeding in

her heart; for she could not help saying to her-

self, " My mother suspected me—and therefore she

has no confidence in my virtue
!"

Yet, when she entered the attic and began to

display her purchases upon the table, the disagreeable

impression left upon her mind by the incident just

referred to temporarily vanished ; because she ex-

perienced so true and heartfelt a pleasure at be-

holding the joy which beamed in the eyes of her

pretty little brother. From her basket Henrietta

took out a variety of provisions and other articles,

including many little comforts for her invalid

mother; and then she produced a complete new suit

of clothes for Charley. Mrs. Leyden, half sitting

up in the bed, watched her daughter's proceedings;

and when the basket was emptied, she said, " Hen-
rietta, you have bought nothing for yourself?"

"Oh, I require nothing at present!" exclaimed

the young girl. " Now, Charley, let me put you on
your new things."

Then, with what heartfelt pleasure did Henrietta

disapparel her brother of his old garments, and sub-

stitute the tasteful though modest suit she had

brought him in. And he, poor boy, exhibited aU

that childish delight which is so joyous to contem-

plate on the part of the young ! Then, having

finished dressing him, Henrietta took a comb and

arranged his beautiful chesnut hair in a way to set

off his sweet but delicate countenance to the utmost

advantage.

Scarcely had all this been done, and while Hen-

rietta and Mrs. Leyden were still admiring little

Cliarley's appearance in his new clollies, footsteps

were heard ascending the stairs, and a man's voice

saying, " There, my good woman, you need not

come any farther : I shall find my way. The door

at the top, you say—the one facing the stairs?

There, you need not follow me, I tell ^ou. Oh ! 1

suppose you want something for your trouble ? Stop

—hero's a shilling—and now pray let me find my
way alone. Indeed, I must insist upon it."

Theae words were addressed to the landla<ly of



ix; THE MYSTEkira OF THE COtlHT.

the house—an ofRcious, obtrusive, inquisitK-e kind

of person, who, seeing that the visitor was evidently

a man of substance, had endeavoured to push her

way along with him in order to aseertain what he

could possibly want with the Leydens. But he had

got rid of her as much by his peremptory manner

as by the donation of the shilling ; and almost im-

mediately afterwards Mrs. Leyden and her children

heard his footsteps halt at their door, at which he

immediately knocked.

Henrietta opened it, and found herself in the pre-

sence of an old gentleman with a brown scratch-

wig, a red face, a large double chin, and a short

stout figure.

" Your name is Henrietta Leyden, I suppose P"
|

said the gentleman : then catching sight of the in-
^

valid woman in bed, he observed in a blunt off-hand

manner, "Don't mind me ; I come with no hostile

intent— it maybe otherwise:"—and he unceremo-

niously walked into the room.

Henrietta shut the door, and at once placed a

seat for the visitor's accommodation : for it struck

her that this was an emissary from the kind-hearted

Angela Vivaldi. Mrs. Leyden, who, the moment
tlic knock sounded at the door, had settled herself

in bed so as to be prepared for the presence of any
visitor, entertained the same idea ; and little Charley

stood gazing upon the gentleman with childish won-

der as to what he wanted.
" You expected a call from some one this morn-

ing ?" said that individual, addressing himself to

Henrietta. " I know all that took place last night

between you and Siguora Vivaldi, with whom I have

the honour to be acquainted ; and she told me of

your position—also of what she had given you. I

suppose a part of the money has gone to dress this

little fellow out in these new clothes 'i Well, he's a

pretty little boy. What's your name, su* ?"

'• Charley Leyden, please sir," responded the

child.

" And I suppose you are very fond of jrour sister ?"

asked the gentleman.
" Oh ! yes, sir—she is so good and kind to me

—

and she gave me these new clothes just now."

"And parted your hair for you, and made you
look smart eh, my boy ?"

For a moment Charley was at a loss to under-

stand whether the gentleman spoke in a scolding

manner or not; and he looked up with a somewhat
frightened glance towards his sister.

"Oh, I am not angry!" exclaimed the visitor,

drawing the boy towards him and • smoothing down
his hair :

" you are a nice little fellow—but j-ou

ought to have more colour upon those cheeks. Well,

we shall see. Madam," he continued, turning

towards Mrs. Leyden, " you arc an invalid. Pray,

have you been ill long ?"

" I have been sufTcring much for several months
past," replied Mrs. Leyden ;

" and if it were not for

that dear sweet girl, I know not what would have

become of me and her little brother," she added, the

tears trickling down lier cheeks.

" How much do you earn a-week ?" asked the

gentleman, somewhat abruptly fixing his eyes on

Henrietta.
" Eight shillings, sir," was the reply.

" Well, you liad five pounds given you by Signora

Vivaldi last uight. Let us see what you hare done
with itt"'

" First of all, sir," returned Henrietta, " I paid
three weeks' rent, which we had unfortunately fallen

in arrear
"

"How much was that?"
" Seven shillings and sixpence, oir. We pay

half-a-crown a week for this room "

"It would be dear at a gift," ejaculated tbo
visitor, whose principal characteristic seemed to be
a strange and almost uncouth sort of bluntness.

"Well, go on—what did you do next ?"

"I paid the chemist, sir, who had been kind
enough to give us credit for some little medieincs

that my mother required. Then I bought some
tea and sugar, some sago, and a few othei' little

things that I thought would do my maiher good.

I also redeemed some linen from the pawnbroker's,"
added Henrietta, in a trembling voice and with
blushing cheeks.

" Linen ? I suppose for your own wear ?"

" No, sir—to make my mother n.ore comfort-
able," answered Henrietta, with a look that showed
she was somewhat hurt by the question.

" Well—and then you bought these fine clothes

for the little fellow here—eh?"

"Yes, sir; he was almost in rags. The suit he
has now on cost fifteen shillings. I know it was a
great deal to give in our condition : but, poor child,

I could not bear to see him as he was :"—and the

tears rolled down Henrietta's pale cheeks.
" Now you have told me all you bought for your

mother and the boy—what did you buy for your-

self ? Come," exclaimed the gentleman, somewhat
peremptorily, "show me the new dress or new
shawl, whatever it was."

" I can assure you, sir," cried Mrs. Leyden, per-

ceiving that her daughter was distressed by the

question, " that this dear girl expended not a single

sixpence upon herself—no, not even to the re-

demption of her Sunday clothing from the pawU'
broker's."

" Oh !" muttered the visitor. " Have you many
things in pledge ?"

" Everything," replied Mrs. Leyden, bursting

into tears.

" I don't know much about those sort of things,"

said the gentleman ;
" but I believe that the pawn-

broker gives you duplicates—does he not ? Come,
let me see them all."

Mrs. Leyden made an affirmative sign to Hen-
rietta, who forthwith produced from a drawer a con-

siderable quantity of pawnbrokers' tickets, which

with trembling hands and blushing cliocks she laid

upon the table.

" You have not always been poor," said the gen-

tleman, as he examined the duplicates one after

another. " Here is one for a ring—another for a

watch—another for a pair of earrings : then we have

gowns—blankets—sheets—God bless me ! what a

miscellaneous assortment of things, even down to

petticoats and stockings
!"

Although both Mrs. Leyden and Henrietta felt in

their hearts that the old gentleman did not mean tc

be cruel, but that on the contrary lie probably moaut
to give them some relief—yet they could not help

feeling a Httle shocked at the apparently blunt and
unfeeling manner, amounting almost to coarseness

and indelicacy, with which he spoke of the article*

that were pledged, and wliich might have shown

liiin how bitter had been the need that had reduced
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«fceni to such straits. But he <\\(\ not scorn to take ' and nurriHoiis fool for ber invalid motherr but

ny notice of the cmofions his words and manner | while she ivas *. ilmn^r ghc sxperienccd a (rradual

tftus pxriird ; and linvinjT scrutinized the duplicates,
|
return of that fooling of sadness which had arisen

he gatliercd the.'/i all up iu a ineHiodi'-a! way,
j
from the distrossinsj scene of the previous ni^ht.

wrapped them in paper and thrust thebi into his
I
The thou^rlit that she had been suspected by "her

capricious breeches-pockp>,.
j
mother rankled in the poor girl's heart—not with

" I shall take care of there atid look oicer them
;

nny sentiment of bitterness arrainst that parent,

eiain nf my feisure," he sairt : then fixing bis eyes ahom she forgave from the bf>ttom of her soul; but
iijjori Henrietta, he asked, "Do you like the stage?

i
with a deep sorrow to think that her own conduct

and do you want to keep on it ?"

She bui'st into tears, as if tlie very question were

an insult to her pure and delicate feelings.

" I coulu worship the generous benefactor," cried

Mrs. Leyden, " who would enable that dear girl to

quit a profession which she abhors, and to which

nothing but a dire necessity could have induced her

to have recourse. When we were first reduced to

distress, she endeavoured to support us by needle-

work : but it was 80 precarious and bo badly

paid

had not been sufficient in all its purity to guarantee
her against such an injurious suspicion.

Mrs. Leyden, who watched her attentively during
her present occupation, observed the natural pen-
siveness of her countenance gradually deepening
into mournfulness: and she divined tlie cause. But
she thought that the best plan under present cir-

cumstances was to say nothing more upon the sub-

ject. Wot that she was above repeating her prayer

for forgiveness at her daughter's hand ; but because

she fancied that the less that was said upon the

' Of course it is !" ejaculated the visitor. "Don't matter the sooner the impression of it would wear

you know (hat in this Christian country which gave

twenty millions to emancipate the black slaves in

the West Indies, there are swarms and swarms of

white slaves for whom this same Christian country

would not voluntarily give twenty million pence ?

But no matter : let us talk of your own affairs.

Do you think, ma'am, that you could b^ar removal

from this wretched den to a little better lodging, if

such were provided for you ?"

Mrs. Leyden, in a few words,—but these were

uttered in a tone of deepest feeling,—gave tlie gen-

tleman to understand that she thoug^it and hoped

her indisposition had been produced, and indeed was

now continued, more by want of proper nourishment

and by grief and anxiety than by anything more
Berious; and while she was speaking Henrietta

gazed with mingled hope and suspense upon the

nisitor's countenance, in order to gleam from its

expression whether she dared anticipate that such a

away from the young girl's mind. Besides, if any
portion of the promises at which their late visitor

had hinted should receive fulfilment, Mr*. Leyden
cheered herself with the hope that in the joyous

excitement produced by a change of circumstances,

Henrietta would very speedily forget the little in-

cident which was now occupying her thoughts.

Nor did Mrs. Leyden fail to perceive something

that might even be termed satisfactory in the way
that Henrietta had taken the thing to heart : for

did it not prove that the young maiden was de?

licately sensitive in respect to her virtue, and that

the least breath of suspicion tarnishing the fair

mirror of her reputation was esteemed by her as a

misfortune not to be borne?

A more comfortable meal than for many a long

day had been partaken of by this famUy, was pre-

sently served up iiy Henrietta's own hands ; and
when she saw how her little brother enjoye<l him-

change could be effected on ber mother's behalf as self, and how her mother's spirits were rallying

the one he had alluded to.
(
under the genial influences of hope, the poor girl's

" Well," he said, with looks that were inscrutable, countenance again brightened up, and she appeared
" we must see what is to be done. I think that you

j
to forget the occurrence which had been troubling her.

are a very good girl, Miss Henrietta : for the mo- I Scarcely was the meal over, when heavy footsteps

ment you got money, you did not go and dress I
were heard ascending the stairs : then there was a

yourself out in finery as most young persons of youi

age would have done,—and besides, you thought of

your mother and brother first. I am very well

pleased at that. As for the fifteen shillings you

spent in embeUishing this little fellow here, I can't

find it in my heart to blame you for the outlay,

although it was rather extravagant : he is a sweet

boy, and it's natural to wish to see him look well.

I do not mean to say any more at present - but it's

very likely you will hear from me again."

When the eccentric visitor had taken his leave,

little Charley caught hold of his sister's hand, say-

ing, "I don't like that old gentleman: he seems

so cross and ill-tempered, and he made you cry

once
"

"Yes, my dear Charley: but you must like him,

though," returned Henrietta; "for he is no doubt

a very good man. Oh, my dear mother!" ex-

claimed the j'oung girl, turning towards her parent,

"is there not now some beam of hope for us?"
" I think so. Pray God that it is so !" answered

Mrs. Leyden,

Henrietta now hastened to prepare some good

loud knock at the chamber-door—and on little

Charley, who was now all life and spirits, rushing

forward to answer the summons, a man in the garb

of an hotel-porter made his appearance laden with
packages. The instant Henrietta's eyes embraced
those packaj;es at a glance, she recogniaed the nu-
merous parcels which from time to time, and with
almost a breaking heart, she had borne to the pawn-
broker's ;—and if on those occasions she had wept
bitter tears of hopelessness and despair, she now
burst into tears again, but with joy, and gratitude

and gladness

!

"A gentleman has sent me up with all these

things," observed the porter, who was a good-

tempered fellow himself and had not failed to com-
prehend that he had been made, though humbly
and partially, the instrument of a good action.

" Well, Miss, you had better cry for joy than for

sorrow," ho went on to say. " But the old gentle-

man desired me to tell you that you are all to be
ready this evening between five and six o'cloci, as

he shall come and fetch jou to go to tooM ulcer

lodgings."
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Henrietta with a heart almost too full to allow

lier to speak, endeavoufei to induce the porter to

take some money: but he declared that ho had

already been adequately paid—and havinj; deposited

the packets upon the table, he took his departure.

"Oh, what a change for us I" murmured Mrs.

Ijeyden, the faintness of an overpowering joy coming

over her.

Henrietta hastened to throw her arms round her

mother's neck, saying, "Do you think you will be

e.ble to get up? Oh, I hope so! for now that you

have got all your nice clothes again, and can go

forth respectable as you were wont to do ^"

" Believe me, my dear child," responded Mrs.

Leydeu, straining her daughter to her bosom, and

then lavishing her caresses upon little Charley who
bad advanced up to the side of the couch, "I am
ten thousand times more gratified for your sake that

nil this has happened, than for my own. Yes, my
dear girl, I feel myself years younger, alike in

health and spirits. Oh ! it is necessary to drink

deeply of the bitter waters of adversity in order to

appreciate the sweetness of the returning founts of

prosperity."

By the time another hour had elapsed a gre^t

change had taken place in the appearance of the

mother and daughter. Mrs. Leyden, having rj.'cn

from her wretched pallet, had apparelled herself in

a simple but genteel manner; while Henrietta, had
exchanged a faded and scanty garb for cr.e which,

without the slightest taint of finery, was alike ele-

gant and tasteful. If in her discarded apparel she

had sc-emed sweetly interesting, she now appeared

ex(iuisitely beautiful. Upon her cheeks, previously

bo very pale, there was now a delicate tint of the

rose, but which even in its faiutness and its delicacy

was lovelier far than the bloom which art was wont
to shed upon her eouatenauce when she danced at

the Opera. The expression of her features was
now bashfully charming rather than tuueliingly

plaintive; and there was a mild lustre in the beau-

tiful blue eyes whieh were half veiled beneath their

thick dark fringes- The symmetry of her figure was
admirably set off by the genteel and lady-like gaib
that she had put on ; and altogether Henrietta's ap-

pearance was so improved by the advantage of dress,

that Mrs. Leyden, with all a fond mother's pride,

• jrveycd her with admiring looks.

" How pretty you seem now, sister," said little

Charley, joy beaming in his eyes. " I am so glad you
have got all thesse nice clothes—and mamma too."

In short the happiness of this little family seemed
nearly complete ; and Henrietta thought no more

—

at least for tlus present—of that incident which had
at first so much afflicted her. It was now past

three o'clock, as Mrs. Leyden perceived by her I

watch, which was amongst the things so generously

Redeemed for her from the pawnbroker's, and which
|

she had already wound up. I

"I promised to attend the ballet-master to-day
!

At this hour," said Henrietta, suddenly recollecting
!

her engagement. " What shall I do P"
|

" If our kind friend does not intend you to con-
tinue upon the stage," answered Mrs. Leyden, "you
need take no farther notice of that engagement."

"lint ought I not," asked Henrietta, " to pen '

a note expressive of gratitude to the generous-
hcarlcd Signora Vivaldi ? Oh ! I will lose no more

'

Mine in doing this I"
[

" But you know not whero tke Signora Uvea," ob«

served Mrs. Leyden.
" True !" exclaimed the young girl, with a sudden

look of disappointment. " Oh ! it would be so

sweet, and such a relief to my heart's feelings, to

be able to pour forth all my joy and gratitude to

that excellent being who evidently has made our

case known to this benevolent gentleman."
" He will take charge of your letter, my dear

girl," said the mother.
" Oh ! but a thing that is done at once always has

a truer air of sincerity," exclaimed Henrietta, now
fully bent, in the enthusiasm of hei- feelings, u^<*a

carrying out her little project. "I will wi-ite my
note and take it down to the Op<sra, so that the

Signora may have it with the least possible delay.

And at the same time I will make my excuses tc;

the ballet-master ; so that if by any accident I

should have to return to my recent avocations, I

may not make an enemy of him."

A shade gradually fell upon Mrs. Leyden's coun-

tenance as Henrietta thus notified her intention of

revisiting that establishment which the poor motuer

held in such horror, and to which dire necessity

alone had fixjm the very first constrained her to s(^nd

her child. Henrietta this time observed not that

gathering gloom on her mother's features ; tut en-

thusiastic in her resolve to testily her fervid gva.it-

tude to Signora Vivaldi, she sat down at the table

and penned a letter, the contents of which flowed

with as genuine a sincerity from her heart as the

tears which she had ere now shed welled forth from
the same holy fount of feeling. This pleasing tasi

being accomplished, she put on a simple but pretty

bonnet and a neat, shawl, selected from the things

ere now reclaimed from the pawnbroker's ; and
having kissed her mother and brother, was about Lo

trip with light step away upon her mission of gra-

titude.

" Would you not like to take little Charley with

you?" asked Mrs. Leydeu, concealing beneath »

smile the sort of gloomy presentiment which had

arisen in her mind at tlits resoive ef her daughtor

to pay a last visit to the Opera.

"Yes, to be sure!" exclaimed the now happy

girl : but then the next moment, as a sudden

thought struck her, she said, " No, I cannot. I aui

going to speak to the baJlot-master, and must not

take any one behind tin; scenes with me. Now,
my sweet Charley, do not look disappointed ; bccausa

I shall be back soon— and then, you know, we ai'e

all going away together to some nicer place."

Having thus atiectionatoly spekcn to her brother,

and having again kissed liiui, lienrii.«tttt sallied fortlu

The landlady ot' the house, with characteristic iu-

quisitiveuess, endeavoured to engage her -in a gossip

as she was passing out of the front door—for the

woiftan was very anxious to know who the old gen-

tleman was that with a sort o^' enchanter's wan4
had appeared to bring so much sudden iiappiuesii

into the previously wretched chamber inhabited by

the Leyden family. But Henrietta would not pause

to gratify the landlady's curiosity; and turning out

of the dark gloomy court, she gained the strt-ot.

Upon being left alone with Charley, Mrs. LeydtTi

relapsed suddenly into a mournful mooil. Was it

that the sudden presence of so mu<'h hapj)iness, Ly

unnaturally exciting her spirits, haa leil to a jiro-

portionate reaction—and that hi'r uiiiid, enli;ehi4»4
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fay illaesa, was unable long to endute a joy so great i

that it engendered a mistrustfulness of itself? No
doubt till:! was the explanation of Mrs. Leyden's

[

feelings ; and in suc!i a morbid mood it was also
j

natural that she should entertain misgivings in

respect to her daughter's sudden and impulsive

re visit to the Opera. Dire misfortune had so

warped the poor woman's feelings as to render her

somewhat suspicious of every circumstance that

miglit occur, and made her invest the commonest

incidents with an air of ominous importance. She

accordingly began to fear that Henrietta, having

no sooner regained the possession of good clothing,
[

was anxious to display her chnuge of circumstances

to her acquaiatances at the Opera. The reader will
j

no doubt consider it wrong of Mrs. Leyden to judge

her daughter than,—wrong to form such an opinion
|

of tlie young girl whose self-denial had been ex- I

hibited in so many varitnis ways during their period

of poverty especially on that very morning when

s-Le iiad purchased comforts for her brother and her

roother, but not even necessaries for herself! Mrs.

Ic/den felt, too, that she was wrong to give way to
;

'..'.<ese fears and suspicions : but she could not help 1

it— slie was not mistress of her thoughts— and they I

ga.ued upon her. She was naturally a good woman ; !

but the best natures are liable to feelings and weak-
j

nesscs of this kind—especially when the physical

energies have been impaired by sickness, suffering,

und calamity.
•' An hour passed, and Mrs. Leyden said to herself, I

" Henrietta ought to return now." Half-an-hour i

more elapsed— and still she did not come back.

Then Mrs. Leyden kept looking at the watch which

hail that day been restored to her ; and this very

watch, though affording a proof of returning pros-

perity, became in another sense a source of pain and

enxiety as it indicated the lapse of time during

which Henrietta returned not. The incident of the

watch affords an illustration of all the circumstances

of this world, none of whose pleasures are without

pain and none of whose roses are without thorns

!

Half-past five o'clock ! Henrietta had been ab-

sent two hours—and Mrs. Leyden's excitement I

grew intolerable. She felt very ill again—yet was
j

too nervous to lie down. Little Charley, too young
|

to perceive that his mother was suffering, and too I

innocent to understand how she could suffer now
j

that she had good clothes and plenty of food again

»nd Wiis going awny to a nicer place, as he had been

assured,—was amusing himself with the pictures in

one of the books which were amongst the things
'

redeemed from the pawnbroker's.
\

presently footsteps were heard ascending the
[

ttairs ; and the elderly gentleman of the morning
(Bade his appearance.

" Well, uui'.iui, 1 aia glad to see you are up," he

ifnmediately observed. "Ah! my little fellow,

looking at a picture-book—eh? But where is your

BJster ?"

" Henrietta has gone to the Opera, sir, to leave a

ijote of thunlps for Signora Vivaldi," said Mrs. Loy-

ien, answering the question.

" That's all very well and good," interrupted the

9ld gentleman :
" b^t she ujight have given it to

me,"
"That is whijt I suggested," rejoined Mrs. Ley

-

deii: "but she would take it herself."

"Then I suppose we raust -^'ait for her," said the

visitor, depositing himself in a chair. " How long
has she been gone ?"

"Two hours, sir," returned Mrs. Leyden, endea-
vouring to banish the expression of uneasiness from
her countenance.

"Two hours!" ejaculated the gentleman. "That's
rather long. It is now more than half past five,"

he continued, looking at his watch. " Did not the

porter tell you I should be here between five and
six?"

" He did. And now let me thank you again ao-i

again
"

"Nonsense! I don't want thanks. I suppose
your daughter will not be long. Come, my little

fellow, you and I will look at these books together

till your sister comes back."

Another half-hour passed. Mrs. Leyden was 8uf»

fering excruciations, which she endeavoured to con-

ceal as well as she was able ; and the old gentleman

began to grow impatient. Another half.hour—then

another— till at length it was seven o'clock. Mrs.
Leyden, who had frequently turned aside upon her

chair to conceal her tears, now burst into a flood of

weeping ; and becoming dreadfully excited, declared

aer conviction that something was wrong. The old

goutlcman said what he could to r.oothe her, and
volunteered to hasten off to the Opera and see if

anything was really the matter. He accordingly

sped away ; and during his absence Mrs. Leyden
became so ill that she was compelled to lie down.
Little Charlej :^ow saw that something fresh had
occurred to make his mother unhappy ; and she was
not able to reascure him. In a little more than half-

an-hour the old gentleman came back. He wore a

gloomy look—and Mrs. Leyden at once saw that he

had no satisfactory tidings for her.

"Your daughter, ma'am," he said, "has been to

the Opera. She was there a little after four o'clock,

but only stayed a few minutes while she delivered

her letter and spoke to the ballet-master. She then

took her departure— but was joined at the stage

door by some gentleman v\ hose name I could not

learn, and with whom she went away."

At this intelligence Mrs. Leyden gave a low

moan, and fainted. The old gentleman threw water

upon her face, while Charley hastened down to

summon the landlady. The unhappy mother re-

gained her senses, but showed every symptom of

being very dangerously ill. A doctor was sent for;

and he declared that it would be impossible to remove
her foi the present. The idea of transferring the

poor lady to another lodging was consequently aban-

doMod fur that evening.

The old gentleman remained at the lodging till

pa«t nine o'clock, in the hope that Henrietta would

return. But the young girl came not—and Mrs.

Leyden upbraided herself bitterly at the cause of

what she believed to be her daughter's flight.

" I suspected her virtue—1 accused her wrong-

fully !" she exclaimed with wild accents and pas

sionate gestures; "and the dagger which I planted

in her heart has rankled there. Oh, heaveus ! is il

possible "lat she has gone? has she left the mother

who darcil suspect her innocence ? has she said to

herself ihat it were useless to take a pride hene*-

forlh in that virtue for which she obiaiueU not

credit? iias she, in short, ab.indoucd herself to

guilt in a prtr-xysui of despair .'"

The old geiilleiuau sought au ejpUuation of thcte
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gelf-atxiusings on the part of Mrs. Leydcn, and when

the unhappy motlier told him what had taken place

when her daughter brought home the gold she had

received from Angela Vivaldi—and how the inci-

dent had since dwelt in Henrietta's mind—the old

gentleman at first became very thouglitful. But at

length he said, "You must tranquillize yourself,

Mrs. Leydon; for I do not think from what I have

seen and heard of your daughter, she would suffer

her galled feelings thus to urge her on to so despe-

rate a step as accepting liberfiue proposals. In any

ease you will not lose a friend in me. I shall come

and see you again to-morrow: but as I feel intO'

rested in all that concerns you, mind you send and

let me know the instant your daughter comes back.

For that she will come back, with a satisfactory ac-

courtt of her present absence, I feel confident. Here
IB my address."

Thus spealiing, the old gentleman laid his card

upon the tabic; and having kissed little Charley,

who had gone to bed an hour previously, crying

bitterly at his sister's absence,—the eccentric bene-

factor took his departure. He did not however

leave the house without placing gold in the land-

lady's hands, and desiring her to minister iu all

possible ways to the comfort and well-being of Mrs.

Leydcn. But, alas ! uuhappiness had once again

entered that humble chamber,—not the uuhappiness

produced by^ poverty, for this evil existed there no

longer,—but the uuhappiness arising from the dis-

appearance of Henrietta and the self-accusiugs of

Iier invalid mother.

It appeared from the card which the old gentle-

man had left upon the table, thatT tlie name of the

poor family's benefactor was Mr. Jonathan Gun-
thorpe, and that his address was at the Sell and
Crown, Holborn.

CHAPTER XXIV.
j

THE PEECEPTOU AND HIS PUPIL.

The name of William Duveril has been occasionally

mentioned in our pages; and we must now intro-
,

ducc hiui more particularly to the reader. He was
quite a young man ; but it was not very easy to lis

his exact age to a year or two, because his com-

plexion being rendered somewhat dark by a long re- I

sidence in a southern clime, together with a certain

thoughtfuluess of look, possibly made him appear a

trifle older than he really was. Thus he might have

been a little under twenty or a little above twenty:

for with no nicer precision could his age be fixed.
j

He had dark hair, worn somewhat long, and curl-

iijg naturally—whiskers which though small in-

cryased the manliness of his otherwise youthful

appearance—and fine bhick eyes, beaming with in-

touigcnce when not bent down in the mind's ab-

straction of thought. He was tall and slen'cr, not

merely symmetrically formed, but modelled with an
Apollo-like grace and elegance. His features were
of the Grecian cast—his upper lip short, with that

aristocratic curl which may express disdain where
there is false pride, but which is equally indicative

of a calm and manly dignity where there is no over-

weening hauteur. His teeth were remarkable for

their whiteness and evenness ; and there was some-
thing peculiarly sweet, t lough by no means ef-

feminale, in hia smile. It denoted a kiiid disposition

and a generous heart, wiiich indications of character

were amply corroborated by the high and noble

forehead that seemed formed to be crowned with

nature's own peerless diadem of intelligence.

AVilliam Deveril was accustomed to dress in •

style which became a perfect gentleman, but with-

out the least pretension to finery—much less of,

mawkish dandyism. Nevertheless, a stranger who
beheld that elegant young man, of such exquisite

masculine beauty, apparelled iu the most becoming
stylo, would have been very far from suspecting that

he was anything less than a scion of the aristocracy.

And yet, as the reader is already aware, William
Deveril earned his bread by giving lessons in draw-
ing, music, and painting upon ivory. But then he

had become quite the rage, so to speak, as a pro-

fessor of these arts ; and teaching only in the best

families, he was enabled to turn his talents to a Viry

lucrative advr.ntage.

It was about mid-day as Mr Deveril knocked a^.

the door of Lady Macdonald's mansion in Cavendish
Square ; and to his questions as to whether Lady
Fiorina Staunton was at home, the footman who
answered his summons, repli.ed in the affirmative.

The young professor was thereupon conducted to a
parlour where he found Lady Fiorina seated alone.

The young patrician damsel had already arranged

upon a table the requisite drawing-materials ; and
it had been with a fluttering heart that she had
counted the minutes until William Deveril made
his appearance. Now, as he entered the room, she

with that command which a well-bed and modest

young female is enabled to exeviise over her feel-

ings, received him with that att'able courtesy which
she was always wont to display towards her young
preceptor. Then resuming her seat from which she
had risen, she said, " I have dene but little, Mr.
Deveril, to this picture since you were last heroj

but I hope to make some progress this morning."

As she thus spi)ke she bent her head over a piece

of ivory, of an oval shape, and about six inches in

diameter at its widest part. The subject of tiie do-

sign was a beautiful landscape which the fair pupil

was copying from a water colour drawing made by
Deveril himself; and so far as her performance had
advanceil, it gave promise of being a very tolerable

imitation of the original.

" Your ladyship has not touched it, I sec, since I

was hero the day before yesterday," observed De-
veril, as he glanced at the ivory : then taking a seat

near his beautiful pupil, ho added, " But if your
ladyship can give me an hour to day, some progress

will indeed be made."
" I wish to have it finished, Mr. Deveril," an-

swered Fiorina, " because ray aunt is desirous to

present it to some one of her acquaintance. 1 had
thereforij purposed to beg you to extend the lesson

to at least two hours—that is, if it do not interfere

with any previous arrangement which you huva

made."
" And if I had made any, it sliould cheerfully bo

put off for your ladysliip !" rcplii'd Deveril, with a

warmth of tone which suildeiily made Fiorina start

and the colour rush to her cheeks : for there wiu

something in those accitnts which touched the teu-

dercst chord that thrilled to her heart's euro; for aho

knew that Deveril loved her, and this was another

of those unwilling and almost unconscious proofs <d

that love which from time to time escaped hiui.
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But honr did the innocent and artless Floriaa

know that Dcveril loved her ? Had he ever de-

clared his passion ? No : he had not dared to do

bo; nor had she ever ventured to encourage him in

such daring. But to those who love, the signs and
evidences of love in others are as intelligible as a

language which though unknown to some, is yet a

facile means of interclianging thoughts with those

who can speak it. For love has its own peculiar

language, which though often inelFable, is neverthe-

less potent in its silent eloquence,—a language

whose syllables, and words, and sentences are ex.'

pressed by a thousand little circumstances that pass

unnoticed by the common observer, but which are

full of meaning to those whose hearts afford the key

to the reading of those mysteries. Thus a gesture

—a suppressed sigh—a look hurriedly given and as

hurriedly withdrawn—the flitting blush upon the

cheeks—the thrill which is mutually experienced

v/hen the hands accidentally come in contact—the

visible quivering of the entire form at such contact

—the subdued hushed tone in which words are

spoken at one moment, and the suddenly excited

warmth with which they are uttered at another,

although the words themselves may be merely

commonplace,—all these are the signs, and emblems,

and soul- waftings of love. But more !—when two

beings of kindred dispositions and congenial spirits,

and in whose union there appears to be a fitness

marked by nature and designated by heaven,

—

when two such beings meet, although they may
give no single one of all those signs of mutual pas-

sion, yet is tliere not such a thing as the soft and
mystic transfusion of souls, taking place by some
unknown and ineffable agency— a. blending of the

spirits such as no gross passion can know and no
common uatuie experience,—an interchange of silent

whisperings from heart to heart,—the whole passing

uU human understanding ?

If the reader can comprehend all this, he will not

be surprised that a being so pure and chaste ia

thought, so stainless and immaculate in soul, so in-

nocent and unsophisticated in all the artifices of

the world—so etherealized, in short, not merely

above that patrician sphere to which she belonged,

but also above humanity itself,—there is uo need

for wonder, we repeat, that such a being as Fiorina

Staunton should have fathomed the secret of Wil-

liam Deveril's heart.

But let us continue the thread of our narrative.

She had started and she had blushed as he spoke

with such sudden warmth ; and yet it was a warmth
intelligible only to herself, and which would have

had nothing significantly perceptible for any com-

mon observer had others been present in the room.

And Dcveril saw that she had started and that she

had blushed—saw likewise that her suddenly ex-

jited emotions had left a thrilling quiveiiug behind,

and that as she took up the camel's-hair pencil in

Uer fair fingers it trembled as if the haud that held

it were an aspen-loaf. Then, in the confusion into

which his own feelings were suddenly thrown by

the incident, he endeavoured to stammer out some
excuse, in which attempt his confusion only grew
worse confounded.

"I beg your ladyship's pardon -I spoke vehe-

mently hurriedly but but your lady-

ship is aware I did not speak disrespectfully
"

" Disrespectfully i* Ob, no, M.r. Dovcrill" sho
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exclaimed :
" I know you are incapable of that .'*—

and as she thus spoke, Fiorina raised her clear doflp

blue eyes to her preceptor's countenance.
"I thank your ladyship for that assurance," he

said, in the low tremulous tone which indicates
feelings proudly moved, and which are almost
too full to be restrained,—feelings which while thus
threatening to obtain the mastery, appear as if they
must burst forth in a gush of passionate and tender
avowals to tlie idol of adoration. " What I meant
was that I am at all times ready to devote myself
BO entirely to your service that every other engage-
ment should be cheerfully put aside."

Fiorina having again bent her eyes down upon
the ivory, was endeavouring to commence laying ia

some coluur: but her hand trembled, and she at

once made a serious fault.

" Oh ! you have spoilt your picture !" exclaimed
Dcveril. " Give me the brush—the colour must b<»

removed directly."

But in his eagerness to take the brush, from her,

their hands came completely in contact, so that

Fiorina's fingers let it fall altogether; and rolling

over the ivory it made a number of marks altogether

spoiling the design.

"A thousand apologies for my precipitation I"

said Deveril, again overwhelmed with confusion,

and taking all the blame unto himself.

"It was not. your fault," murmured Fiorina, ia

a soft melting voice ; and unconsciously—mechani-
cally—impulsively, she extended her hand as an
assurance that she was not oflcnded.

Deveril took that hand— pre.-'^ed it—found it

linger in his own—and retained it in his clasp. Oh !

the ineffable bliss of that moment! Then indeed

was there the soft transfusion of spirits warmly
blending . then was there an indescribable sense of

rapture mutually felt! Deveril was no longer

master of himself; and yet it was not with a gross

passion that he was intoxicated, but with the purest

and holiest love that he was elevated to the realms

of elysiau bliss. He raised to his lips the hand that

still lingered in his own—he kissed it gently, and
yet fervently—and then, as if astounded and amazed
by his audacity, he sank on his knees at Fiorina's

feet, exclaiming, " Pardon—pardon me !"

He had suddenly relinquished her hand : but she

gave it to him again in a harried and bewildered

manner,—murmuring in a broken voice, " Kise, Mr,
Deveril—for heaven's sake, rise I If any one should

I

come in, what would be thought ? 1 who am be-

trothed to another!"—and suddenly overpowered

by this idea she burst into tears.

"Oh, you weep! you weep!" exclaimed Deveril,

starting up from his kneeling posture and resuming

his chair by her side. " But those words which you
have uttered they prove they confirm the

wildest hopes Oh, that this may not be a dream !"

" Mr. Deveril, I am unhappy—very, very un-

happy, murmured poor Fiorina, gazing upon him
through her tears. " Leave me, forget this moment
of weakness on my part "

"You bid me leave you?" said Deveril, in •

mournful voice and with a reproachful look. " What
—leave you at a. moment when it appeared as if

heaven itself were opening above mo ?"

"Oh, if I could tell you all I wish to say," ex-

claimed Fiorina, with more passionate vehemoucij

than she had ever shown in her iii'o bcfor* "it
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would relieve my heart! But ao—I dare not—

I

dare not ! Leave me !'

" And if I leave you thus, are we ever to meet

•gain ?" asked Deveril, profoundly afflicted.

Fiorina hastily wiped away the tears from her

eyes, and bending her looks upon the young man,

Bhe was about to put forth all the energies of maidofl

firmness and tell him that it weire indeed better they

should part to meet no more, when all that firmness

melted rapidly away as she gazed upon the exquisite

beauty of Deveril's countenance—a beauty which

never had seemed more fascinating to her view than

Ht this moment when every feature cy.;/ressed love,

adoration, sorrow, a«d despair

!

" Mr. Deveril," she said, " I cannot give utter-

ance to what I was about to say ; for it was an in-

junction that would have sealed my unhappiness."

" And mine aipo, if it ^ere to have bidden me
leave you," he iiumediateiy rejoined, his countenance

r.jrhling up with the animation of hope and bliss.

" Say, beautiful lady, has not everything which has

ju t taken place gone too far to be recalled .''—have

not secrets been revealed which may never be con-

signed back to oblivion ?—and have not two hearts

lifted the veil from their innermost sanctuaries ?

Oh, do not tell me that what is done you could wish

to be undone ? No—recall not a single gesture, nor

a single look. To do so were to prove far more
cruel than you are capable of proving: it would

have been to lift me on angel-wings high above the

common things of earth, merely to plunge me deejj

down into an abyss of darkness and despair !"

William Deveril had spoken in that tone of

mingled rapture, earnestness, hope, and suspense,

which was full of love's ineffable hot varied

music, and can he listened to by no young maiden
with impunity : so that even if Fiorina had been

far mor? solemnly and sacredly pledged by vows of

hsy owe to Edmund Saxondale than sine was, she

vculd have forgotten all such plight and troth at

that instant, because her own feelings were stronger

than herself.

" No," she said, murmuringly, as if it were the

silvery flow of a crystal streamlet that was waiting

soft spirit-voices upon its surface, " I wish to recall

nothing—I do not now repent of what has just

taken place
!"

" Oh, then you love me ! you love mo !" exclaimed

Deveril, in a tone of swelling enthusiasm and gush-

ing rapture ; and again and again did he press to

Lis lips the fair hand that was now completely

abandoned to him. "But, ah ! reflect. Lady Flo-

ma !" he said, a cloud suddenly settling upon his

countenance :
" all the brilliant prospects of your

life may be at stake ! If you condescend to bestow
your hand upon me, you become the bride of the
humble and obscure artist

"

• "Bat I become the bride of him whom I can
love," observed Fiorina, in a low soft voice, full of
an ineffable sincerity.

" And you will renounce the coronet of Saxon-
dale for n\eP" asked Deveril, his cheeks glowing
with rapture.

" Were it a diadem, I would renounce it for yo-i
!"

fejoined the patrician maiden.
" Oh I is it possible that such bliss is a reality P

can it bo otherwise than a dream ?" cried Deveril,

once more falling upon his knees at the feet of Lady
Fiorina: then as he gazed up into her countenance,

he said with a mingled earnestness and impassioned

emotion, " If for my sake you consent to sacridce

all those prospects which the world deems brilliant

and dazzling,— if for the love of me, the humbie

and obscure artist, you renounce that position which

society considers so desirable, you lay me under an

immensity of obligation which only can be repaid

by a love so fond, so tender, and so faithful, that

never did poet dream of such a love nor novelist

depict it ! But is tlds all that I can give in return

for the vastness of the sacrifice which you will make
for me ? Yes—I can offer you no other riches than

the wealth of a heart's devotion—the opulence of

feelings that shall have no other aim nor endeavour

than to ensure your happiness—the treasure of an

enthusiastic adoration of which thine image alone

shall ever reign the idol ! Sujh, Fiorina, is all that

I can offer you— all that I can lay at your feet—in

return for this love of your's."

" And what more can I ask ?" said the maiden,

in gentle accents and with tender looks, as she bent

down towards her inoeling lover, so that her eyes

looked into his own, and her balmy breath fanned

his brows that were throbbing with the excitement

of ineffable feelings. "You offer me everything

calculated to ensure my happiness ; and the prompt-

ings of my heart tell me that if others seek to con-

trol my fate by wedding me to splendid misery and

coronetted unhappinesa, it is a duty I owe unto

myself to accept the destiny which a higher power

—

I mean that of heaven—appears to throw in my
way !"

" Oh ! every word that you speak, worshipped

and adored Fiorina, convinces me of the depth of

your love and assures me of its enduring con-

stancy! This, this is happiness indeed!"—and as

Deveril spoke he threw his arm round the snowy

neck of the beauteous dam.#l, and drew down the

countenance already so close to his own till their

lips met : and as he still knelt at Fiorina's feet, he

thus culled the first kiss of the love which was now
so fully revealed.

" Rise, rise," said Fiorina, with murmuring tre-

mulousness of tone ; " rise, William—dearest Wil-

liam !"

He obeyed her—he rose from his kneeling pos-

ture—he again seated himself by her side—but for

some minutes his heart was too full to allow the

utterance of another word. It was a sort of sub-

dued ecstacy—a prolonged sensation of bliss, wherein

his soul was steeped : his heart was bathing in a

fount of elysian delight. The impression of that

pure, chaste kiss was still upon his lips,—the voice

which had just addressed him by his Christian

name for the first time, was dwelling like a soft

strain of delicious music in his ears,—and the imago

of her on whom he gazed in mute adoration, wi«

reproduced in his heart, never to bo elT.icod ! He
felt that whatever should betide him in this world,

through whatever storms of adversity or tornadoes

of misfortune he might bo hurried,—to whatever

distance circumstances might separate him from the

presence of the idolized and adored one,—yet that

still the sweets of that kiss would linger on his lips,

the music of that voice would continue to float in

his ears, and the image of that face of transcending

beauty would remain indelibly impressed upon hit

soul.

On the other hand, while ail these thoughts aud
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4oa.s:itioii-i \v(jre exercising tlieir beatilic iallueace

upoa VVillia ii Deveril, Fiorina was likewise busied

witli kiniU-el reilectiLins : tor she felt tliat whatever

barriers aiijfht spring up in the way of her uoion

with hiin whom she thus loved, that still her love

would never be impaired, but if there were a pos-

sibility of its increasing, it would acquire freah

power in the presence of every dilficully. Not less

could she avoid contrasting this haiids.oiue and

elegant young man with the insiiiiddo ;king and

self sulticient youth to whom her rehitious sought to

sacrifice her. Indeed, carried away by the current

of these reflections, she could not help giving audible

utterance to them—thereby breaking a long silence,

during which she and her lover had sat gazing in

mute rapture upon each other.

" 1 teel that I have been too docile, too obedient,"

she observed, in a low soft voice. " I have listened

with even a servihly of whioh I am now ashamed,

and with a o^cekuess wherem was absorbed all the

proper spirit of a woman, to the representations of

my aunt Laily Macdoiiald and to I he injunctions of

my brother Lord Harold. I ne^er ought to have

given an allirmative reply to the suit of Lord Saxon-

dale ! But while 1, on tiie one hand, was submit-

ting lo the control of an a.iat and a brother,' he on

the other hand was acting in accordance with the

counsel of his mother : for I now un lerstand it all

—

thii alliance was projected and arranged between

tue two families, in utter disregard of what my
own feelings might h.j: liut, Ou ! I am not to be

disposed of in this uiatmer; nor will I suffer all the

brightest and chotci>sl lloAcrs of my heart's spring-

time to wither in the sickly atmosphere of society's

conventionalisms, nor be crushed beneath the heel

of an aunt's or a brother's despotism."

As Fiorina thus spoke, her beautiful countenance

became flushed with •xuitement—her nostrils di-

lated—her eyes flashed brightly—her lips curled

with decision—and her bosom swelled proudly.

Never had she appeared to Ueveril's view so truly

handsome, so trausceudiugly lovely, as at this mo-

ment when asserting the spirit of a young damsel

who felt that she had been coerced, but who had re-

solved to emancipate herself from the shackles of

io.iiestic tyranny.

The reader may rest assured that little progress

was made in the drawing lesson of that day : never-

theless William Deveril remained the full two hours

which he had at first been invited to stop. Is it ne-

cessary to enter into details' f'SUo how this interval

was passed? or can not the deader picture to him-

self all the tenderness of tli;v£';,sccne which followed

the mu'ual confession of loye? T*.ie»e were long

periods of silence, during which William and Fio-

rina sat together, their hands locked, and their

spirits blending in the raptured gaze wliich they

fixed upon each other : then there were intervals of

soft and tender discourse, during which vows and

pledges were reneweil over and over again;—and

f,he time flew away so rapidly that the two hours

had passed ere the lovers awoke from their dreamy

bliss to the consciousness that time was passing at

nil.

At length Dereril rose to take his departure.

Nothing had been settled'as to any future coui-se

which they were to pursue : they had been too much
absorbed in the happiness of the jn-eseut moment
to be "ible to give serious attention to the cii-cum-

stanccs that might arise from Fiorina's resolve tc

renounce the coronet of Saxondale and bestow her

hand upon the young artist. But, as in all such
cases, there seemed to be a tacit yet matually adopted
understanding that for the present their love should

be concealed from all the world — that it should

remain a secret sacredly treasured up in the sanc-

tuarie» of their own hearts—and that they should

trust to the chapter of accidents to throw up circum-

stances in their favour. Thus ever is it with those

who love in opposition to the Nvishes of relatives

and friends; for there is a timidity in love which

condemns the heart to keep it secret and forbids tha

lips to i)roclaim it boldly, eve« though the resolve

bo deeply taken that this shall be the only love that

can lead to marriage.

After exchanging a fond embrace WUliam and

Fiorina separated,—the former taking his departure

from Lady Macdonald's mansion, and the latter

remaiug alone to enjoy the luxury of a solitude

in which she could ponder upon all that had
passed.

ibllAPTEll XXV.

STRANG S C E B B.

We have seen tliat William Deveril had called eA

Lady Macdonald's mansion precisely at mid-day (c

give a dr.iwOsng-lesson to Lady Fiorina: but we hav«

also seen tli^t i* was a lesson in love that was mu-

tually taken, and that two hours hud slipped awa_\

almost unnoticed by the lovers. It was therefore

two o'clock when Mr. Deveril issued from that man^

sion: and at this hour he ought in pursuance of his

engagement to attend at Saxondale House t > give

lessons to the Hon. jMisses Juliana ajid Couslance

Fai elield. But how could he possibly think of these

two ladiea when the lovely and beloved Fiorina

filled his heart with her image?

Mechanically however he proceeded towards Park

Lane; but as he made his way through the streets,

he had no eyes for the ever-flowing tide of that hu

man ocean which pours its unceasing floods through

the great thoroughfares of the metropolis; nor had

he any cars for those multitudinous sounds which

indicate the bustle, the activity, and the vital ener-

gies of the modern Babylon. All his powers t/

vision as well as all his faculties of thought were

concentrated inwardly—absorbed in the dclicioua

contemplation of Fiorina's image which was im-

pressed upon his heart.

In this mood did he reach the vicinage of Saxod-

dale House: but instead of presenting himself thertt

he entered Hyde Piirk and roved ahout for some

time, abandoning hiuiself to tUoso dciwious rellec-

ticnis which naturally sprang from the scene <[»•

scribed in the preceding chapter. At length he re-

collected his engagement at Saxondale House. Hu
looked at his watch: it was half-past three o'clock.

AVhat should be do? It was doubtless too late to

give the Hon. Misses Farefield .their lesson : but

would it not appear pre-eminently disrespectful not

to call, ofl'cr an apology, and asciyrtain whether it

would be their pleasure to take their lesson ou the

morrow ?

Deciding upon this course, William Deveril bent

Lis way to Saxondale llousc, aud was immcdiat«(|
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Fiorina's own voice,— "William," repeated Lady
Saxondale, " tell me, wherefore are you thus moved ?

why do you listen to me in such deep embarrassment
—I might almost say with pain ? Is it possible, I

once more ask, that you do not comprehend me ?"

"No, no," he cried vehemently: "I do not com-
prehend you For heaven's sake, explain your-

self!"

"Oh! why will you di-ag from my lips, in the

incompetent form of words, those feelings that gush
upward from the heart ?—for the feelings them-

selves are full of ardour and passion, but words arc

cooled by the breath on which they are wafted. But
if I must be thus explicit, understand me then at

last :"—and after a moment's pause Lady Saxon-

dale added with strong accentuation, "AVilliam

Deveril, I love you !"

Although from the instant Lady Saxondale had
begun this last speech, the young artist was pre-

pared for the avowal just made, yet when it did

fall from the lady's lips—and that so abruptly too

—

you not pleased with this avowal of love which I
have so frankly made? But do not mistake mc

!

It is not as a husband that I seek you—it is not as
a wife that I offer myself. No, no—the world must
not know our love ! And therefore it is as a mistress

that I abandon myself to you ! Yes, this trc-

mendous sacrifice of honour, and virtue, and all that

a woman should hold most dear, do I make for the
maddening passion that I experience for you. O
William, do you refuse such a love as this ? No,
you cannot—you will not ! But you do not believe

that I am serious ? Come—let me convince you
that I am—let me press you to my bosom!"
The infatuated lady, hurried along by the mad-

dening fury of her passions, extended her superb
arms to enfold the young artist in their embrace:
but he started suddenly back—and with a strong
recoil that savoui'cd even of horror and aversion,

cried out, " No, no I"

"What! you scorn, you spuru my love?" ex-
claimed Lady Saxondale, whose pride and vanity

he started, and an ejaculation of dismay escaped
i

would not at the first instant enable her to think
him. But even then he doubted whether he could

j

that it was really so, although she expressed it in
have heard aright, or whetb- r his ears had deceived

|

words. "It is impossible ! You still think perhaps
him ; and he continued for two or three moments that I am triflmg with you—that I am trying you
gazing in wonderment and uncertainty upon Lady

j

in order to see that you are a fit preceptor for my
Saxondale; so that she, with that obtuseness of per- :

daughters? But I take heaven to witness that I
ception which oven the most keen-witted females :

am sincere. What? still you stand gazing upoa
arc liable to in the affairs of the heart, fancied that • nae thus in consternation and alarm ? It is impos-
he was overwhelmed by his good fortune in being

|

sible, I repeat, that you can refuse my love. Love ?

beloved by a lady of her rank and wealth.
j

it is a burning, devoui-ing passion,—a passion that
Yes, William—dearest William," she said, in maddens me—a passion that scorches me with con-

the tenderest tone, and fixing upon him looks brim-
fidl of passion, " I love you—I have loved you for

some time—and I could conceal it no longer. You
know that the world regards me as a woman whose
very pride is a guarantee for her vii-tue : and so-

lemnly, sacredly do I assure you that never before

have I stooped from the loftiness of my pedestal

to tell any human being that I loved him! But
rest assured that I have struggled long to stifle the

feeling which thus urges me towards you ; and the

struggle has been a painful one! I can now
struggle no longer: it is a severer conflict than
even my proud nature can endure, or my strong

will carry on. I bow—I jncld—I, who never bent

nor succumbed before ! yes, I bow—I yield, to the

influence of love;—and you, William Deveril, are

the object thereof!"

She had gone on speaking thus because the younc

suming flames else never, never had I suffered

its wild torrent thus to hurry me away ! Love did
I say ? William Deveril, it is a mad idolatry, in

which I could sacrifice almost everything—yes, even
the hope of heaven itself, for your sake. Ah I would
you have, then, a proof of this fervid love of mme ?

Behold it in the present scene! You know my
pride—you know my haughtiness—and you may
conceive then how powerful is that love which can
thus bend that pride and subdue that haughtiness
to the degree that now makes me sue a humble
sujigiliant for your love in return I"

" Lady Saxondale," answered William Deveril,

again retreating suddenly as she once more flew

forward to clasp him in her arms, " is it possible

that you can have thus far forgotten yourself ? or is

the excuse to be foimd in a passing madness?"
" Yes, yes—it is madness !" she exclaimed with

artist was so paralysed by the state of his feelings vehement accents,—" the madness of this lovo
as to be unable to interrupt, much less stop her.

j

which I feel for you ! And I have asked you to

Even though her words sounded in his ears, con- love me in return—and you hesitate ? Oh, but you
vcying sense and meaning to his comprehension, ho shall love me—you must love me—and love too as
could scarcely put faith in what he thus heard; and

j

I do—as passionately, as ardently !"

although he beheld before him that woman of a " Peace, madam !" exclaimed Deveril indignantly,
grand and magnificent beauty, descending from the '-'This scene must not be prolonged another minute.^'

pedestal of her patrician pride, throwing off the All on a sudden Lady Saxondale's whole being
Juno-like stateliness of her demcanom', and melting appeared to change: the crimson hue of excitement
into all the winning graces and sensuous fascinations vanislied from her cheeks, leaving them pale aa
of Venus herself, yet still he could scarcely bcheve marble—the sensuous light which had been beam-.

in the reality of the spectacle which he thus beheld, ing in her eyes, flamed up into flashing fires—tha
So he stood near the chair from which he had risen, I supplicating attitude of her splendid fi;juro was suo
with eyes fixed wonderingly upon her countenance— ceeded by an air of Juno-like wrath, as she drew
with hps apart—^the very effigy of astonishment herself up to the full of her commanding height:
and doubt

!

and in a voice choked with rage, she said, " Ah !

"William, what means this singularity of manner then you scorn my lovo ? you s])urn me ? you have
on your part ?" asked Lady Saxondale, her accents dared to humiliate Lady Saxoudale f

"

now tremulous with anxiety and misgiving. "Aro| "Madam," replied Dvvcrii, "if I remain lnjm
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eren during the few brief moments wliich are oc-

cupied by what I am now saying, it is only because

I would not wish you to imagine that I shall go

hence from your abode to give pablicity to a scene

as unexpected as it was painful. Your ladyship

speaks of being humiliated : but if you feel so, it

need only be so long as I am in your presence. No
—I will not make a vaunt of the proposals which in

a mood of deplorable weakness you have ventured
to make to me. Let the veil of oblivion be dropped
over what has passed ! And now I bid your lady-

ship farewell."

" Stop—one moment stop!" said Lady Saxondale,

in the deep hoarse voice of concentrated passion; and
she clutched Deveril violently by the arm. " You
must not leave me thus. I feel like a desperate

woman, capable of desperate deeds. You, sir, are
the only man I ever loved ; and to have this first

love of mine thus rejected—thus spurned No,
by heaven, it shall not be !"—and in the madness of

her rage she stamped her foot violently on the
carpet.

Deveril, shocked and horrified at what was taking
place, burst from the strong grasp in which Lady
Saxondale held him, and was hastening to the door,

when she bounded after him, and caught him by
the arm again, crying, "Stop—I command you to

stop ! Beware how you irritate me—I am not mis-
tress of my actions—and if you attempt to escape
from me again, ere I have said all that I have to
say, there will be a struggle, and you know it will be
playing a coward's part to do violence to a wo-
man !"

" Lady Saxondale," said the young artist, pain-
fully excited and scarcely knowing how to act, " I
will remain a few minutes and listen to what you have
to say, if you wOl only tranquillize your feelings

:

for I really do not wish that you should incur the
chance of exposure before your household. At the
same time I warn your ladyship not to address me
again in language that is derogatory to yourself and
insulting to me."

"Insulting to you, foolish boy?" said Lady Sax-
ondale : and the words came hissing forth on her
panting breath, while every feature of her handsome
countenance was convulsed with passion—a passion

in which the fury of desire was mingled with the

rage of disappointment and the deep sense of mor-
tification. " Have you refused my love because

there is such disparity in our ages.'' It is true

that there are many years' difierence between
us: but am I not handsome? am I not in the

proud glory of my beauty ? Look at this hair ;—is

tliere one line of silver in it ? Look at this face ;

—

is there a wrinkle upon it ? Look at this form ;

—

has time done aught to mar its symmetry? No,
no," she added with increasing excitement, " I not
only love, but I have the consciousness of being
loveablc. And if my mirror told me false in that

respect, think you that the handsomest and proudest
peers of England, who when seeking my hand have
told me that I was beautiful, have spoken thus in

mere idle flattery? Oucc again, then, William
Deveril "

" No, lady—not again—not even once again !" he
cried, now stricken with the conviction that every
moment which he gave up to a prolongation of this

Bcenc was a treachery and an insult to that sweet
patrician girl who but a few hours previously had

breathed a revelation of purest and chastest love itj

his ear.

I

" Ah, then your's. is a heart of adamant and wi'l

not be moved!" exclaimed Lady Saxondale. "But
' perhaps you love another ?"—and her whole form
quivered with rage as the bare idea struck her with
an ice-chill, smiting her proud heart as if it would
rend it in twain.

"Love another?" echoed the young artist me-
chanically: for again he trembled lest his secret

should be surprised.

"Yes—love another!" promptly rejoined Lady
Saxondale. "I said so—and I see that it is the
case. Oh ! that tell-tale look of your's reveals the

secret ! Then I have a rival ? Ah ! rivalry en-

courages bad passions—it excites vengeance—and
by the heaven above us, William Deveril, if my love

be spurned for that of any puling sentimental girl,

the revenge that I will wreak shall be terrible
!"

" Good heavens. Lady Saxondale !" exclaimed the

young artist, thinking of Fiorina j "you know not
what you say

!"

"But I have told you what I will do," responded
the infuriate woman—for infuriate she now refcUy

was. " Beware how you continue to spurn my love

!

Say but one kind word, and I will forgive all that

has passed
"

"Madam, I can bear this no longer," cried

DeverU, once more breaking away from her.

" Stop !" she exclaimed, a third time catching him
by the arm, and with such power too that he could

not have escaped without exerting more violence

than his generous nature would permit him to dp
towards a female :

" I have but a single word now
to say. Give me your love, William, and I will

worship you : persist in refusing me, and I become
your bitterest enemy !"

Having thus spoken, with flashing eyes, pale

countenance, quivering lips, and trembling form,

she suddenly released him of her own accord—and
he foimd himself free.

" Lady Saxondale," he answered, " when thia

tempest of passion has subsided, ycu will be sorry

for what has passed."

" Sorry ? No," she cried, now drawing herself

up once more with sovereign hauteur, so that her
majestic beauty seemed terrible in this storm of

rage and indignation :
" that word is not one which

can be applied to Lady Saxondale. Instead of ex-

periencing sorrow, I shall look for vengeance. If

S/our mind be made up, ynine is also. I could have
sacrificed everything to enjoy your love ; but I can-

not endure to be humiliated by this rejection of my
own. Much theretorc as I could have Icvod you, I
am prepared to hate you. Which is to be the alter-

native '{"

" Madam," answered Deveril, " this scene has
already lasted much too long, and your conduct
towards me has passed from indelicacy to insult."

"Begone, then, sir!" she exclaimed, the fires of

all possible human passions flashing from her eye».
" I hate you— and I will be revenged!"

Wilham Deveril bowed coldly and quitted the

room. In a couple of minutes he crossed the

tln-esho!d of Saxondale House, and returned one*
more into Hyde Park to compose the feelings that

had been so much excited by the strange and pain-

ful ordeal through which he had just passed.

It appeared as if he had just wakened up fri.>i« «
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dream the influence of which pursued him even

when he was awake. Was it possible that tlie

proud, the dignified, the haughty Lady Saxondale

had 60 far forgotten her wonted self-possession as to

expose herself in such a manner ? But by a natural

transition of ideas, the young artist was led to

contrast the sensuous fcrvoar and immodest passion

of that lady with the chaste love and delicate affec-

tion of the beauteous Fiorina. Then, still pursuing

the tlu'cad of his reflections, he could not help

trembling at the satanic threats of vengeance which

Lady Saxondale had hurled at his head,—and not

at his head alone, but at that of whomsoever she

might detect in being what she chose to regard

as a rival. Deveril saw that she was a desperate

and dangerous woman—a woman whom her dis-

appointed passion had rendered thus desperate, and

who was likely to prove all the more dangerous

because she possessed the strongest energies, which

she would not fail to exercise in the pui'suit of any

object she was anxious to attain.

But what was he to do ? Should he confidentially

impart to Fiorina's ear everything that had oc-

curred, and thus put the young maiden upon her

guard in case Lady Saxondale should by any acci-

dent discover that the object of his love was none

other than the same being who had been selected to

become her own son's bride ? No—the honourable

and upright mind of Deveril recoiled from the bare

idea of shocking the pure and chaste Fiorina by

the tale of her ladyship's depravity ; and he there-

fore came to the resolve to observe the strictest se-

crecy in respect to all that had just taken place.

It was now five o'clock ; and Deveril, quitting

Hyde Park, bent his way to a lodging which he had
in Pall Mall. Not that he habitually resided there

;

for he had another place of residence in one of the

suburbs of London. But this lodging, consisting

01 three apartments, served as the place where he
received letters and visits in respect to the profession

he exercised. One of the rooms was fitted up as a

studio, where he gave lessons to those who preferred

to visit him there : another room was used as a par-

lour ; and a third as a bed-chamber, in case it suited

him to sleep at his lodgings.

On returning to Pall Mall he found two or three

persons waiting to see him on matters of business

;

and when they had taken their departure he ordered

some dinner to be served up. Little appetite how-

ever had the young artist for the food thus placed

upon the table : his thoughts were too much ab-

sorbed— or rather too pleasurably and painfully di-

vided between the two scenes which had marked
this memorable day. It was not till past nine

o'cl(>ck that he quitted his lodging; and the evening

being exceedingly beautiful, he determined to walk

to his suburban residence—for he felt that (exercise

and fresh air would soothe the excitement of his

thoughts.

It was ten o'clock as William Deveril entered

the E^-gent's Park, across which his path lay in

the direction of a splendid mansion somewhat
isolated from the rest of the superb residences

which abound in that district. The evening was

warm—some of the casements of that mansion were

open—and the swelling tide of music flowed forth

to his ear. That music was accompanied by several

Bwcet female voices ; and so exquisitely did they sing

Umt the younf artist, as passionately fond of miuic

as he was of drawing, stood still to listen. He wag
enabled to approach to within half-a-dozen yards of

the fence boimding the garden in which the man-
sion stood ; and it was from the open casement of a
room on the first floor that the delicious strains' of

vocal and instrumental harmony were wafted forth.

I'his casement was the side-window of a drawing-

room whose front, with a range of several windows,
looked in another direction upon an ampler spread

of grounds; and the side-window to which we have
alluded, opened on a balcony towards which the

luxuriant clematis and jasmine, mingling with roses,

crept up against the wall.

As William Deveril stood listening to the music,

he recollected that Fiorina had mentioned to him
dm-ing the two hours they had passed together that

day, that she was going to a party with her aunt

Lady Macdonald to the house of some friends in

the Regent's Park that evening ; and as the young
artist stood gazing up at the open casement, the

crimson draperies of which gave a roseate hue to

the light shining forth from the interior of the

room, he thought to himself, " Perhaps it is here

that my beloved Fiorina is now gracing the brilliant

assemblage with her presence ? Ah ! was it some
instinctive feeling of this kind which made me
prefer walking home to-night—which made me
take this exact path—and which now caused me to

halt here close by this stately mansion ?"

While he was thus musing to himself, the har-

mony had ceased—the soft sounds of the music and
the equally delicious voices no longer sent forth

their fluid notes to the star-lit air ; and Deveril was
about to pursue his way, scarcely able to repress a

sigh as he thought that if Floriua were indeed there,

some aristocratic coxcomb perchance was privilege 1

to lead her through the mazes of the dance, while

he who possessed her love was wandering round the

exterior of that luxurious mansion

!

At the very moment ho was turning away, the

crimson drapery was drawn aside, and a lady ap-

peared upon the balcony, as if to escape for a few

moments from the stifling heat witliin and breathe

the fresher and purer air of the night. But that

lady was Fiorina ! Yes—Flcjrina, elegantly dressed

—looking radiantly beautiful in her ball-room

toilet— Fiorina, the idol of the young artist's

worship I

An ejaculation of joy and delight burst from De-

veril's lips. Fiorina started, and was about to re-

treat from the balcony ; but Deveril breathed her

name in a soft voice, yet just loud enough for her to

hear. And she did hear it—and by the hght which

shone tlirough the crimson draperies the enraptured

Deveril could perceive that the young maiden's

countenance became suddenly animated with in-

effable pleasure as she recognized him. But it was

dangerous to attempt any communication under

circumstances where notico might bo attracted;

and so the interchange of whatever the lovers

might have to say wa.s limited to signs. Floruis

waved her snowy handkerchief to the young artist;

and he, responding in a similar mauuer to that

mute but recognized signal of love, passed linger-

iiigly away.

Uo saw Fiorina push aaide the draperies again

and disappear behind them: thou rejoicing that ho

had thus caught a glimpse of hit adored one,

though only for such a brief pa^iiiiu^ in;>taut, he »^*td
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onward with a lighter heart to his own residence,

which was at no very great distance.

But as William Dcvcril entered the hall of a

beautiful little villa which he thus occupied in the

neighbourhood of the Ecgcnt's Park, a charming

creature of angelic beauty came forth from the

parlour to welcome him, and even to chide him

affectionately for being so late. Who was this

beautiful creature that thus showed herself so

anxious for his rctui-n, and whom he embraced so

fondly as he made some excuse for bis lateness?

Ah ! from this mystery we cannot at present draw

the veil—even though it were to relieve the reader

from uncertainty as to whether William Deveril

had that day pledged an undivided love to Fiorina

Stauuloa.

CHAPTER XXVI.

TUE FABRICATION.

Nothing could exceed the rage and disappoint-

ment of Lady Saxondale at the rebuff she had ex-

perienced from William Deveril. We must inform

the reader that from the very first moment he com-

menced giving lessons to the Miss Fareliclds, at

Saxondale House, several months back, her ladyship

had conceived a strange and irresistible attachment

tjvvards that handsome young man. At the begin-

ning Lady Saxondale had endeavoured to put away

this feeling, with as much calm confidence that she

would succeed in doing so as if she were divesting

herself of a garment which though fitting some-

what tight she had no doubt of being able to lay

aside: but insensibly that attachment grew upon

her ; and though she was long ere she would admit

this circumstance to herself, yet she could not help

at last opening her eyes deliberately to the fact that

she really loved William Deveril.

It was perfectly true that Lady Saxondale

struggled long and painfully against this growing

passion : true also that it acquired a power greater

than her own faculty of resistance. We may like-

wise observe that she had spoken with equal truth

when informuig Deveril that she had never loved

before. The reader is well aware that she had not

married old Lord Saxondale for love ; and that

though she had been true and faithful to him—had
treated him with kindness—and had therefore made

him a good wife, she had never experienced for him
any sonlimcnt beyond those of friendship and gra-

titude. At his death, though left a young, beautiful,

and rich widow, she had never thought of changing

her condition—simply because out of the many
offers which she received, not one was made by any

individual of a rank so much superior to her own as

to make her wish to aspire to it. As for love, she

encountered no ono capable of inspiring her wiih

that sentiment. Thus remaining single, she had

pursued only one idea—and this was her ambition.

She looked upon herself with pride and satisfaction

as having been the means of perpetuating the race

of Saxondale in a du-cct lino from her husbatul,

and in having rescued the coronet and estates from

the grasp of a profligate and unprincipled man in

the person of llalph Farefield. Her ambition had

therefore been, from the lime of her husband's

death, to rear Edmund Saxondale—to watch over

him with the mobt zealous care—and to cherish him

as the only prop upon which the prond title oi

Saxondale now rested. For there was no other

direct male hei» to that title known to exist ; and
if Edmund died, the title would become extinct and
the estates would devolve to a very distant relative

owning a ducal rank, and in which the title of Saxon-

dale would consequently be merged and lost. We will

' not now pause to describe all Lady Saxondale had

suffered on perceiving the gradual devt4opment ot

I Edmund's evil qualities as he grew up : but we will

content ourselves with observing that if she could

not love him, she nevertheless cherished him as ihe

only hope of perpetuating the family into which she

had married and of which she was so proud.

This was Lady Saxondale's ambition ! The same
explanations may likewise account for her apparently

premature anxiety to make such matrimonial ar-

rangements on behalf of Edmund, as would provide

him with a wife the moment he should come of age.

Hence the selection of Lady Fiorina,—a highborn

though portionless damsel, whose relations and friendg

had been too willing to assent to her prospective sacri-

fice to the sickly, ill-conditioned, and evil-minded

Lord Saxondale. It was now the aim ofher ladyship's

ambition to see Edmund married and behold male

issue springing from the union, so that she might bo

assured of the perpetuation of the race of Saxon-

dale. With this ambition constituting as it were

I
the aim of her existence, it was not likely that such

a woman would be easily accessible to the more ten-

der sentiment of love. She was too worldly-minded

to be thus sensitive. But had she not passions ?

j

Yes : but she had also the pride that enabled her to

control them. She had not remained virtuous for

the love of vu'tue : but because she was too prudent

and too cautious to endanger her proud position in

' the world. She had not remaiuetl chaste through

any genuine sentiment of feuiiuine purity ; but bc-

'] cause she did not choose to risk the conse(juences of

an intrigue. Thus, when she had found her pas-

sions rebelling, she had subdued them j and when
tempted by the overtures of the gallant and the

dissipated in the world of fashion, she had risen su-

perior to such temptations—not because she pos-

sessed a virtue that recoiled from them, but because

she was too proud to compromise herself by succumb-

ing to theip.

Such had been the history of Lady Saxondale's

life from the period of her husband's death until

that when she met William Deveril. For niueti;en

years had she remained inaccessible to love or to

temptation: and now she not only cxperiencetl lovo,

but invited temptation by becoming herself the

temptress ! Severely and painfully, we repeat, had
she struggled against this passion which she felt for

Deveril : but at length she found that it was con-

suming her. She had endeavoured to avoid meet-

ing him when he came to the house to give lessons

to her daughters ; but an irresistible impulse would

urge her to the room where she might see him.

She had struggled to bimish his image (rom her

mind : as vainly might she have essayed to roll

back with her hand the mighty volume of water

which the Thames pours into the sea at the time of

its ebb. The strength of her mind gradually gave

way in this ono respect : namely, the irresistible

passion she experienced for Deveril. She felt at

last that she must avow this love of her's to him—if

such a passiou deserved the uamo of lovo at aU<
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Not for A moment did she anticipate a repulse. On
the contrary, naturally judging from what she con-

stantly beheld passing around her in the great

World, she had expected that the humble artist

would rejoice at being invited to become the para-

mour of a lady of rank and riches.

Groat, then, was her rage—infinite her disap-

pointment—and cruel her sense of humiliation, at

the rebuff she had experienced. That it was through

any purely virtuous feeling on William Deveril's

part, she could scarcely imagine : but she believed

it to be because ho loved another, and was so in-

fatuated with this love, that unlike the young men
of the aristocratic world, he would have considered

it a crime to prove unfaithful to it. Whosoever
therefore the object of this love might be. Lady
Saxondale was fully prepared to regard and to treat

her as a rival ; and thus was this woman, naturally

so proud, 30 strong-minded, and so diguilied in her

conduct, ready to descend to the meanness of

iealousy, the paltriness of envy, and the pettiness of

revenge, in a matter where after all she herself had
sustained no substantial nor real injury. But where

a woman's passion is concerned, her whole nature

becomes warped according to circumstances and in-

fluences.

Ungenerous herself in the course which she was
thus prepared to pursue. Lady Saxondale could not

help fancying that Deveril wascqually likely to take

an ungenerous advantage of the scene which had
l^laeed her in his power. In short, she believed that

lie was likely, in consequence of her thi-eats, to

spread the story of her overtures and his refusal.

At all events, she argued, if he did not do so .at

once he would hereafter when he found that she had
given utterance to no idle threats but was pursuing
hiui and her rival whoever she might be, with her
implacable resentment. Therefore she resolved to

be beforehand with him in all respects, and by tell-

ing the story herself, put upon it the complexion
that would suit her own interests, and thi-ow com-
plete discredit on any counter-statement he might
hereafter make.

So soon as William Deveril had parted from Lady
Saxondale in the manner described in the previous
chapter, she promptly composed her feelings; and
ringing the bell, inquired whether her daughters
had returned from their ride in the carriage. She
was answered in tlie negative ; and she therefore

waited patiently till they came back. On their ar-

rival the young ladies, hearing that their mother
had inquired for them, hastened to put off their

bonnets and shawls, and then proceeded to the

(Irawiiig-room where her ladyship was now seated.
" My dear girls," she said, in a far more caressing

and lively «>nner than she was wont to adopt
towards them, especially in respect to the eldest,

Juliana,—"you will never conjecture how sin-

gular a scene has been taking place during your
absence."

"At all events, my dear mother," answered
Constance, " it was of no very serious character

;

for you arc gay over it : and therefore your words
have caused me little uneasiness but much curi-

oaity."

" The scene was too ludicrous to be serious," con-

tinued Lady Saxondale. "What will you think
when I tell you that I have had a declaration of love

and an o2er of marriajfc ?"

"What! you, mother?" exclaimed Julianai
" From some old nobleman, I suppose ?"

"The remark is scarcely respectful. Miss," re-

turned Lady Saxondale, now suddenly recovering

her wonted dignity, blended with hauteur: "fori
presume you intended me to understand that only
an old nobleman would be likely to seek my hand in

marriage."
" Well, tell us this adventure of your's then,"

said Juliana, not in the most respectful tone: foi

the reader has already seen that this young lady

I

was by no means the pattern of a dutiful daughter.

I

" Yes—tell us what has happened, my dear
mother ?" asked Constance, who was far more affec-

tionate and docile to her parent.

j

" It is perfectly true," continued Lady Saxondale,
addressing herself more to Constance than to

Juliana, " that I have received an offer : but I think
when I tell you from whom it came, j-ou will say
that I have even less reason to be proud of the pro-
posal than if it had been made by some old uoble-

I

man such as Juliana has referred to."

" Who, then, was it ?" inquired Constance.
' " Your preceptor, Mr. Deveril!" responded Lady
Saxondale.

An ejaculation of the most unfeigned surprise
burst from the lips both of Juliana and Constance.

I " It is really the case," continued then- mother.

j

" You know that you waited for him some little time
this afternoon ; and as he did not make his appear-
ance you went out. But you left a message that if

he called he was to be asked to come to-morrow.

j

No<v, as I always regarded him as a very civil, well-

behaved, nice young man, I did not choose to mor-
tify him by leaving that message to be delivered by
the servants : so I allowed him to be shown up when
he came ; and having received his apology for the
lateness of his arrival, I gave your message. 1
don't know if I spoke in a more affable tone than
usual ; but certain it is that he sat down and begai,

conversing in a way which I considered to be some-
what familiar. I showed a little impatience at this

;

when he suddenly entered upon the most extrava-

gant declarations 1 scarcely know how he began
them, but I recollect that I was so taken with
astonishment that I allowed him to proceed unin-
teruptedly for some tune. To be brief, he flung
himself at my feet—gave utterance to a thousand
ridiculous things borrowed fi'om the rhapsodies

which lovers are made to utter in novels and ro-

mances—besought me to have pity on him—and
vowed if I did not, he should kill himself in de-

spair."

"Is this possible?" asked Juliana, eyeing her
mother with something like doubt and susjiicion in

her looks.

" Good heavens, what insolence !" cried the
younger daughter, who on the other hand implicitly

believed every word her ladyship uttered.

" Insolence indeed I" echoed Lady Saxondale, not
appearing to observe the manner in which Juliana
surveyed her :

" and yet I can scarcely call it inso-

lence, because it was sucli pure unmitigated folly.

Uowever, I sent him away from my presniice, and
ordered him never to coine to the house again."

"I am surprised at Mr. Deveril," said Constance.
" I always thought he was an unassuming, well-

behaved, and dbcreet young man,—a very superioj

young man indeed— quite o gentleman "
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" And utterly incapable of such egregious folly,"

adflcd Juliana. " At least," she immediately said,

observing that Lady Saxondale fixed her eyes sternly

she could hate Deveril as keenly u the had lored

him—and though she was even meditating revenge

-yet was she still devoured by a consuming
upon her, " he is the last man in existence that I passion for that splendidly handsome young man.
should have thought likely to commit himself so And she was tortured, too, with jealousy on ac»

absurdly. The only excuse to be found for him is count of the unknown rival to whom she felt as*

that it was a transient touch of insanity." ' sured his heartwas devoted, and whom she longed
" Perhaps so," observed Lady Saxondale. to punish '

She then continued to discourse upon the sub- When morning dawned Lady Saxondale aros4

ject with her two daughters a little longer ; after from the sumptuous couch whore she hud only been

which she retired to her own chamber to dress for enabled to snatch a few hours of troubled slumber—'

dinner. But she had now a new cause for spite a slumber too which was haunted with feverish

and vexation, she having seen full well that she dreams. She looked at herself in the glass ; and

was not believed by her eldest daughter. perceiving that she was pale and somewhat careworn,
" Well, Constance," said this young lady to she stamped her foot impatiently, muttering to her-

her sister, the moment they were alone together, self, " New cares, new sources of annoyance and
"what think you of the tale that has juit .been vexation, arising up around me ! This must not

told us ?"
, be.

"

" That Mr. Deveril's conduct was most extraor- I And yet she did not put a stop to any of thes«

dinary," replied Constance, not perceiving the real self-created sources of vexation by at once abandon-

di'ift of her sister's question. ing her projects of vengeance in respect to "William

"And so it would have been if everything took Deveril. No; the strong-minded woman was now
place exactly as our mother has chosen to represent enslaved by her passions—those passions which for

it," observed Juliana.

" What do you mean ?" asked Constance, in as-

tonishment.
" I mean that there is something moi'e in all this

than her ladyship has chosen to tell us. Is it likely

—is it natural, that a young man like Mr. Deveril

so many long years she had dominated as an

empress-tyrant keeps ber foot upon the neck ofa re-

bellious people.

It was between two and three o'clock in the

afternoon that Lady Saxondale's carriage stopped

at the house of Lady Macdonald in Cavendish

would Ml so desperately ia lore with a woman of Square : and as she ascended towards the drawing-

our mother's age ?" room, she settled her countenance in such a manner
" Not so very old," interrupted Constance :

" only that it seemed to wear a look as if a sense of some

Just forty—and you must admit that mamma is
,
ludicrous yet disagreeable scene were lingering in

superbly handsome."
I
the mind. Lady Macdonald and Fiorina were

" Granted ! But if she is forty, Mr. Deveril is ' seated together in the drawing-room when Lady
not more than twenty," rejoined Juliana ;

" and it Saxondale was announced ; and they both at onca

is not likely, I repeat, that he should fall head over ! observed the singular look which her ladyship's

ears in love with a woman double his age : for it features thus wore.

could only be in the madness and intoxication of I " Has anything unpleasant occurred, my dear

such a love that he would have ventured to demand friend?" asked Lady Macdonald when the usual

our mother's hand in marriage. In plain terms, ' greetings and complimentary inquiries were cx-

Constance, I do not believe the story ; and we will changed,

find out something more about it ere long." "Unpleasant?" echoed Lady Saxondale, aa ii

" But why should mamma tell so wicked a false-
^

surprised that she should be thus questioned,

hood ?" asked the younger sister, reproachfully.
j

" Oh ! I suppose that my looks must have reflected

" Oh ! why, why, why—you always ask why to eomewhat of the topic I was revolving in my mind

everything !" exclaimed Juliana, petulantly. " Of as I rode hither. Well, I did not mean to tell you

course one may sec things or suspect things, and
]

—but after all, I do not know why I should keep it

yet not always know the reason why. How is it secret :"—and her ladyship now laughed with every

that our mother is so desperately frightened of that appearance of a genuine merriment,

old wretch Mabel, whom I hate as cordially as pes- 1 "At all events it is nothing seriously unpleasant,"

sible ? How is it, again, that our mother gave an said Lady Macdonald.

audience in such a hurry to that old woman the

other night that I told you about-

Eather ludicrous and amujing than unpleasant,"

responded Lady Saxondale. " And yet it is annoy.

At this moment a lady's-maid entered to intimate ing too—because," she added with dignity, " I

that it was time to dress for dinner ; and the col- flatter mj self that there could not possibly be any-

loquy between the two sisters was accordingly cut thing in my manner, much les^ in my conduct, to

short. give the slightest eucoui-agement "

Little did Lady Saxondale sleep during the night " My dear friend, you are speaking in enigmas,"

that followed this day of her discomfiture and defeat said Lady ilacdonald, as Lady Saxondale paused,

in respect to William Deveril. She lay tossing upon " Neither Fiorina nor I can understand to what

her downy couch as if it were the hardest ami most you are alluding. And yet in the sphere in which

uncomfortable mattrass that ever bolonj^ed to a we move, people do seem to be growing mysterious

pauper's garret. Or we might even go farther and and incomprehensible. Here's my niece, who haa

say that many a poor creature that night slept a been so abstracted and thoughtful all the mora-

iweetcr sleep upon straw than the great patrician ing
"

lady was enabled to woo to her eyes though lying in " By the bye, my dear Fiorina," exclaimed Lady

that sumptuous bed. Her heart felt as if scorpions Saxondale, as if suddenly reminded of something

were caring it : for though she had declared that by the aunt's i»\lusion to the young lady, " now thai
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I ttiink of it, you repoir* Ipsrotis from a certain Mr.
William Deveril—tlo you hot?"

T5ie sudden appearance of a ghost would not have

produced a more startling effect upon the lovely

Fiorina than this question so abruptly and unex-

pectedly put. She turned red and pale in npi 1

transitions—half sprang from her seat—and then

surveyed Lady Saxondale in a sort of stupor of

amazement.
" Why, what is the matter with you, Flo ?" a-sked

fcer ladyship, at first utterly at a loss to comprehend
the meaning of this emotion which her woi da had

excited on the part of the young lady ; then all in an

instant a suspiciiin of the truth flashed to her mind
—for the eves of jealousy are keen and shaip aa

needles.

"You changed the conversation so abruptly, my
dear Lady Saxondale," answered Fiorina, slo'ily re

covering herself and endeavouring to smile, though

the attempt was not very successful, " that yuu

quite startled me."
" T too noticed how strange you looked, Flo," e\

riaimed Lady Macdf>nald :
" but I supp(><:e that

irnen one ie abstracted and thoughtful, to tavo a
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question suddenly put shakes the nerves. Ilowcvor,

Lady Saxondale has evidently something to say con-

cerning that Mr. Deveril who gives you Icssocj.

Flo."
" The most amusing thing in the world !" eV"

claimed her ladyship, pretending rather to addresa ignorant cf the ordinary proprieties of life, or

herself to the aunt than to the niece, but furtively
i least so far ';(. forget them ! Is it not strange r"

surveying the latter with a scrutinizing intcntncift
|

"Very Btr',nge indeed," returned Lady Mae-
from the corners of her eyes. " Would you believe donald. '"'And yet persons in our sphere of life

already conjectured di'" really take place. Yoa
may conceive my a3ton;3^.7iient ! But who would
have thought it of thia Mr. Deveril? A young
ir.».n of his intchigeneo to be so besotted !—a person
of his appciDQt good breeding to be so utterly

it ?—this Mr. Deveril who has obtained such re-

nown by his tak'nts and is so extensively patronized

in tlie circles of rank and fashion, seems to have had

his liead turned by his good fortune. For my part,

1 always considered him to be a well-behaved unas-

suming young man, of a suffieionfly independent

spirit for one of his sex and intelligence, but totally

devoid of any insolent pretensions."

" That is precisely the opinion which I had
formed of him," observed Lady Macdonald ;

" and

I should really feel grieved to be compelled to alter

it. What has happened ?"

Fiorina said nothing, but awaited with a tortur-

ing suspense tho reply that should be given to the

question her aunt had just put to Lady Saxondale.

Khe was naturally filled with the strangest misgiv-

insrs ; and even while wailing for the clearing up of

are liable to the impertinences of presumptuous
coxcombs "

" That is exactly what Mr. Deveril is," observed

Lady Saxondale: ard she saw that poor Fiorina

was literally writhing on her chair under these cruel

inflictions. " Tlie poor silly fool, because Le is

rather good-looking, has got some little talent, and
has been petted and made much of in the houses

of the aristocracy to which ho has obtained admit-

tance as a preceptor, fancies that the civilities

shewn him are of a different character from what
they seem "

"But you have not yet told us," interrupted

Lady Macdonald, "exactly what it is that this

Mr. Devei-il has done : although, from the remarks
you have made, I have not much trouble to guess.

In short, I suppose that he has dared to fancy that

her uncertainty and doubt, she felt a thousand wild I
your ladysliip was in love with him ?"

conjectures sweeping through her brain ; for under
|

" Precisely so," returned Lady Saxondale, who
euch painful circumstances one seems to live an

|
now had the secret satisfaction of noticing with her

entire age in a single minute, and to bo toi»sed upon 1
furtive glances that poor Fiorina was so cruelly

a sea of troubled emotions vast cnoug'h to fill a cen- tortured as to have been compelled surreptitiously

tury, although compressed at the time inlo the space ,
to wipe away the tears which had started from her

of a few instants. She however did her best to conceal ' eyes. "The incident happened yesterday," con-

what she cxp''''"enced. Her uunt was not noticing
j
tinned Lady Saxondale, dwelling with a fiendish

hat I no 'lid Ztndj Casconiiale appear to bo doing so
;
delight upon her words as she knew that every

eitiief—though in reality the latter lost not a single I
syllable fell like successive drops of molten lead

gleam or shade of those feelings that found a swift ' upon the most sensitive fbres of Fiorina's heart,

brief flitting expression upon the young maiden's l

" The girls had gone out for an airing, and I was
features.

'

' alone. Mr. Deveril was shown up, because I had a
" You asked mo what has happened, my dear !

message to deliver from Juliana and Constance,

friend ?" resumed Lady Saxondale in reply to Lady ' It was merely, as you might suppose, to make
Macdonald's question. " You reaUy never would arrangements for tho d.iys and the hours when
guess—and you will scarcely know how to believe

\
they would take their lessons in future. It struck

me when I teU you. In one sense you will perhaps mc that there was something very peculiar in tho

say that I ought to feel complimented—in another ; young man's look and manner,—a flushing of tho

indignant and angry—and in a third sense wonder-
j

cheeks—a trembling and a hesitation in the speech

fully amused and diverted." i —an embarrassment and an awkwardness, as if ha
" I already begir. to understand your meaning," i wanted to say something but dared not. It natu-

gaid Lady Macdonald in astonishment. " But is it turally occurred to me that he had some fuvoujr to

rcaUy possible "
i
ask,—perhaps an advance of money, or something

" So possible," returned Lady Sasondalo, " that
j

of the kind ; and feeling really wilUng to oblige

it did actually take place." him, but little suspecting what was agitating in his

All this was torture and excruciation for poor mind, I said something to encourage him to pro-

Fiorina ; and Lady Saxondale saw it. Every varied ceed. Then he burst forth into the most impas-

expression which swept over the young maiden's sioned declarations. I listened with astonishment,

countenance, and every new effort which she made tliinking that he had either gone mad or was re-

to conceal her emotions, tended to confirm Lady citing some rhapsody from a novel. But as his

Saxondale's suspicion that she now knew who her language grew more vehement and his meaning
rival was in the love of William Deveril. There- loss and less mistakable, I rose indignantly from

fore, to deal in bare allusions without coming im- my seat. Then he throw himself upon his knees

mediately to the point itself, was now a source of before me, vowing that his happiness—his very

malignant pleasure to tho jealous lady. She saw life—was in my hands, and that if I did not have

how she was torturing poor Fiorina—how she was mercy upon him he should kill himself in despair."

ftugling as it were with her feelings—and she en- ' " I never heard of such a thing," exclaimed

deavoured to prolong this cruel game as much as Lady Macdonald. " Au>i to think that I should

possible. have allowed such an improper person to give los-

"Yes, my dear friend," she continued, still ap- sons to Fiorina, and to be alone with her!"

poaring to address herself almost entirely to Lady " But I had dono the same in respect to r.iy

Macdonalt "what you in your shrewdness have daughters, without ever thinking that vhe jouqg
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man was capable of so much infatuation or arro-

gance, whichever it may be. And yet," continued

Lady Saxondale, affecting to laugh gaOy, " I really

ought to consider myself highly complimented at

being thus chosen as the object of his tenderness,

when amongst his pupils there were younger and
fairer ladies. Eeally, Flo," she added, now turn-

ing towards the soul-tortiu-ed maiden, "I am sur-

prised that in his impudence and presumption

he has never thrown himself at your feet."

Fiorina was indeed suffering a martyrdom which
was all the more acute—all the more intense—be-

cause she dared not give vent to the expression of

her agonies in ejaculations or in tears, but was
compelled to strain every nerve and exert every

effort to conceal them. The colour had however
entii-ely forsaken her cheeks—she looked imnaturally

pale and cold—and the smUe which she forced her-

self to assume at Lady Saxondale's remark, was wan
and sickly.

"But how did this extraordinary romance end?"
asked Lady Macdouald, who not dreaming that

her niece had any extraordinary interest in the

conversation, did not' pay particular attention to

her.

" It terminated, my dear friend," answered Lady
Saxond.il.ij " in the only way in which such a pro-

ceedlii^ could end. With indignation did I expel

Mr. Deveril from my presence, commanding him
never to approach the door of Saxondale House
again. Ho went away, muttering threats of re-

venge, but terribly crest-fallen. Now really, I do
not wish to inflict an injury upon the poor infa-

tuated, presumptuous young man : but of course I

csiiiTiot, by passing the matter over in silence,

permic him to continue his visits at the houses of

my f-ibuds."

'I lur one shall order the door to be shut in

his face next time he comes hither," exclaimed
Lady Macdonald ;

" and I am sure that our dear

Fiorina is as much obliged as I am to your lady-

ship for having thus lost no time In making us

aware of the dangerous character of this young
man. And so he threatened you, my dear friend-^

did he P-

"Yes: but that is always the last resource of

Tulgai- minds," responded Lady Saxondale. " You
may readily suppose I cared nothing for his

threats——

"

" Certainly not," rejoined Lady Macdonald.
" Persons in ou^ sphere are beyond the reach of

such malevok'uce. Probably you will have a

letter full of contrition in the com-se of the day."
" Ah ! I forgot to observe," exclaimed Lady Saxon-

dale, catching at a remark whicli thus allbrded her

a hint for another well-seeming falsehood, " that he

sent one this morning ; but as a matter of course

I retiu-ncd it unopened. And now I must say fare-

well—for I have got a round of visits to pay,"
" And of course you will not forget to put all

your friends on their guard against this young
man ?" said Lady Macdonald.

" It is my duty ; and though really a painful one,

I shall fulfil it. Good bye, my dear friend. Good
bye, dear Flo."

Then, with every appearance of the most alTec-

tiouate cordiality, did Lady Saxondale press tho

hanil of the young maiden into whose heart she

had been planting daggors for a whola hali-hour
; j

and without seeming to notice that her unfortunate
victim deeply and keenly felt the wounds thus in-

flicted, her ladyship passed with her wonted mien
of graceful dignity out of the room. Fiorina sought
the shade of a wiudow-rccess, as if to observe her
ladyship take her departure in her splendid equi-

page, but in reahty to conceal tho tears which wero
now gushing forth from her eyes.

CHAPTER XXVIL

THE SISTEES.

Ik the mean time a scene of some interest waa
passing at Saxondale House, Juliana and Con-
stance were seated together in an apartment
specially devoted to their own use, and where they

were wont to practise their music, skim the fashion-

able novels of the day, and receive their lessons in

painting from William Deveril.

We have already stated that Juliana was a per-

fect likeness of her mother, possessing the same
aquiline profile, with its aristocratic haughtiness of

expression subdued not so much by a natural

feminine softness as by a melting seasuousness of

look. A keen observer, well skilled in the reading

of the human physiognomy, could not have failed

to observe that Juliana was a young woman of

strong passions—the evidence of which might bo

read in her eyes, the dewy moisture of her hps, and

the voluptuous contours of her form. Being in her

twenty-third year, the reader may perhaps wonder,

—especially as she was so exceedingly handsome,—
that she had remained unmarried. Assuredly it

was through no lault of her own, nor that of her

mother : for Lady Saxondale, without actually con-

descending to any of those vulgar manoeuvres to

which match-making parents have recourse to

secm-e husbands for their daughters, had done her

best to " get ofl'," as the term is, both JuUana and

Constance. Juliana too had endeavoured to win
more than one heart ; but somehow or another sh«

had never received an offer which was deemed eli.

gible enough to be accepted. Perhaps it was that

she had no fortune of her o^vn : or perhaps, despit«

her fine person, she was not one of those really

loveable beings by whom a man was likely to bo

captivated. Certain it is that at this ago when
girlhood had completely expanded into womanhood,

the Hon. Miss Farefield was still unmarried. But
did she love ? was there an image constantly upper-

most in her heart, and upon which she dwoll day

and night? The reader has already received mor«

than one hint to that effect ; and in this chapter ho

will hear still farther upon the subject.

But first let us say a word or two with regard to

Constance. She was altogether of a dill'crent stylo

of beauty from her sister, save in respect to tho

well developed proportions of her figure: but sho

had light hair, a very fair complexion, and soft

blue eyes—while Juliana's hair was of raven dark-

ness, her eyes wero black and brilliant, and her

complexion was of a clear delicate olive. Juliana

possessed sentiments more refined and feelings more

ethereal than her sister : the siune strong passions

did not agitate in her soul—and tho love of whicji

she waa ausceptiblo, may b« described as oi' a far
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purer and chaster kind than that which could alone

occupy the heart of th*} elder young lady.

While their mother was paying her visit to Lady
Macdonald, Juliana and Constanco, each dressed in

an elegant negligie, were seated together, as akeady
described, in the apartment v/here their mornings

were generally passed : for although it was now
really the aftcruoun so far as the proper divisions of

time vi'cnt, yet it i» always morning in the fashion-

able world until the dinner-hour, even though this

should be as late as six or seven o'clock. The two

Bisters had been conversing on the incident of the

previous day : namely, the story which their mother

had told them relative to William Devcril ; and
by a not unnatural transition they were led on to

topics of a more tender, intimate, and secret cha-

racter.

" I know that you have something in your mind,

dear Juliana," said Coustauco, pursuing the strain

into which the discourse had gradually gUded; "and
though I have noticed it for some few months past,

and have ofk>u been going to question you on the

subject, yet I did not like to do so."

" And why not ?" asked Juliana, the rich blood

mantling upon her cheeks. " Do you think that I

should have refused you my confidence ? No : I

should havo been pleased if you had sought it. But
it mvolves a secret which I could not bring myself

to confess of my own accord. It is a revelation

which one shrinks from making willingly, and which
must be asked for before it can be breathed even in

the cars of a sister."

" I have not questioned you before, Juliana," was
the reply given by Constance, " because you are

sometimes so impetuous and hasty "

"Ah! but in this respect I should not have been
to," interrupted the elder sister. " And beside, you
have a perfect right to seek my fullest confidence.

Have you not given me your own ? am I not ac-

quainted «ir,h the secret of t/our love?"

"Oh! then," exclaimed the blushing Constance,
" I am to understand that the confession you arc

now about to make is of the same tender character !

I am glad of it—I am delighted at the idea that

you youi'self also cherish an affection of the heart

:

for I have sometimes felt uneasy—I know not whi/

—at the thought of being alone as it were "

" In experiencing the bliss of love ?" added Ju-
liana with an arch smilo upon her lip, but still with
a blush upon her checks : then as her fine bust
heaved with a profoimd sigh, she added in a low and
almost mournful voice, " I am afraid, Constance,

that we can scarcely congratulate each other upon
the objects in whom our affections are respectively

centred."

" What !" exclaimed Constance :
" do you mean

to share my mother's prejudice against Villebcllo?

Ah ! this has been the source of my uneasiness,

when I have reflected that I loved so fondly, and
that you being ignorant of what love is, could not

enter into the spirit of all I experience, and would
thus sooner or later be led to view this love of mine
with suspicion and displeasure."

" But I hope, my dear Constance, that you have
liever foai-ed I should betray you?" said Juliana,

with a reproachful look.

"Oh—betray mo—no! I was well aware that

you were incapable of such perfidy towards me.
liut 1 trembled lest you, dear Juliana, sharing none I

j

of rny enthusiasm in respect to the Marquis of
Villebelle, migiit endeavour to wean me from that

I

devoted love with which I regard him—mi"ht rc-

1 monstratc against the impropriety of our clandes-

tiiie meetings—and might ev«ai be cold to him when
' you were present at our interviews. All thLi have I

apprehended "

"But have your fears been realized?" interrupted

Juliana. " On the contrary, have I not assisted you
in those meetings? have I not even kept watch
when the Marquis, stealthily entering the garden,

has encountered you there ? was it not I who en-

listed our maid Mary-Anne in your interest, and
induced her to become the bearer of your notes ?"

"Yes—all this is true, dearest Juliana; and I was
wrong ever to entertain the slightest misgiving in

respect to your kindness. But now tell me," con-

tinued Constance, " who is the object of this love

which your heart cherishes?—for that you do love,

your lips have admitted—^yes, and your looks have

confirmed the avowal !"

"No, no, Constance—I cannot tell you," mur-
mured Juliana. " I am fearful that you will ridi-

cule—you will despise me !"

" Impossible, dearest sister ! " said Constance,

"For all the reasons that you yourself have just

given when enumerating the services you have ren-

dered me, am I bound not merely to pay your feel-

ings as much respect as I claim for my own, but

likewise to give you such succour as may lie in my
power."

" But in this case there are no such aiils requisite,"

responded Juliana, evidently approaching with

reluctance the full revelation of lier secret, and
therefore gradually preparing her sister for the final

avowal by means of hints and allusions. " In my
case, Constance, there need be no interchange of

letters—no clandestine meetings in the garden—no
scaling of the walls—no posting some one to keep
watch—no entrusting the secret to a maid "

"I cannot understand you," observed Constance,

gazing upon her sister with surprise and bewilder-

ment. "If all these accessories and aids are not

required, it must be because the object of your love

would not be distasteful to our mother, our rela-

tives, and our friends."

" Here again you arc wrong, Constance," inter-

rupted Juliana. " Listen ! When our mother first

perceived, a few months ago, that the Marquis of

VLUobcUe began to pay you some attention and that

you appeared pleased with his Courtesies and his

assiduities, she purposely insulted him, though in

her own dignified and coMly serene manner; and
this was done deliberately in order to convini-c him
that his suit for your hand would never receive a
sanction from her lips. The result of that insult

was that the Marquis found himself compelled to

abstain from visiting at the house. But still our

mother was not satisfied with having thus excluded

liim from the mansion. She sought to poison your
mind against him, so as effectually to raise up a

barrier between yourselves. This she did, not point-

edly as if she really believed you loved him—but by
inuendo and by casual remark, always in your pre-

sence, but not as if her words were expressly spoken

for you, and /or i/ou alone. She could not dcnj

that he was really what ho represent<.Hl himself

—

that he was well connected—and that he belonged

to one of the oldest fauiilifis in France: but sh*
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gave you to understaud that he was a man of

Droken fortunes—that the sources of his iucomo,

poor as it must be, were nut ostensible—and that it

was even rumoured he had been ah'cady married to

ftn Enghsh lady, and that his wife was still alive.

These and a thousand other things did our mother
from time to time let drop, in order to set you
»gainst your beloved Eticnno de Villebelle."

" But why, my dear Juliana," asked Constance,

"* recapitulate all these things? why remind me of

eii'L-umstauces which at the time troubled me much ?

and what possible connexion is tuere between all this

and the revelation which I am awaiting from your
lips ?"

" I asked you to listen patiently, my dear sister,"

rejoined Juhana, speaking with the seriousness of

one who had not lost the thread of the discourse in

any confusion of ideas, but was following it up in

her own way and in order to lead her listener on by
her own specific path to the point which must be
ultimately reached. " What I intended by all those

recapitulations was to remind you of the pains and
the trouble which our mother has taken in order to

set you against the Marquis of Villebelle ; and she

only desisted from constantly bringing up his name
in a disparaging manner when I counselled you to

practice a dissimijlation that should lead her to be-

lieve her words had made the desired impression

upon your mind and that your opinion had been
altogether altered in respect to him. Well, but
as I was saying, you see the immense trouble Lady
Saxondale took to set you as she thought against the

object of your affections; and had she not been led

to believe that she had succeeded, she would have
toiled on uuweariedly towards the same end

—

perhaps, indeed, until she had succeeded in accom-
plishing it."

" No, no—that were impossible !" exclaimed Con-
stancfc With fervour :

" for you know how tenderly

and smcere'y I love my JJtiennc, and how worthy
Le ia of my alt'oction, despite our mother's disparag-

iig repuits. Eut your own secret, Juliana "

".I t^m coming to that point," answered the young
lady. " Ere now you conjectured that the object of i

I liis love of mine is one whom I need not be ashamed
to, acknowlcdy , and who would be acceptable to

<'Ur mother our relations, and om* friends. Ah ! my
dear Constance, great as the prejudice of them all

at first was against the Marquis of Villebelle—great

as it still would bo if they knew that your love con-

tinues for him—yet would they welcome him into

tlic family as your husband with exultation and en-

thusiasm, in comparison with the feeling with which
they would regard the individual in whom my affec-

tions are centred."

" Juliana, you alarm me !" said Constance. " Is

it possible that you love some one who is unworthy
of you ?"

" Ah ! that is a phrase liable to many different

constructions," responded Juliana. " So long as the

object of a lady's love be an honourable, correct, and
upright person, who shall dare pmnoimce him un-

worthy of that love F But if in addition to being ho-

nourable, and virtuous, and good, he is likewise glo-

riously handsome—a very Adonis—one of nature's

Bublimest aristocracy so far as personal beauty is

concerned,—again, I ask, who shall dare to scorn

him as unworthy the love of a patrician damsel?
Xet nctti-ly all the world would do thia ! And why ?

Not so much because he is without fortune—not ho

much, perhaps, because he is of humble, or what ii

worse, unknown parentage - but because he is in a
menial capacity because," added Juhana, tremu-
lously and hesitatingly, " he wears that garb which
is the ))adge of servitude."

" Good heavens !" exclaimed Constance, a glearti

of the real truth suddenly flashing in upon her
mind :

" is it possible
"

" Oh ! I have said too much—I have said too

much already !" exclaimed Juliana, with bitterness

of voice and an almost anguished cui-Ung of the
lip. " Constance, had your Marquis of Villebelle

been the veriest menial that ever stooped to lower
the steps of a proud patrician's carriage, I should
not have taught yow to scorn and despise him

—

much less have scorned and despised him myself!"
" Forgive me, dear sister—forgive me, if I have

wounded your feelings," said Constance, bursting

into tears. " It was imintentional—it was rather in

sui'prise than through any other impulse : and as to

studied motive, I had none ! Forgive me, 1 say :"

—and she threw her arms round her sister's neck.
" Yes, I forgive you, dear Constance," responded

Juliana, who in her heart was glad that this little

scene had taken place, inasmuch as it had disarmed

her sister as it were of the strength of those feelings

which she knew from the fii-st must inevitably bo

excited by the mention of that name which had not

as yet passed her lips. " And now since you have

guessed who the object of my love is
"

"Yes: it is Frank—Francis Paton," whispered

Constance in her sister's ear.

"It is," responded Juliana: and still farther to

hush any scruples which her sister might have at

listening to such a revelation or admitting the pro-

priety of such an attachment, she at once assumed
a proud position, exclaiming, "Yes—it is he—our

yoimgpage—at present a mere menial in the family!

But so enthusiastic is my love, that I could almost

glory in it."

Constance did not immediately make any com-

ment; but unwinding her arms from her sister's

neck, she slid back to her scat, and could not pre-

vent herself from falling into a profound and serious

train of reflections.

"You have given your love, Constance, to the

Marquis of Villebelle," said Juliana, after a long

pause ;
" and if circumstances do not sooner or later

turn up favourably in your behalf, I presume you
will marry him in spile of mother, brother, rela-

tives, and friends. In doing this, you will be right;

because you will be consulting your own happiness

I have told you so all along. But wherefore should

you on the one hand consult your happiness, anel I

sacrifice mine on the other ? Much as you love

your Etienne, do I love my Francis."

"Then heaven forbid that I should venture t»

breathe a word against tliis lovo of your's !" inter-

rupted Constance, speaking frankly and ingenuously.

" But does Francis know that you love him ? have

you told him so ?"

" Not in words — not iu words," responded

Juliana: "but in looks—by the eyes—and by the

thousand and one little signs and evidences iu which

lovo oven imvvillingly and unconsciously betrays

itself. Do not think, Constance, that all on a

sudtleu I abandoned myself to this passion : do not

lui.i^tes 1h»t Ihtf momout I felt its iuflueuco I gar*
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it free rein and permitted it to bear me away like a

courser that I could stop if I chose, but would

not. No—I can assure you, my dear ^1, that I

wrestled against it—I strugtjled—and being then

deeply imbued with the prejudices in wMch I had

been reared, I also felt humiliated in my own eyes

—

my pride wa^ hurt—my dignity was offended—

I

felt indeed as if I were toucliing upon the threshold

of a crime ! But the power of love has risen

triumphant above all such false notions and

wretched artificialities. When I have surveyed

that beautiful youth, I have felt—Oh ! I have felt,

that there is no sacrifice I could not accomplish for

his sake. Think of all the young noblemen and

gentlemen who frequent our saloons, Constance,

and tell me one whose voice possesses a sweeter

music than that of Francis Paton ! Think of them
all again—scan them one by one—pass them in re-

view tlirough your mind—and tell me if your

thoughts can settle upon any individual amongst

them whose countenance is endowed with so sub-

lime and inteiligent a beauty ! As for gentility, is

ho not exqaisitoly genteel, even in that menial garb

wliich he wears ? Does it not become him as well

as tt.e scarlet uniform upon the tightly-laced figure

ot i,ue ,vouJig m.ilitary fop? Strip him of that me-
nial garb—let him bo apparelled in the plain but

fashionable clothes of a gentleman—and what evi-

rk nee of his plebeian origin will remain ? Besides,

after all, who knows that his origin is plebeian at

ail ? Sor 1 believe, from what I have heard, it is

involved in much obscurity. He was at first a page

at Court—but was suddenly removed, he himself

scarcely knows why; and it was Lord Petersfield

who recommended him to our mother. To a certain

extent there is a sort of mystery hanging over him
—a mystery which first attracted my interest, in-

spired me with sympathy, and led me on to love."

" And heaven grant, my dear sister," replied

Constance, deeply moved by Juliana's speech, " that

you may prove happy in this love of your's ! But
you say that as yet you have not in words revealed

it to Frank Paton ? Think you that he is aware
that you love him "

" I am sure of it," responded Juliana, with im-

passioned warmth; "and I am equally confident

that he loves me in return ! But he is timid and
bashful, and also retiring—more perhaps from a

due sense of his position than naturally so; and

never from his lips dare I hope for the first avowal.

But from mine—yes, from mine—shall he receive

that avowal of love which I know and feel to be re-

ciprocal ! Often and often, during the last few

weeks, has such an avowal trembled upon my
tongue, when for a few minutes I have found

myself alone with him; and yet I have not had the

courage to let it go forth. But the next oppor-

tunity "

At this moment the door opened, and Mary-

Anne the principal lady's-maid especially devoted to

the service of the two sisters, entered the room.

The quick glance which she flung around to assiu'o

herself that they were alone, and the expression of

mingled archness and importance which was upon
her very handsome countenance, at once revealed

the object of her coming.
" Ho is here ?" said Constance, springing from

her scat and bounding towards the lady's-maid.

"No, Miss: but this letter has just arrived:"

—

and Mary-Anne drew forth from the bosom of her
dress a little billet which she handed to her young
mistress.

"He will be here at four o'clock'" exclaimed
Constance, her beautiful countenance becoming
radiant with joy as she glanced over the contents of

the letter. " Mary-^bine, you must be upon the

look-out at the side door as usual."

"Trust me, Miss," replied the abigail, proud of

being the confidante of this important secret. " I

will take care everything goes well. Her ladyship

will not be home till five : she told her own maid
60."

Mary- Anne then retired; and Constance, looking

at the time-piece, exclaimed, " It is half-past three

o'clock ! I must go up and dress. And you, Ju-

liana
"

"I do not feel in the humour for exertion at

present," answered the elder sister. " I will go up
presently. But rest assured, my dear Constance,

that while the Marquis is with you in the garden I

will keep watch as well as the faithful Mary-Anne."
Constance thanked her sister, and hurried out of

the room. Five minutes afterwards the door again

opened ; and this time it was to give admittance to

Francis Paton, who carried in his hand a massive

silver salver, upon which there was a periodical of

Court News and Fashionable Intelligence, to wliicb

the young ladies regularly subscribed.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

THE LADT AND THE PAGE.

A SUDDEN glow of fervid delight thrilled through
the entire form of the Hon. Miss Juliana Fareileld,

as her magnificent dark eyes settled upon the beau-

tiful countenance and symmetrical figure of Fraucia

Paton. The blood manfled upon her cheeks ; and
her bosom heaved with a long sigh of pleasure as

he approached.

We have already said, when describing this ex-

ceedingly fascinating youth, that he had but little

colour upon his cheeks : indeed his countenance was
somewhat pale—not with a dull pallor of ill-health,

but with that animated paleness which is character-

istic of a high order of intellectuality. Nevertheless,

the little colour that there was on Frank's cheeks

rapidly deepened as he beheld the regards of the

young lady fixed upon him with an expression at

once burning and tcndi^r. Nor less did ho expe-

rience a kindred sensation of ecstatic feeling, as if

catching the transfusion of tho fervid passion which
inspired Juliana's heart.

With tremulous fingers did tho patrician lady

take tho publication oil the silver tray ; and as she

did so, her own fair hand was lightly and intention-

ally swept over that with which the page was hold-

ing tho salver. Her eyes were all the time upturned

towards him, with an expression of glowing ten-

derness which he could not mistake, and tho spirit

of which it was impossible to avoid catching.

Moreover, that touch had galvanized him : it had

sent its electric intluenee throughout his entire form

—an influence as potent as the magnetic source

from whence it had emanated. The salver actually

vibrated in his tremulous hand ; and suddenly

seized with eoufusion, he was tui-ning away, wh«o
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Juliana said, as if with the effort of a resolution,

" Stop, Frank—I wish to speak to you !"

" Tea, Miss," murmured the youth ; and with

eyes now bent down, and trembluig all over, he re-

mained standing close by the luxurious seat where

Miss Farcficld's magnificent form was supported by
floculent cuskions.

" Frank," she said, " why do you tremble so ?

why do you look confused—half frightened P Sui'ely

you can guess what I am going to say to you ?—

—

but I myself am now so confused and yet this is

foolish ! Frank," she exclaimed, suddenly raising

herself from her indolently lounging posture, and
bending upon the almost stupified youth the entu'e

power of her glorious dark eyes; "I love you—

I

love you !"

" Heavens, Miss—what do you mean ?—what

—

what " and the amazed and bewildered Francis

stood blushing and trembling, covered with con-

fusion, in the presence of that superb young woman
of high patrician bii'th who had just with the

effort of a strong resolution thrown at him the

avowal of her love.

" What do I mean, dear boy ?" she answered,

with glowing cheeks and with a delicious languor

floating in the depths of her eyes :
" I mean that I

can conceal tliis secret no longer—that I love you

—

Oh I I love you, with an afieetion so sincere, a pas-

sion so strong, that if you were the son of a Duke
instead of what you are, it could not be more pow-

erful ! Tell me then, Francis, can you love me in

return ? do you love me already ? Yes, yes—I see

that you do—I know it—I read it in your eyes

O heaven ! it is a paradise to love and be beloved !"

—and as she thus spoke the impassioned young lady

snatched the youth's disengaged hand and pressed

it with a warmth—nay, almost a frenzied violence,

which tesfcified unmistakably to the ardour of her

feelings.

" Oh, Miss ! what would her ladyship say if she

knew this ?" exclaimed Francis, more confused than
ever.

" She need not know it, my dear boy," returned

Juliaaa. " Eut tell me—teU me— do you love me ?

do you like Lie ?"

"Yqs~-1 love you," he answered timicUy, while

his cheeks were crimson.

"Oh! and I love you also—full well do I love

you !" and the impassioned young lady threw her

arms round his neck and kissed him tenderly. "Now
do not go away yet—but stop and talk to me a
lilllc," she continued, throwing herself back in the

chair, but retaining one of his hands clasped in both
her own. " Ilave you any relations or friends to

be kind and good to you, Frank ?"

•' I have a sister—but for some time past I have
teard nothing of her," said the youth mournfully.

" And this sister—is she older or younger than
yourself?" asked Juliana.

" Oil ! she is several years older than I," re-

sponded the young page.
" And your parents ?" said Juliana, inquiringly.

" I heard Lord I'cterslleld one day mentioning to

my mother that you never knew them "

" And that is so far true. Miss," replied Francis,
" that even amongst my earliest recollections I can
settle my thoughts upon none whom I called either

father or motiicr. And yet there is in my miud the

deep conviction that I have more than once seen

my mother, tliough I called her not by that name^
nor did she adchess me as her son !"

" Tell me, my dear Frank, all that you remember
in respect to the cu'cumstances of your past Ufe:

for if you do not already perceive it, I must assure

you that I am deeply, deeply interested in every-

thing that concerns you :"—and Juliana gazed with
tenderness upon him.

" The earliest reminiscences I have," resumed the

young page, "are connected with a pretty little

cottage at no groat distance from London, but in

what part I cannot recollect ; and there I and my
sister lived with a kind old lady whom we called

grandmamma. My sister, who is seven or eight

years older than myself, did not then go to school,

but was taught the elements of mstruction by Mrs.
Buruaby : for that was tlie old lady's name. I re-

member one day when I was six years old that I
and my sister were taken by Mrs. Burnaby in a

hhed carriage to some considerable distance from
home. We stopped at a little village where another
carriage was waiting for us ; and this second car-

riage had a coachman with a powdered wig, and a
tall footman with a long gold-headed cane in his

hand. Both these domestics were dressed in hand-
some liveries ; and the equipage itself was a very
fine one. It bore us to a large and splendid-

looking house in the middle of an immense park.

On arriving at this house, Mrs. Buruaby conducted

me and my sister up-stalrs to a room where a lady

was lying in bed. Two ofcer ladies were seated by
the side of the couch ; and they spoke very kindly

to me and my Sister. They then quitted the room

;

and the moment they were gone, the lady who waa
in bed took us, kissed us a good deal, and cried very

much. She was pale and ill, but so beautiful ! We
stayed with her some little lime—I did not then

calculate how long—I was too young for that—but

as far as I have since been able to remember, I

should think at least an hour. During that in-

terval the lady treated us very kindly—made me
sit upon the bed—and played with my hair—patted

my face—kissed mo—and, in short, lavished upon
me the tendcrest endearments. She showed an
equal affection towards my sister ; and when Mrs.
Burnaby was about to take us away again, the

lady cried so bitterly that I remember both I and
my sister cried also. The handsome carriage bore
us back to the same spot where it had received us

;

and there we changed into the hired vehicle which
had brought us thither in the earher part of the

day, and which now took us home again. The fol-

lowing week my sister was sent to a boarding-

school on the sea-coast : but I remained with Mrs.
Bui-naby. A year after the mysterious visit to the

invalid lady, Mrs. Burnaby one evening took me
into London in a hackne^'-coach ; and I remember
that it stopped at a place wliich seemed to me at

the time like an old church, for it had a tower with

an immense clock-fa -e upon it. Wo entered this

building ; and as we ascended the stairs Jlrs. Bur-
naby told me in a whisper t]iat I wivs guing to sec

the same lady whom I had visited in the oountry

a year before. I was pleased : for I loved tliat lady

on account of her a'flfectionate kindness towards mo
—and because I felt it was sweet to love and think

of her ! I recollect a gentleman, tlressed in black

and with a star on his breast, coming out of a rooia

and speaking for some time in a whisper to Mrt.
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last? I aasured her that I ha<i often and ofloB

thought of her—that I had cried at night when re-

membering how she had wept over me— and
that I had often dreamt I saw he* bending
over my couch and looking kindly upon me.

Oil! how fast her tears fell as I told her these

Burnaby ; so that I did net hoar what they said

When their conversation was done, the gentle-

man led us along a passjvge into a magnificent

room, where he left us. There were a great

many pictures in that room—some representing

male portraits witli crowns on their heads and

sceptres in llioir hands; and having seen little tilings ; — and she was such a beautiful lady!

wood-engravings of similar portraits in the His- I loved her so—and I felt so happy when she

tory of England out of which I learnt, I asked strained mc in her arms and embraced me ! On this

Mrs. Burnaby if those were not likenesses of ,
occasion she kept me with her for several hours

;

the same kings that were depicted in the book, and it was evening when the gentleman of whom I

But before she gave mc any answer the door have spoken came to fetch me away. The lady ap-

opened, and that lady whom I had seen at the man- peared almost frantic at parting from me ; and I

sion in the country, made her appearance. She ' recollect that she exclaimed more than once, ' Po»r

shook hands with Mrs. Burnaby, and catching me boy ! perhaps I shall never see thee again P—

I

up in her arms, covered me with kisses. She was ! cried very bitterly : for I felt that I should have

beautifully dressed, and looked much better than ' liked to live with that lady altogether. She cut off

when I had soon her lying in bed. Then she was
|

a lock of ray hair ; and then having embraced me
sick and ill, and very pale : now slic had a fine

1 again and again, consigned rac back to the care of

colour on her checks. I recollect perfectly well ask-
|

the gentleman of whom I have spoken. The carriage

in IT her whether she was my mamma? But in- i was in readiness at a side-door ; and as I was whirled

sicdd of answering me, she pressed me again to her , away from tliat mansion, I felt so truly unhappy that

b<isor.i, and her tears moistened my cheeks. On ' my young heart seemed as if it would break. Tiie

this ocof'-'ion I was not more than half-an-hour with ' gentleman said little to console me ; for although

hf:r; and as T.Irs. Burnaby took me away again, we he was not exactly cross, yet he was reserved and

met in the passage that same gentleman whom I distant. We travelled for a few hours, and at

hail previously seen and who had the star on his length stopped at an hotel in some town, where we
breast." i

passed the night. On the folkwing morning our

" All this is very singular, my dear Frank," said
\

journey was resumed in the carriage, with post

Juliana, who listened with a deepening interest to horses; and in the middle of the day we reached

the youth's recital. "Proceed : I am dying to hear ,
Southampton. It was here that my sister was at

the rest '."
|

school ; and I was to be placed at the same csta-

" About ten months after the inci(icnt I have just bllshment. But here I should explain that this

related," resumed the young page, "poor Mrs. , academy was kept by a gentleman and his wife,

Burnaby met with a severe accident through a who divided it into two branches—the former con-

fall; and after a short illness she died. I wept ducting a boys' seminary, and the latter a school

very much, for I loved her dearly : but the servant-
j

for young ladies, they having two large houses

woman told me that Mrs. Burnaby was not my which adjoined each other. It was in the male de-

grandmamma at all—and indeed no relation. I re- partmcnt of the academy that I was placed. My
member that the young woman looked very sly and sister, who was now sixteen, and whom I had not

knowing as she told me this, and bade me seen for two years, had grown wondrously: she was

not mention what she had said to anybody a fine tall girl, and looked indeed like a young wo-

wuo might come to the cottage to superintend man. She had not previously been informed of

the fune'ral. I thought it very strange, and put Mrs. Burnaby's death ; and when she now learnt it,

some questions to the servant which were naturally she was much afflicted."

suggested even to my young and inexperienced " Had your sister hitherto believed that the good

mind : but she would tell me nothing more—or per- ' old lady was a noai- relative ?" imiuired Juliana,

haps she knew no more to tell. The day after Mrs. !

" Yes," returned Francis ;
" and she was much

Burnaby's death, that gentleman whom I had seen amazed when I told her what the servant-woman

with a star upon his breast, came to the cottage; had said to me upon the subject. At that school

and the first thing he did was to open the deceased my sister remained for four years longer, and there-

lady's desk, take out all her papers, and examine fore till she was twenty : but during the latter por-

them. Some he burnt—others ho put in his pocket : tion of the time she was there as a teacher or a!»sisU

for I was in the room the whole time. I stayed in ant, for which she was paid a regular salary. At

the house till after the funeral, which I remember the expiration of that period she Wi\s told by the

was very plainly and privately conducted ; and then schoolmistress that a situation had been found for

the gentleman of whom I have spoken, came and her as governess in a family about to visit the Con-

took me away with him in a carriage. We pro- !
tincut ; and with many tears were we thus compcllcKl

ccedcd straight to that same mansion in the coun- ' to separate. I remained at the academy until I

try wlierc I had seen the kdy for the first time ;
' was sixteen, passing all the holid.ays there, and never

and there I was again conducted into her presence, being visited by a single soul in the shape of relation

She was seated in a splendidly furnished apartment, or friend. So I suppose that I had no rclativM

with those two other ladies who were by her bed- save my sister—and no friends in the world !"

side on the former occasion ; and these two ladies " Poor Frank !" murmured Juliana, as the

having caressed mc, quitted the room with the gen- youth's voice sounded low and plaintive to her ears

tleman, leaving me alone with the lady- I was then

eight years old. She asked mc if I recollected her ?

But were you well treated during the time ?"

"With that negative sort of kindness which is no

and when I replied in the affirmative, she inquired kindness at all," ho answered. " That is to say, I

if I had ever thought of her since I had aaca her was not ill-treated—I hail enough to eat and drink.
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,
bikI rtn allowauco of pocket-money. I was also

well clothed; aiul thus far wanted for nothing. But

I
no kind word was ever spoken to me—no endeavour

' was made to solace my young heart in the dreary

i
monotony of the life which I led. Well, the eight

i

years passed away ; and when I reached the age of

j
eixtcen, I was one morning told by the schoolmaster

j

that I was no longer to remain under his care, but

I

was to proceed to London. I asked him what wore
the future inten'>ins of those invisible persons who

j

appeared to have the control of my destiny ? but

I

he was either really ignorant upon the subject, or

I
else had his own private motives for refusing to

j

give me any information thereon. Ho wrote upon
a piece of paper the name of an liotel where I was

I

to stop on my arrival in London ; and giving me
I money for my journey, he bade me farewell. It was

j

eight o'clock in the evening when I reached the me-

I

tropolis ; and it was at Hatchett's Hotel in Picca-

dilly where, according to the instructions given, I

took up my quarters. On the following morning,

just as I had concluded my breakfast, I received a

letter which had been left for me, and which came
fiomaderk in the Lord Steward's ofBce at Bucking-
ham Palace. This letter informed me that the

B'tuation of Page-of-thc-Back-Gtairs in the Eoyal
i

Jlo.isehold was at my service. I was delighted.

Tiii're seemed to be something grand in being one of

the Queen's Pagesj and methoughtit would furnish

the stepping-stone to a career in which I should be

enabled by zeal and good conduct to push my way
to higher posts—perhaps to eminence ! With a

beating heart and exultant spirits did I repair to

the palace; but scarcely had I entered upon the

d.ities of my situation, when I found that they were

entirely of a menial character. I had hoped to be-

c.)mea Gentleman Page; but I found myself cruelly

disappointed. Yet, what could I do? My means of

existence depended upon an absolute resignation to

my lot : for if I threw up my post, to whom could

I apply for employment ? I therefore made up my
mind to fuliil my destiny with as much cheerfulness

as possible : but as I lay awake at nights I could not

help asking myself many questions, and suflfering

my imagination to wander in a bewildering maze of

c injectures. Why had I been broughtfup genteelly,

if only intended for a menial office ? wherefore had
li id I been educated with young gentlemen at a

b (arding-school and taught to believe myself a

g -ntleman also, if no brighter lot tha'n that of a lac-

quey were in reserve for me ? how was it that

hiving in my earliest youth been fondled and

c irossed by an elegant lady, the influence of her

love, even thou;;;h following me unperceived, had
E;>t saved me from such a degradation as this ?

Tlirse ani a thousand other quesUous did I ask my-
self: but no solution could I possibly find for them.

Various circumstances however gradually transpired

to make me acquainted with new and still more be-

wi'doring facts associated with my earlier years.

Ou t lie very first occasion, after my installation at

Buckingham Palace, that I had an opportunity of

^ dking out to view the metropolis, I chanced to

pass down St. James's Street ; and the moment I

cau jht a glimpse of the old red brick building at the

b itr )in, 1 recognized it. Yes—though nine years

had elapsed since 1 first beheld that old tower with

t'lc huge clock-face, I had never forgotten it. Still

vijnorant of what tho building was, I inquired of a

passer-by : he told me it was St. James's Palace,

and then hurriedly continued his way, thinking that

mine was the mere question of curiosity put by a
stranger in London. But he left me there, nailed

to the spot with astonishment. St. James's Palace',

Was that lady who had embraced me so tenderly^
who had wept over me—and who did not answer
me w^hen I asked if she were my mother—was she a
dweller in that palace ? If so, must she not be con-

nected with the Court ? and in my present position

was it not probable that I should sooner or later

fall in with her? Oh! but if she were dead? 1
burst into tears at the thought ; and perceiving that

I had already become the object of attention on tho
part of several persons in the street, I rushed rapidly

ou. In order to convince myself that I was not
mistaken in respect to the identity of St. James's
Palace with that building to which Mrs. Burnaby
had conducted me to see the beautiful lady whosa
tearful countenance was always uppermost in my
mind, I approached the edifice and examined its ex-

terior narrowly. Yes— it roas the same : there

could be no doubt of it ! And it was in that palace,

therefore, that on one occasion I had seen her whom
I believed to be my mother I"

Francis Paton again paused through deeply stirred

emotions : and Juliana, making him bend down
towards her, lavished tender caresses upon his ex-

quisitely handsome countenance. She then besought

him to proceed ; and he continued his narrative in

the following manner :

—

" A few weeks after the incident I have just men-
tiimed, her Majesty the Queen held a levee at St.

James's Palace. My duties called me thither; and
I inwardly hoped that I should have an opportunity

of stUl farther confirming my belief that it was

indeed there I had seen the lady of my story. Nor
was I disappointed. I recognized the very corridor

in which Mrs. Burnaby had stopped to carry on her

whispered conversation with the gentleman having

the star upon his breast—or rather the nobleman;

for such, since my acquaintance with courtly usages,

I had found he must be, the star being the emblem
of his aristocratic rank. And the room where I had

seen the lady ? Yes—I had no trouble in recog-

nizing that also: for there were the portraits of

the Kings of England, with the crowns upon their

heads and the sceptres in their hands ! As I stood

in that room sui-veying those and all other familiar

objects, what a gush of memories swept through

my brain! what a tide of emotions surged up ^
my breast ! Methought that I still beheld that laay

with her beautiful countenance all bedewed in tearS;

seated on the sofa where I had once seen her, and

where too I had sat upon her knees and been strained

to her bosom ;—and for a few minutes I was blinded

with my weeping. Oh! if she were my mother?
Why, why was I unacknowledged—and nty sist«r

also ? Was it that wo were the children of shame ?

Alas, alas, poor mother !"

Again did Francis Paton pause, well nigh over-

come by his emotions; and Juliana, deeply touched

by his tale, lavished upon him the tenderest caresses.

She spoke soothingly to him—she said all she could

think of to break down the artificial barrier which

separated them and make him feel himself upon an

equal and familiar footing. The youth saw and ap-

preciated these evidences of love on her part, and

WAS prt.foundly moved thereby ; so that it was with
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4 tone and manner of greater confidence that ho

thus resumed bis narrative :

—

" If any doubt had previously existed in my
mind in respect to St. James's Palace being the

place where I had seen that lady whom I always

think of as ray mother, it was now cleared up. But

who was she ? who oould she have been ? Some

one of no mean rank : for on two occasions had

I seen elegantly dressed ladies with her, apparently

in attendance upon her, and treating her with de-

ference and respect. Moreover, that nobleman with

a star upon Lis breast—was he not in some way
closely connected %vith that lady or with her secret ?

—for that there toas a secret, and that this mystery

regarded ray sister and myself, it was impossible to

doubt. However, I will not dwell upon all -the

ideas which suggested themselves— all the conjec-

tures that I formed ; because they led to nothing.

Let me continue my narrative. Weeks and months

passcil away ; and never amidst the crowd of titled

dames who visited at the palace, did I catch a

glimpse of that one countenance which above all

others I would have given worlds to behold
!"

" And should you recollect it now, if you beheld

that countenance, Frank ?" inquired Juliana, more
and more interested in the youth's strange and
romantic story.

" EecoUect it, Miss ?" he exclaimed. " Oh ! it

were impossible to forget it ! Even if I had never

seen that lady but once—and even if it were only on

that first occasion when I was but sis years old^
her image would have remained indelibly impressed

upon my mind. But recollect, Miss Farefield, that

on two subsequent occasions did I behold that lady

at about a year's interval each time, and that on the

last occasion I was eight years old. At this age the

mind is callous and insensible to many things, but

equ Uy susceptible and sensitive in other things.

Amidst the Alpine forests there is a tree which if,

when a tender sapling, a name be engraved upon
it, will, as it grows with the progress of years, retain

the inscription thus made ; and while increasing in

bulk and height, it still preserves the name in-

dented upon its rind—and the larger it becomes the

deeper, the wider, and the more palpable grows the

inscription also. So it is with certain images which are

engraven upon the youthful heart. The human sap

the recital of his history had conjured iqi, he felt

soothed and consoled by her kind words and her

tender sympathy : so that bending down as he stood

by her chair, he kissed her unasked. She embraced
him with glowing ardour; and after this inter-

change of caresses, he resumed his narrati\e.

"I liave already said that weeks and months
passed avvay, and gradually the hope of meeting

that lady whom I so much longed to see, died

within me. At length I was one day startled by
encountering in the great hall of Buckinghaia

Palace that nobleman whom I have so often men-
tioned in my narrative—the one whom I saw first

with a star upon his breast, and who had subse-

quently placed me at the boarding-school at South-

ampton. Though nine years had elapsed since last

I beheld him—and though he looked very much
older, and was even much altered, yet was I con-

vinced that it was he. Obeying a natural impulse,

I hastened forward and presented myself before

him. ' My lord,' I said, without then knowing his

name, but merely being aware of his rank, 'I ain

Francis Paton !'—Conceive my astonishment when
surveying me with cold and inscrutable look, he

answered, 'Well, my lad, and who is Francis

Paton?'—I said that I was astonished—I might

have added that I was astounded—dismayed ; and

for the instant it really struck me that I must have

made a mistake. But another and still more
scrutinizing survey of that nobleman convinced me
that I had not : I would have staked my soul upon
the issue, could the matter have been put to the

test.
—

' My lord,' I exclaimed, with an indignation

which I could not control, ' I am that Francis Paton

whom you took from the cottage where Mrs. Bur-

naby died, to a mansion in the country where I saw

a lady whom I had seen before and whom I would

give worlds to see again. I am he also whom your

lordship placed at a seminary in Southampton; and

I am much mistaken if it be not also to your lord-

ship that I am indebted for the bread of servitude

which I now eat.'
"

" You spoke with spirit, Frank," observed

Juliana.
" The last portion of my speech was uttered with

bitterness and reproach," exclaimed the youth.

" But it was without effect. The nobleman con-

ling grows up toman's estate, and time instead of ob-
j

tinued cold—unmoved—inscrutable. I( he dis-

literating the inscription, deepens it, makes it spread i
played any emotion at all, it was an affectation of

over a wider space of the heart, and allows it not to surprise, as ho said, ' Young man, you are talking

bo effaced."
;
in enigmas. I know nothing of the incidents to

"Frank," murmured Juliana, gazing upon the which you allude; and they are evidently secrets

youth in mingled astonishment and adoration, " it ' into wliich I have no riglit to pry. But as you

is something ineffably sweet, though mournful and
]

have made such a mistake without sinister design,

I will not chide. On the contrary, I am rather in-

clined to take an interest in you ; and tlierefore if

ever you need a friend, do not hesitate to apply to

me.'^' Oh, my lord,' I exclaimed, ' torture me not

with this assumed ignorance of the past ; but tell

me wlu) and where is the lady that 1 long to claim

as my mother!'— 'Young man,' responded the

nobleman, 'it is useless for you to ad<lrcss me in

this manner. Let it be sulUcient for you that the

romantic singularity of the pn'sent occurrence whicu

has led you to mistake mc for another, ha.s so fur

enlisted my sympathy that I will prove your friend.'

—Ho then passed rapidly on through the hall; but

ere he issued Imlh from the palace, 1 imiuired of o

fellow-page wJio made his appearance therw ut th'

touching, to hear you talk thus. Oh, if my image
could only be imprinted thus indelibly upon your
heart, how happy should I be ! But ere now you
addressed me as Miss Farefield. Wlien we are

alone together, let there hencclbrth be no ceremony
between us. Away, away," cried the impassioned
young lady, "with all cold formalities ! To me you
are Frank—and to you I am Juliana .'"

The youth, who in his iuexi)erionce of the human
heart mistook this gush of impassioned feelings for

the purest and chastest love — a mistake which
Juliana herself also made in respect to her own emo-
tions- -was enraptured by the l.inguage, the looks,

and the caresses of that splendid patrician lady

;

and amidst all the mooinful reminiscences which
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moment, who iLat nobleman was ?— ' Lord Peters-
j

Kt'W,' was the answer."
" Lord Petcrsfield !— my father's trustee—my

|

brother's guardian—my mother's intimate friend !"
i

exclaimed Juliana. " But I ought to have sus- ;

pected as much, knowing that it was he who rccom-
j

mended you to Lady Saxondale. Proceed, dear
,

i'rank—proceed
.'

'

"That Lord Petersfield was he whom I had seen

in my earlier years, I felt convinced," resumed the

youth, " notwithstanding his denial. Wherefore

should he have proffered me his interest—he even

used the word friendship—unless I had that claim

upon him ? But what connexion was there between
j

him and the lady whom I regarded as my mother ?

was he a relation or merely a friend? Vain queries

were these that I put to myself! and how futile

were all the conjectures they raised up ! But with-

out dwelling at too great a length on this part of my
narrative, let me hasten on to relate another inci-

dent. A few weeks after I had thus encoimtered

Lord Petersfield, her Majesty the Queen gave a

(Concert at Buckingham Palace. A thousand cards

of invitation were issued ; and at the appointed

hour the vicinage of the royal dwelling was crowded

with brilliant equipages. My duty on the occasion

placed me in a kind of ante-chamber through which

the company had to pass to the Yellow Drawing

Koom, where the guests were first to assemble ere

the Concert-Room was thrown open. For some

time there was a continuous flow of all the elite of

rank and fashion : but for a brief interval there was

a pause—a lapse, so to speak—in the living stream

;

and thus two or three minutes passed ere any fresh

arrivals made their appearance. At length I heard

footsteps approaching — light airy steps— and the

rustling of dresses. The next moment two ladies,

whose ages might respectively have been thirty-two

and thirty— (but they were not sisters, at least to

judge from their looks)—entered the ante-chamber

on their way to the State Apartments. Ah, those

faces ! I recollected them in a moment— they were

the same I had seen by the couch of the lady at the

country-mansion—the same I had subsequently seen,

also, at fhat mansion, on the last occason of my
being conducted thither ! For observe, Miss Farc-

fielfl—Juliana, I mean dear Juliana! ob-

serve, I say, that my memory has not only been

vividly keen and scrupulously faithful relative to all

incidents associated with the mysteries of my ear-

lier years, but will remain immortal in that respect.

Be not surprised, therefore, if I at once knew those

ladies. Though years had passed over their he^ds,

yet in their passage they had merely developed and

perhaps heightened but by no means marred and little

changed the mingled sweetness and glory of their

charms. Obedient to that same impulse which had

urged me to address Lord Petersfield, I sprang for-

ward and threw myself pointedly, but not rudely, in

their way.— ' What is it ?' they both asked in a

breath : and at that moment I can well believe they

recollected me not.
—

' I am Francis Paton,' I said

;

and then I exclaimed, ' Oh, you recognize me ! you

know me now '' for I saw that they both started and

then exchanged looks of mingled uneasiness and

surprise. But instantaneously recovering them-

eelves, and as if in pursuance of the same tacitly im-

deretood r(>sclve how to act, they said coldly, ' There

i» gome mistake'—and parsed on. I fell back con-

founded, and sank overpowered on a seat : then I

burst into tears— for the conviction struck to my
soul that all those who could tell me anything ul my
mother, were inspired by the terrible determination

to ignore my claims upon their sympathy and tbeir

•onfidence. The approach of fresh arrivals recalled

me to myself: I dashed away the tears from my eyes,

and rising from the seat, resumed my post at the door

of the ante-chamber. Then, as 1 rcgauied my com-

posure—or at least was able to collect my ideas—

I

resolved to watch those two ladies when they came
forth again—ascertain who they were—and thus

endeavour, by making inquiries concerning them, to

follow up the clue, if any were thus afforded, in the

hope of reaching the desired aim and discovering

who that lady was that had left her image so inde-

libly impressed on my soul. But in this design I

was disappointed. AVTien the concert broke up,

some portion ef the visitors took their departure by

one avenue of egress and some portion by another

;

and thus I missed the two ladies whom I so

anxiously sought. From that day forth I Lave

never again seen them."

I "Did they not visit the palace again?" asked

Juliana.
" I cannot say," replied Francis ;

" for within a

]

week I was somewhat summarily informed that my
farther services would be dispensed with, inasmuch

as some reduction was to be made in certain depart-

menta of the royal household, and that the jxmiors

in each were to be first dismissed. I was however

assured that so far from any fault being found with

me, I had given the utmost satisfaction ; and as a

proof thereof three months' salary was paid and the

best testimonials presented to mc. I could not help

thinking that the true cause had not been assigned

for my dismissal: a secret voice appeared to whisper

within me to the effect that it was found incon-

venient, and perhaps dangerous, in certain quarters

to stand the chance of being accosted or importunuik

by me when visiting the palace. However, the day

came for me to leave—and I departed accordingly."

" Then, no doubt you remembered Lord Peters-

field's promise?" said Juliana inquiringly.

" Yes : but it was far less with the idea of seeking

his aid in procuring another situation, than to have

an opportunity of pleading my cause before him

once more, that I sought him at his meinsion. The

moment I sent up my name his lordship received

me—and received me too with kindness : that is Ui

say, with as much kindness as it is in his nature to

show. I told him of my dismissal from the palace,

at which he appeared to be surprised ; though in

my own mind I had the intuitive conviction that

this surprise was merely feigned on his part. I

threw myself at his feet, beseeching and imploring

that he would say but one word to lift the veil which

enveloped the past in so much mystery : but he was

immovable I He pretended to pity me, and affected

to believe that I must be labouring under some
monomaniac idea. In short, I could obtain nothing

from him in the shape of revelation. He spoke

kindly to me, as I ere now said—and observed that

he •OiJd at once help me to another situation, as he

happened to be aware at the time that his friend

Lady Saxondale needed a page. He gave mc a

note to her ladyship ; and thus was it that I entered

this mansion."

Francis Pafon ceased speakinsj ; and the big t<«r»
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rolled down his cheeks, as all the incidents of the

past were thus brought su vividly b»ck to his mind.

Again did Juliana do her best to soothe and console

him: and the youth was both soothed and consoled!

•' But during all the latter portion of youi- narra-

tive," eaid the Hon. Miss Farefield, " you have lost

eight of your sister. Believe me, my dear Frank,

I am interested in her for your sake."

" I have already given you to understand," an-

swered the youth, "that when she was twenty

—

that was about six years ago—she entered a family

in the capacity of governess, and proceeded to the

Continent. From time to time I received letters

from her, and occasionally little presents, whenever

she had an opportunity of sending to England. But
at length, after the lapse of a couple of years, her

letters ceased altogether. When I became u«easy

at this silence, the schoolmaster,—for I was then,

you know, at Southampton,—said many things to

relieve me of my apprehensions ; and it even struck

me that he knew more than he chose to admit. But
this might have been mere fancy on my part. Suffice

it to say. Miss Farefield Juliana that for the

last four years I have heard nothing from my
sister

"

" Hush ! footsteps are approaching !" suddenly

exclaimed Juhana, whose qmck ears had caught the

sound.

As she thus spoke she pressed the young page's

hand tenderly—threw a fervid look of passion upon
him—and then composed herself in her seat with

the air of one just beginning to turn over the leaves

of a periodical placed in her iBlnd. Francis Paton

retreated towards the door, which opened at tlie

instant; and Constance, now elegantly dressed in

evening costume, re-appeared. She at once per-

ceived by the young page's manner that Juliana had

been speaking to him upon the tender subject the

secret of which she herself had that day learnt

;

and as the door closed behind the beautiful youth,

she advanced up to her sister, saying in a gentle

voice, " I hope that you are happy now ?"

" Yes, dear Constance—supremely happy !" ex-

claimed Juliana, risii^^ from her seat and embracing

her sister in the effusion of that joy which her loiitr

interview with the young page had excited in her

soul. " 1 have i-evealed the secret of my love—and
ho loves me in return. But you would scarcely

believe how intellectual he is ! Oh, what a scandal

and a shame ever to have doomed Francis Paton to

servitude ! Besides, he has told me the history of

bis life; and it is a history so full of strange

romance and profound mystery, that I feel for him
8n illimitable sympathy as well as the tenderest

love. But all these things I will explain to you
another time "

At this moment the door opened—and Mary-
Anne tlie lady's-maid entered the room.

"He is come?" said Constance quickly, while a

glow of pleasure suCTuscd itself upon her counte-

nance.

"My Lord Marquis is in the garden," returneil

Mary-Anne, with the mysterious look of a confi-

dante.

"Oh, then I will proceed thithor at once !" ex-

claimed Constance. " Give me my guitar—I will

take it with me—it serves as an apology for bury-

ing myself in the shady recesses of the arbour

•hoiud I !«' noticed proceedinj: thither by the do-

mestics. But you must keep watch, Mary-Anno

—

and you also, dear sister !"

" Fear not," responded Juliana :
" you shall not

be surprised by any one."

Constance accordingly took her guitar, and trip

ping lightly down stairs, proceeded to the garden,

where in a few moments she was clasped in tho

arms of her lover, the Marquis de Villebelle.

CHAPTER XXIX.

THE LADT'8-MAID.—THE STOLEN INTERVIEW.

Maey-Anne was one of the handsomest as well as

the astutest and discreetest of lady's-maids. She

was a fine, tall, well-grown young woman, of about

three-and-twenty—with a figure that had some-

thing brilliant and splendid in its Diana- like pro-

portions. Many a lady of rank who shone in the

gorgeous saloons of fashion, might have envied

Mary-Anne that superb shape : for nothing could

be more raceful than the slope of the shoulders,

the bend in the back, the symmetry of the wais^t,

and the sweeping length of limb whose fine propor-

tions were displayed in one sense though concealed

in another by the long skirt of the dress.

Mary-Anne's countenance was not merely pretty

—it was handsome. Her brown hair was of re-

markable luxuriance ; and whether arranged in

plain bands in the morning-part of the day, or in

long shining ringlets in the evening, it set ofiF to

equal advantage the fine face that beamed with

mingled archness and good-humour. There was
something slightly coquettish in Mary-Anne's air

and appearance. She wore an elegant little French

cap as if she knew that it became her admirably

;

and every detail of her toilet denoted not merely a

scrupulous neatness, but likewise a tastefulnoss

which nearly bordered upon elegance—that is to

say, as much elegance as a lady's-maid could pos-

sibly throw into her apparel. Her clothes were evi-

dently made by no cheap milliner nor clumsy seam-

stress, but fitted her as perfectly as if she wore a

lady of rank and fortune. As a matter of course

she had handsome perquisites in the discarded

dresses of her young mistresses: but these were

never cobbled up anew for Miss Mary-Anno. She

accepted cast-off clotlies, but would not wear them
—not she indeed ! She disposed of them to an old

Jewess who regularly paid her a visit by the area-

steps once every month to purchase whatsoever she

might have to dispose of: so that with the produce

of these little sales aud a small portion of her own
handsome wages in adtUtion, Mary-Anno was en-

abled to find herself in frequent new dresses of gooil

material. As for tlie making-up of these dresses,

that was done for nothing by the milliner who h.id

all the custom of Lady Saxondale and her daugh-

ters,—the said milliner finding it entirely to hoi- in.

terest to keep good friends with so important •

person as tho Hon. Miss Farefields' principal lady's-

maid.

Mary-Anno had, as Wo have already stated, a

slightly coquettish air ; aud this, blended with a cer-

tain archness of expression an 1 roguishuess of »inili<,

gave her a most piqittnt aud mtcreatiug appoaraai---.

She looked the lady's-maid. From the midst <>( a

thousand femilcs a^iomlil.-l to^ellier, ol urerw
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variuty of occupation and grade, you might single

out Mary-Anne as the abigail of aristocratic mis-

tresses. Nor was this all. A close observer could

not fail to perceive tliat she was a confidential maid

—deep in the secrets of the young ladies whom she

served. Yet be it parenthetically remarked that

she was not initiated in that particular secret which

involved Juliana's a'tacliment for the young page.

In order to render this portrait as complete as

possible, we must observe that Mary- Anne possessed

a very fine pair of dark hazel eyes, which she could

use with no small effect when she chose, but aU the

glances of which were 30 tutored and disciplined as

to be completely under her own control. Thus, in

the presence of Lady Saxondale she appeared sedate

and respectful, almost to demureness: with her

young mistresses there was a more joyous and genial

light dancing in her eyes, indicating that she felt

herself the petted and favourite confidante, but still

80 far subdued as likewise to show that she knew her

place too well to take any advantage of the confi-

dence she thus enjoyed. Indeed, there was never

anything like undue familiarity in her look, her

words, or her manner. The brows that set off those

fine eyes were darkly pencilled and splendidly

arched ; and the lashes which served as a screen for

her looks when she chose thus to veil them, were of

a darker shade still and resembled thick silken

fringes. Her nose was straight—her mouth small

and pouting, the lips being of a rich redness and

always of a delicious moisture : they were lips that

seemed to invite kisses, and appeared fully capable

of giving them back again with additional sweets.

The expression of her countenance, though naturally

a mixture of good-humour, archness, and roguish-

ness, was variable ; because, as we have already

stated, she had the faculty of tutoring it to assume

any look that suited the circumstances of th« mo-

ment.

Although so remarkably handsome, and tbeietore

exposed to many temptations, especially on the part

of the profligate Lord Saxondale,—and though by

no means of a cold temperament, but on the con-

trary, with the rich warm blooil of youth glowing

in her veins,—Miss Mary-Anne was notwithstand-

ing unquestionably virtuous. She could flirt with

handsome valets and the upper class of male

domestics—she could even smile mischievously and

display her fine white teeth when any aristocratic

young exquisite, visiting at the mansion, paid her

a passing compliment if they chanced to meet upon

the stairs;—but if any improper overtures were

made to Miss Mai"y-Anne she knew how to resent

them in a manner that would most likely silence

for ever him who insulted her with suc-li proposals.

Wo do not know that it can be exaetly said she was

virtuous from principle : indeed it would be wrong

to make any such assertion. But she was a saving

and prudent young woman in money-matters—had

thorough respectable notions with regard to her

eh.Tracter—and looked forward to a good marriage

with some deserving and eligible person in her own

sphere of life. Thus, thou^'h Mary-Anne could

smile roguishly—assist in a luvo-intrigue carried on

by others—and deliver a hillet-doHX with all the

slyness and discretion imagiiiabV.—and though on

ooeasions she could not merely flirt but even romp

with the domestics in the servants' hall, on a

Christmas or Now Year's eve,—yet there was a line

at which she stopped short, arwl beyond which it

would be very difficult to induce her to take a fabo

step.

Such was the lady's-maid who possessed the oon-

fidence of her two young mistresses generally, but

of Constance especially ; and she had proved hers<.-lf

a most efficient auxiliary in enabling this latter la ly

to carry on her secret interviews with the Marquit

of Villebelle. She was therefore now on the alert

to watch for the return of Lady Saxondale, or tlie

presence of any other person who might interrupt

the meeting of the lovers in the garden.

We should observe that of all the splendid
|

mansions in Park Lane, not one possessed so large a
|

piece of ground in the rear as Saxondale House.
|

Not that this was very large either ; and for a

garden in the country it would have been ridi-

culously small; but for a town-residence, it was

the very reverse. Being crowded with evergreens,

which had grown to a considerable size and formed :

shady walks,—indeed, embowering some spots so
\

completely as to shut out the view from all the ad-
j

jacent windows,—this garden was well adapted for
j

the meeting of lovers. But how was it, the reader I

may ask, that Constance could not devise opportu-

nities of seeing the Marquis of Villebelle in places

where they might be still less liable to interruption ?

Those who are acquainted with the routine of

fashionable life, must be aware how difficult it is

for young unmarried ladies to find such occasions.

If the Miss Farefields went out to walk, they h&i\ a

tall footman following at a short distance ; and if

they went out in thfcarriage, it was impossible to

alight and leave the equipage for any length of

time, unattended and alone, without incurring tlie

risk of gossipping observations on the part of tha

servants. If they went shoppiDg they were certain 10

meet so many of their acquaintances that it wouM
be dangerous to seek such opportunities for the inter-

views of love; and inasmuch as the Marquis of

Villebelle had for some months ceased to visit at

Saxondale House, the only way in which Constance

could contrive to pass an hour alone with him, w.is

by these clandestine meetings in the garden. The

servants, generally, thought that the young lady

buried herself for an occasional hour in the lunbra-

geous recesses of the garden for the purpose of

I practising on her guitar ; and thus when the sounds

of that instrument were heard emanating from
' amidst the evergreens at the extremity of the en-

closure, none of the domestics would venture to pene-

trate thither. A side-door, of which it was easy top

Mary-Anne to obtain the key, was wont to alfocd

! admission to the Marquis of Villebelle : but on

! three or four occasions when a half-hour's interview

i

was to be stolen after dusk, and when the key wa«

]

not immediately forthcoming, the intrepid French-

I

man had not hesitated to scale the boundary-wall.

' Let us now introduce this foreign nobleman to

our readers. He was about twenty-eight years of

age—remarkably handsome—with a somewhat p»>n-

sivc and even melancholy expression of countenanee.

Tall and well formed, his figure combined dignity

and elegance. He liad dark hair, clustering in

natural waves above a forehead of noble hei.;lit.

His eyes were large and black, and with a peculiar

softness of look. There was a very pleasing ex-

pression about his lips ; and his t«oth were whit«

I

and faultlessly even. He spoke the English Ian*
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guage with a perfect accent and fluenfy : his voice,

n;iturally low, was full of .a deep music that gave to

its tones a wonderful fascination when breathing

the language of love.

Such was the Marquis of Villebelle. His fatlicr,

who had been dead some years, was a refugee during

the period of the Empire; and having lived a con-

siderable time in England, he for this and other

reasons conceived such an affection for its hos-

pitable shores that he had his son educated at one

of our public schools. Hence the intimate ac-

quaintance which Etienne possessed iu all things

pt'i'taining to the English language and literature
;

EJid in habits, tastes, and ideas, as well as in per-

sonal appearance, the Marquis of Villebelle was

much more of an EngHshman than a Frenchman.

By the time he had finished his education in this

Country, his father died; and he was recalled to

France to look after his aflfairs. For some years he

remained on the Continent without revisiting Eng-
land ; but at length he returned to the land which

he loved better than his own. This was about

twelve months prior to the date when we now in-

troduce him to our readers, and when we find him
seeking a clandestine interview with the beautiful

Constance Farefield in the garden of Saxondale

House.

Fond and affectionate was the meeting of the

lovers. The Marquis strained Constance to his

breast, pouring the delicious language of love in her

ears ; and she clung to him with all a maiden's con-

fiding afl"ection, drinking in the low melting har-

mony of his voice. She looked sweetly beautiful,

dill Constance Farefield !—for she was dressed in

evening costume so that she might be in readiness

for the dinner-table when the hour should come.

Her long fair haii- flowed in thick clusters upon her

white shoulders; and though there was no small

constrast between her style of beauty and the per-

gonal attributes of her lover, yet were it impossible

to deny that they would make a remarkably inter-

esting couple.

" How long, my sweet Constance," said the Mar-

quis, as they sat down together upon a bench be-

neath the verdant covering of the trees, " are we to

pursue this stealthy and clandestine course ?—

a

course which though marked by so many hours of

indescribable happiness, has nevertheless in it some-

thing humiliating alike to your feelings and mine."

"What would y^^ have me do, i«y beloved

Etienne?" asked Constance, gazing affectionately

upon his countenance. " I tremble at the idea of

a furtive marriage "

"Listen, my sweet Constance," exclaimed the

Marquis, in a tone of firmness and resolution. " I

have not concealed from you that my resources are

small—that indeed they are so limited as to be only

sufficient for one, and would constitute privation if

not poverty for ttvo. But I have now the hope of

obtaining diplomatic employment from King Louis

Philippe's government. The recent change in the

I'rench Ministry has brought into power an old and
devoted friend of my father's ; and I believe there-

fore that I shall not noxo have to ask a favour in

vain. Tell me then, Constance—tell mo, my wcll-

bcloved, will you consent to become mine if I suc-

ceed in obtaining a post which shall guarantee me
the means of maintaining you in comfort, if not in

splendour ?"

"Splendour, my dear Etienne!" returned Cuu-

stance. " Oh! let not that word be associated with

love! I seek not for splendour—lam sick of the

present splendour in which I live I The gaieties,

the dissipations, and the frivolities of fashionable

life seem a mockery to the soul that longs for a

blissful seclusion with the object of its love. Think
not therefore that if in wedding you I should wed
even poverty, that reproaches or regrets would ever

fall from my lips- No, no—that were impossible!

But "

"You hesitate, Constance—you hesitatei"' mur-
mured Etienne, as his arm gently encircled her

waist ; and he gazed fondly upon the countenance

on which a shade of moui-nlulness had suddenlj- set-

tled. " Tell me, my sweet girl, wherefore do you
hesitate ? Have you no confidence in my love ? or

do you believe I am the unprincipled adventurer

that I know yom* mother has sought to represent

me?"
" No, no—not for an instant do I entertain such

a dishonouring, such an injmious thought 1"—and
Constance showed by her looks, her accents, and her

manner that she was deeply pained by the remark
her lover had made. " Besides, Etienne, what could

you think of me, if supposing for a moment that I

did entertain such a dark suspicion, you still find

me meeting you thus—accepting the assurances of

your love— giving you mine in return—and willing

to entrust all my life's happiness to your keeping ?

No—deeply and devotedly as I love you, if I thought

that you were other than I believe you to be, we
should part at once—never to meet again I And if I

could not tear forth this love from the depths of my
soul, I would rather suffer it to devour my heart

in secret than let it hurry me on into degradation

and error. Moreover, you have dealt candidly with

me in respect to your circumstances
"

" And yet again you hesitate, Constance ?" said

the Marquis, perceiving that she stopped short

as if about to give utterance to something which
she nevertheless trembled to speak.

"Oh I I will be candid with you—I will be candid

with you I" rejoined Constance. " You have asked

me how long these stealthy interviews are to con-

tinue ? and you know, indeed you have more than

hinted, that the only way to annihilate the necessity

thereof is by our marriage. Now," continued Con-

stance, bending down her looks and speaking in a

low tremulous tone, "amongst the various things

which my mother has at different times let drop

concerning you, there is one allegation on which I

have never touched before—which I have never

even hinted to you—and to which I would not

alludCj however distantly, because I dared not so

far shock your feelings
"

" Speak, speak, Constance ! be frank and candid !"

said the Marquis: but his own voice was now trem-

bling as if with anxiety and suspense, and the arm
that enfirclcd the maiden's waist was trembling

likewise.

" Oh ! I dare not—no, I dare not proceed far-

ther!" murmured Constance, now bursling into

tears, as a feeling of deep despondency suddenly

seized upon her : for indeed it struck her that the

matter to which she was thus alluding did not

altogether involve a wanton calumny.
" Constance !" exctanned the Marquis, more ve-

hemently than he was wont to speak; "you alarm
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me !—what means this outburst of emotion ? Is it

•omething so very serious—or so verj terrible ?"

"Ah! it would be alike serious and terrible if

true!" responded the young lady, now suddenly

raising her eyes and gazing with a mixture of in-

quiring earnestness and reviving confidence in her

lover's countenance. "But no—it is impossible

—

it cannot be true! You would not deceive me
thus!"

" Constance, what mean you ? what mean you P"

exclaimed the Marquis, painfully excited. " Do not

hesitate . to speak ! Tliere must be no reserve be-

tween us
"

"No, there must not be—I feel that there must

not be
!

" interrupted the young lady. " Some
months have elapsed since first from my mother's

lips dropped the statement which now weighs upon

ray mind ; and for the reasons I have already ex-

plained, I would not mention it to you. But this

diiy I have had a serious conversation with my
sister—and I have been U-d more than ever to feel

the importance of removing every doubt and dissi-

pating every suspicion,—the more so, since you

yourself, Etienne, began the conversation ero now
by the assurance that a favourable turn in your

circumstances woidd soon enable you to conduct me
to the altar. Therefore, now—on tliis present oc-

casion—must we converse frankly
"

" it is what I wish, Constance ! I have already

told you so !" said the Marquis with some degree

of vehemence; "and I can assure you, my sweet

gu'l, that you arc torturing me most acutely by this

delay in telling me everything. Say what it is that

hangs like a doubt upon yuur mind, and to which

you are so reluctant to give utterance."

"Etienne," responded Constance, raising her

beautiful blue eyes and fixing them earnestly upon

her lover, " I am tcld that yoa have already been

married; and that although separated from your

wife, she is still alive !"

If a thunderbolt had fallen at the feet of the

JIarquis of Villebellc. be could not have been more

dismayed. It was a perfect consternation that

seized upon him: he turned pale as death—the arm
that was engirdling Constance, fell as if palsied

from her waist—and he gazed upon her in vacant

bewilderment.

"O God!" cried the unhappy young lady, " it is

true—it is too true !" and covering her face with her

hands, she burst into a passionate flood of weeping.
" Yes, it is true, it is true!" echoed the Marquis,

in a tone of rending aijony. " But good God ! how
could this secret have been known?"
"Ah! little matter how it was known," mur-

mured Constance, stricken with despair, " since you

confess it is the truth. O Etienne, wherefore have

you deceived me thus?"—and starting from her

scat, she was about to break away from him with

frantic excitement, when he took her hand—he fell

upon his knees—he besought her to remain—he im-

plored her to tarry for a few minutes to hear him.

Tliere was a desperation in his looks and a wild-

ncss in his tone which frightened Constance Fare-

field; and though she felt hurt, mortified, and
wounded in all her keenest sensibilities,—though it

appeared as if all the happiness of her life were

suddenly annihilated by a single blow,—yet she

could not leave him thus, for she felt that she loved

himsliir

"S|>tak, Etienne," she said, in a low deep tone

clouded with inefTablc emotions. " I will not refuse

you a hearing."

She resumed her seat : he placed himself by her
side, and would have still retained her hand in his

own—but she gently withdrew it ; and then her

grief burst forth anew in convulsing sobs.

" Oh ! calm yourself, calm yourself, I implore

you !" he said in accents of passionate entreaty.
" Would you see me kill myself at your feet ?

But I can endure anything rather than this anguish

of your's! The spectacle drives me mad—because

it is I who have caused it. Yet if you knew
all

"

"Then tell me everything—be frank and candid

with me I" said Constance. "And, Oh!" she added,

in a voice full of gushing emotion, '• if there be ex-

tenuation on your behalf, God knows that I shall

only be too willing to admit it
!"

'If you will grant me your patience, Constance,"

resumed the Marquis, "I will tell you everything;

and you will hear one of the most extraordinary

histories that ever fell from the lips of human being.

Talk of the incidents of novels and romances being

extravagant! their interest palls and wanes into

mawkish insipidity—their excitement subsides into

monotony and dullness—when compared with the

story I am about to relate ! And that there is ex-

tenuation, if not a complete vindication for the

course I have pursued in respect to yourself, Con-

stance, I may venture to promise. Nay—I do not

even know but that I should. have been fully justi-

fied in averring that I am not a, married man at

this moment!"
" Oh ! if all this be true !" exclaimed Constance,

her countenance brightening up with the animition

of hope : for hcr's had a few moments back becu a

despair so profound that even the slightest glim-

mering which bade her hope again, was a relief

ineflTable.

" Shall I commence at once ?" asked the French
nobleman, in a low soft voice : and again he took

her hand, which was not now withdrawn.
" Yes—proceed, Etienne—proceed—and may God

grant But I am tortured with suspense! Pro-

ceed !"

The Marquis of Villebellc accordingly oommonccd
in the following manner:—

" You are aware that my father, being devoted to

the cause of the Bourbonsi, lost all his immense
estates in France by confiscation when the first Re-

volution broke out : you are likewise aw.are that

when the Bourbons were restored, they behaved

with the deepest ingratitude to my father, refusing

him any indemnification for the losses he had sus-

tained on their behalf. It was through disgust at

their conduct, as much as through love for this

country, that he preferred a residence in England
rather than in his own native laud. It is exactly

eight years ago—consequently, in 1836—that my
father returned for the last time to France, in the

hope of receiving from the hand of Louis Philippe

(wlio had then been six years on the throne) thatjus.

lice which had been denied by Louis XVIIl and

Ciiarles X. But scarcely had he set foot on his

native soil, when he was seized with a dangi^rous

illness, which in a few days proved fatal. I had

been left behind liim in England : but upon r»-

ceivincr the sad intelli';eiiro o( rav fntlwr's drsth.
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luffering the tortures of hopo deferred, my slender
j

means were rapidly disappearing. Thus nearly

,

three years passed away; and at length I could no

longer close my eyes to the conviction that I had

nothing to expect from the hand of the Royalty of

France. I am now speaking of exactly five years

ftgo, at which period the incident occurred to which
,

all that I have just been saying is but the necessary
j

preface."

The Marquis of Villebelle paused in the eadnesi

of the memories conjured up by his narrative ; and

Constance could not help experiencing the most

tender interest on his behalf. She even ceased to

recollect for the moment the deception which he had

practised towards her; and he felt that her hand

imparted a fond pressure to his own as he held it in

bis clasp.

" Five years ago, then—at the period of which I
j

am speaking," continued the Marquis of Villebelle,

" I found myself utterly ruined—I may say even pen-

niless, houseless, and friendless. Alas ! Constance,

humiliating as it is to a man of proud spirit and '

elevated notions to make such a confession, yet for
,

the sake of truth am I bound to state that no pauper

grovelling upon the face of the earth was at that

moment more destitute than I. What was to

become of me ? My education had not fitted me
for business-habits; and therefore I know before-

hand that it was rain to seek the situation of a

clerk. Should I become a private soldier ? No : I

could not bear the idea of serving with my sword

that monarch who had behaved so ungratefully to
,

my lather and so scornfully towards myself. Yet was

it absolutely necessary to do something ; for I had

not even where to lay my head, nor the smallest

coin in my pocket. Suicide Ah ! you may well

start, my beloved Constance !—but that appeared

to be the only alternative ! It was between nine

and ten o'clock in the evening, in the month of

June, exactly five years ago, that after rambling I

about Paris the whole day in a state of mind more

easily imagined than depicted, I was bending my
way towards one of the bridges—I will not repeat

|

with what intention—when I suddenly heard myself :

called by name. I looked up, and beheld before me, I

by the light streaming from a shop-window, a tall

geod-looking midiUe-uged gentleman, whom by his

very appearance it was easy to recognize as an

"Englishman. He said, ' I presume that I am not

wrong in addressing you as the Count de Villebelle ?'

—I replied that my father had for some time been

dead, and that I was now the Marquis of Villebelle

;

and in the bitterness of my spklt I added something

to the effect that the empty title of Marquis was

everything I possessed in the world.— ' Ah !' ejacu-

lated the Englishman; 'is it so? I was about to

solicit your advice on a certain point ; but it may be

that in this wrecked condition of your fortunes you

yourself will serve my purpose.'—These last words

be had muttered in a musing tone, but audibly

enough for me to catch them. There was something

in them which appeared to shed a gleam of hope

on the desolate darkness ofmy mind ; and as a drown-

ing man grasps at a straw, did I clutch at what the

Knglishmnn had just said, lie invited me to follow

him into an adjacent wine-shop, where he ordered a

private rwm and rcfioshments to be served up.

\Vc sat down together; and the p]nglishmau ques-

tJoued me most minutely respecting my circum-

stances. There appeared to be a certain frankii«e»

about him which inspired me with confidence; and
moreover it was so necessary for me to hope—I who
had been but a few minutes before environed by
the darkness of despair ! I explained to the Eng-
lishman my precise position, not even withholding

the fact that at the very instant I had encountered

him I was contemplating but of that no matter

—I will not name the horrid thing again. Suffice it

to say that he listened with the deepest attention

and interest to all I told him ; and when he had
done questioning me, I asked him who he was and
how he had happened to know me? He replied

that he had met me in company with my father

some four or five years back in England, when I

was a youth ; but though mcthought that his coun-

tenance was not wholly unfamiliar, yet I could not

recollect where I had seen him before. He then

proceeded to tell me that if the proposition he was

about to make suited my views, it would be neces-

sary for him to reveal his name, and also that of •
young lady of whom he would have to speak : but

ere he mentioned those names he would have to

exact from me the most solemn, sacred, and binding

oath that I would never reveal them in connexion

with the transaction he was about to submit to mj
consideration. My cixse was too desperate to allow

me to ofler any objection to whatever terms of

secrecy he might stipulate : and I bade him proceed.

He then addressed me as follows:—'There is an
English lady for whom I am anxious to find a hu»«

band, who must be a foreigner, and not only of a good

family, but possessed of a title of nobility. It is

not under any circumstances of dishonour in respect

to the lady herself that the necessity for at once

marrying her thus exists. She is pure and spotless

80 far as it is possible for any one to judge of the

character of a woman or become a guarantee for her

chastity. Therefore it is to cover no fault that this

speedy matrimonial alliance is sought for. What
the circumstances are which render it necessary,

cannot be explained. She is exceedingly handsome

:

but her beauty will matter little to him who becomes

her husband, inasmuch as the moment after the

ceremony they will be separated and will see each

other no more. You now understand me. If you

think fit to bestow your name—for it will be naught

beyond the mere bestowal of a name—upon the

lady in question, you shall receive the sum of five

thousand pounds, speaking in English money, the

moment after the ceremony has taken place. Such

is my proposition. Take twelve, or even twenty-

four hours to consider it, if you like : but at the

expiration of that interval your answer must be

given.'

"

The Marquis of Villebello paused ; and Constance

who had listened with a deep and absorbing in-

terest, now gave vent to an ejaculation of astonish-

ment.

"You may well bo surprised, sweet girl," said

the Marquis :
" for I myself was astounded by the

strangeness of the Englishman's proposition. And
yet I was scarcely displeased at it. Five thousand

pounds—a hundred and twenty-five thousand francs

—to a man who was homeless, penniless, friendless,

and starving ! The temptation was too great ; and

after all, what was the service to be rendered in

order to procure such a sum ? Merely the bestowaj

of a name and title so utterly worthless to me that
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a few minutes back I had been hurrj-iug forward to

bury them along with mjself in the deep waters of

the Seine. Oh ! you can scarcely think ill of me,

Constance, when I confess that I found the offer too

cheering, too magnificent, to be refused, and that

instead of taking twenty-four hours or even twelve

hours to reflect upon the point, I gave my &s'ent at

once. The Englisliman Aen told roe his own name
and that of the yoimg ladj jo whom I was to bo

married. Her surnaiiie waa quite difleront from
his own; and therefore I did not suppose h'Cr to be

bis dau;jhtcr. I however asked him if such were
the case? and he said r.^e was not—but he en-

joined me not to question hb<i any farther, as there

was so deep a mystery af;aiched to this young lady

and the necessity for maiutaining it was so absolute,

he must decline furnishing i'K-i rtith any clue for its

unravelment. He then placed a purse of money in

my hand and bade me meet him at the same place

on the following ijay at eleven o'clock. We se-

parated—and I was no longer houseless nor penni-

less : but throughout the night I could scarcely close

my eyes in slumber. The proposition to which I

had assented was so extraordinary that again and
again did I hesitate whether to proceed any farther

in the matter: but the grim gaunt spectre of

poverty constantly rose up before my eyes and
made all my scruples vanish. Morning came ; and
with some portion of the money contained in the

purse I made such improvements in my toilet as

were suitable for the ceremony about to take place.

Punctual to the hour was I at the wine-shop ;—the

Englishman had already arrived and was waiting

for me. He doubtless saw by my looks that I had
not changed my mind ; and he did not therefore ask

me the question. A hackney-coach was summoned,
and he ordered it to take us to an hotel, which he
named, in another part of Paris. On arriving

there, he introduced me to a suite of apartments, in

one of which he requested me to be seated for a

few minutes. He then passed into an inner room,
and shortly re-appcared, accompanied by three

ladies. One was nearly as old as himself, and whom
he introduced as his wife. Another was much
younger, and was intended to act as brides-

maid. I believe she was some relation of his,

but I do not exactly know of what degree. The
third was the young lady on whom I was to bestow

my name. She was indeed handsome—very hand-
some. Do not be jealous, Constance, at the obser-

vation I have made; for while doing justice to her

personal appearance, I may with equal candour de-

clare that her's was not a style of beauty adapted to

my taste. On this part of my narrative I will not
however dwell. Suffice it to say that she appeared
to treat the strange proceeding with a coldness almost

amounting to an indifference that was not the least

extraordinary feature in the whole transaction: for

I could not help asking mj-sclf of what nature might
be the circumstances that rendered necessary so sin-

gular a matrimonial alliance ? To bestow u])on that

young lady a husband who was to be no husband at

all—to give her a name which she might bear in the

world apart from him of whom she had derived it—
to make her a wife, yet leava her to a single and
virgin state of existence, if chaste she really were
and meant to continue,—all tliis seemed so mon-
strous, so unnatural, that I shrank from the bare
idea on bcinu introduced t-o her. There was not

however much leisure permitted for meditation

.

I

because the Englishman hurried us all down to a

!

plain carriage that was waiting in the courtyard of
' the hotel, and we di-ove off to the British Ambassa-
' dor's chapel, which was at no great distance- I

I

should observe that the ladies were simply dressed

;

I

with no conspicuous cridences that this was a bridal

I

party. All the preliminaries for the solemn cere-

1

many had been arranged with due care ; so that on
I
reaching the cbapcl we found the Chaplain and

: clerk iu attendance; aud the proceedings at once
commenced. I must confess that I experienced a
strange sensation as I went through tiiat ccroinony.

My conscience smote me with a pang resembling a
remorse : for I could not help feeling tliat it was a
veritable mockery of one of the holiest rites of the

Christian Church. I glanced towards my bride, and
observed that she was still as calm, collected, and
even indifferent as if it were some ordinary trans-

action, and not one of the serious character that it

really was. For in thus bestowing her hand upoa
me, was not this young woman, in the vigour oi

youth and in the bloom of her beauty, suicidally de-

stroying all hope ot ever enjoying real happiness la

the wedded state .-' In short, by this very marriage
with me, was she not shutting herself out from thfi

prospect of ever maiTying another, however deeply
she might be led to love and however fondly she
might be beloved in return? But it is useless now
to moralize on all the features and associations of

that mysterious transact oa. Suffice it to say that
the ceremony was accomplished, and that the young
lady within the space of a few brief minutes was
made Marchioness of Villebelle. We all re-entered

the carriage, and returned to the hotel,—^the Eng-
lishman and his vrife conversing the whole time on
general and indifferent topics, for the evident pur-

pose of preventing that awkwardness and embarrass-

ment which under such extraordinary circumstances

would have otherwise prevailed. On arriving at

the hotel, the three ladies each shook hands with

me and bade me adieu,—my w ife exhibiting no more
excitement or emotion than the other two. They
then all throe passed to the inner room, and I re-

mained alone with the Englishman. He forthwith

began to count down a number of bank-notos upoa
the table ; and as he thus paid me the promised re-

ward for the singular and mysterious service I had
rcnd.Twd, he said, 'Do not think that because we
are now about to part, I shall altogether lose sight

of3'ou. If fortune smiles upon you and you con-

tinue independent of any friendly aid, you will

never hear from me : but if adversity overtakes you
and you fall into poverty again, you may rely upon
receiving succoiu: from my hand. And now fare-

well.'—This was a hint for me to take my departure

at once ; and I can assure you, my dear Constance,

that I had no incUuation to remain—for I already

began not meroly to loathe myself, but likewise all

who were connected with the transaction."

The Marquis of VUU^bclle ceased ; and Constance

Farofield sat garing upon him with looks of miu-
gied commiseration and uncertainty. She pitied

him for all he liad gone through—slu' could scarcely

blame him for the step he had taken, under such jic-

culiar circumstances, in order to save himself from
till' liorrors of poverty and the dismal allerualivo <j<

suicide: but she was bewildered how she bersoM

could theuotforth act toward hiui. Suddenly a r»-
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collection flashed to her mind, bringing hope along

witli it ; and she said in an excited tone, " But did 30a

not tell mo ere now that you would be almost justi-

fied in declaring yourself to be unmarried ? What
meant you by that averment ? what did it signify ?

what am I to understand ? Speak, speak, Etienne !

You know not what torturing suspense I at this

moment endure : for all my happiness hangs upon

the next word that may fall from your lips !"

" I will soon explain myself, dear Constance," re-

plied the Marquis, his countenance brightening up

somewhat, or at all events losing a portion of the

melancholy cloud which had been hanging upon it.

" But ere I make known the meaning of those words

which I spoke just now, and of wliieh you have re-

minded me, it is necessary I should enter into a few

more particulars respecting myself. For you must

not think, Constance, that the large sum of money
which I received in such a manner and for such a

service, made me happy. No, no—far from it ! It

was the utter desperation of my circumstances

which induced me to render that service and take

the reward. Heaven knows that by nature I am
not mean, nor mercenary, nor dishonourable. No-

thing of the reckless adventurer is there in my
character ! I was the creature of circumstances : it

was an imperious necessity that ruled me. But

when it was all over, I felt as if I had committed a

crime and done a dishonourable action ; and within

twenty-four hours of that solemn mockery which
|

gave me a wife and her dower, but deprived me of

the former and made me unhappy with the latter, I 1

sped to the hotel to return the money and insist upon

steps being taken for the annulment of the marriage.
|

But the Englisliman and his companions had gone !

In order to banish the unpleasant reflections which
|

now haunted me by day and by night, I embarked

in commercial speculations, not so much in the hope

oi increasing my means as of amusing my mind,
|

For three or four years they progressed favourably
'

enough : but at length a sudden panic paralysed all

my schemes, and the failure of a bank threatened

jne with ruin. Day and night did I toil to disen-

tangle my afiiiirs from the vortex of difficulty and

embarrassment in which they were plunged ; and I

succeeded so far that I paid my liabilities with

honourable exactitude, and found a surplus of a few
j

hundreds of pounds remaining for my own use.

Sick of commercial pursuits and financial specula-
'

tions, I came over to England. Then was it, dearest

Constance, that I became acquainted with you ; and

as to know you is to love you, I learnt to love you

fondly ! Oh, I need not tell you over again how
deeply I love you! That I was wrong, cruelly

situated as I am, to whisper the talc of love in your

ears, there can be no doubt : but this love which I

entertain for you became indispensable to my hap-

piness—it gave me a new existence—and it seemed

jo promise felicity for the future. Could I resign

it ?—could I abandon this dream of bliss ? Besides, !

during the interval which had then elapsed since my I

marriage—that fatal, that cursed marriage,—I had

never seen my wife—never heard of her—could not

even learn what had become of her—and had never .

fvon caught the faintest whisper to the eft'oct that
]

tlipre was a being in the world bearing the name of

tlie Marchioness of Villobellc. Secretly did I pro-

Bi'i-nte in(|uirio9 in London to ascertain if such a lady

vera kno^Nt) in the circles of fashion : but to my joy

I could hear of nothing of the sort. I inquired aIm
after that Englishman, whose name I dare not men«
tion : for I resolved if I could hear of him, to seek

him out and ascertain if my wife were still aUve.

AU I could however learn was that the individual

alluded to was- on the Continent, but that hi*

whereabouts was not known. I therefore naturally

concluded that some fresh circumstances had trans-

pired to induce the lady to discard the name and
title she had obtained by her marriage with me;
and it was under this belief, sweet Constance, that

I ventured to breathe my tale of love and whisper

my hopes in your ears. Am I so deeply to blame ?

Oh ! if you had been less beautiful, less fascinating,

less fond, less afTectionate, I might have yielded to

the calmness of reflection—I might have bowed to a

sense of duty—I might have smothered this passion

of mine when it was as yet a nascent flame. But I

adored you—I adore you still—I shall adore you
ever, even though at the expiration of this inter-

view we part to meet no more !"

"But the meaning of those words, Etienne?"

murmured Constance, profoundly moved, and hei

heart fluttering with hope and suspense :
" tell me,

tell me, what did they signify ? For I see that there

is yet something left untold—something that war-

ranted you to declare that you would not be alto-

gether unjustified in representing yourself as •
single man ?"

"To that explanation I now come," responded

the Marquis, whose arm had once more engirdled

Miss Farefield's waist, and from which she did not

withdraw. " Within the last three weeks I met her

whom I have been compelled to regard and to speak

of as my wife
"

" Ah ! then you know that she is alive ? and you

liave seen her ?" exclaimed Constance, in accents

expressive of disappointment and sorrow.

" Yes—I have seen her ; and when I tell you the

result of our meeting you may not j^rliaps look

thus distressed. I will not pause to explain under

what circuaistaiicos it was that I met her : sullice it

to say that we did thus meet throe weeks ago—and
our recognition was immediate and mutual. It was

in the environs of London that I thus encountered

her. She was elegantly dressed, and had tlie ap-

pearance of being in tlic most comfortable circum-

stances. It was rather in a tone of raillery and •

kind of good-humoured jocularity that she spoke.

I asked her if she had ever borne my name in the

presence of tlie world ? and she assured me she had

not. I next iiskcd her if she considered she had any

claim upon me as a husband ? to which she like\vi»«

answered in tbe nagative.—' Now, understand me,'

she said ;
' I do not wish to interfere with you. and

I presume that you do not intend to interfere with

mo. The necessity which compelled me to marry

you wao of a transient character : the purpose waa

served on the insl.iut ; ami if wc could now immarry

ourselves I should be full willing.'—These words

sent a thrill of joy to my heart. She observed my
emotion, and went on to say, ' Although we are such

strangers to each other, and although I consequently

know so little of you, yet you may rest assured that

what trilling amount of feeling I do experience in

the matter, is rather of a friendly character than

otherwise; and I think by your manner there is

soni(>thing you would ^^•ish at my hands. If so,

speak ; and hesitate not. Do you want money ?'—
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1 at once interrupted her with the assurance that I

entertained no such mean,and mercenary idea; and

I then very frankly proceeded to inform her that I

was enamoured of a young lady with whose love I

was bleased in return—that I had not dared reveal

to her the circumstance of my wedded condition

—

Dut that if it were possible to procure and destroy

the evidences of that marriage, the boon conferred

upon me would be immense. Hereupon my wife

at once promised to relieve my mind in this

respect. She told me that she was in possession'of

the marriage certificate, together with certain docu-

ments testifying to the authenticity of that certifi-

cate, and signed by those who witnessed the bridal.

All these papers she frankly offered to place in my
Lands, so that I might do with th#hi as I chose.

You may conceive, Constance, with what joy and

gratitude I accepted this offer. She accordingly

made an appointment for me to receive the papers

;

and she promised that they should be faithfully

remitted to me on ohe day, at the hour, and at the

place named. We then parted, as mere acquaint-

ances, in the same way that we had just met, our

interview having lasted but for a few minutes,

and the whole conversation being confined to the

topics which I have mentioned. We did not even

shake hands, nor make any inquiry into each other's

circumstances, beyond the one question which my
wife put to me whether I was in want of money. I

have now nothing more to say, unless it be to add

that the appointment was faithfully kept by an

emissary from my wife, and the papers were all

placed in my hand. I have them at my residence

—

I have not destroyed them—and were it not for my
oath's sake, I would show them to you, dear Con-

ulcnco. But I dare not reveal the names which

appear in the marriage-certificate and the other

documents. Now, save and except the entry in the

register at the British Ambassador's chapel in Paris,

no evidence could possibly be produced— unless

indeed by my own hand—to prove that I was ever

wedded to another. Finally, I will ask you, Con-

stance, whether under all these circumstances

—

especially the last—I should not have been almost

iustified in representing myself as single and un-

married?"

Constance gave no immediate answer: she re-

flected profoundly. What course was she to pursue?

That she might in all safety become the wife of the

Marquis of Villebello without having her right to

that name ever disputed, seemed boytmd the possi-

bility of doubt : but on the other hand, could she

look upon herself as the legitimate and lawful wife

of this nobleman who had been wedded to another ?

Again, on the favourable side, it was scarcely

to be supposed that the English law would re-

cognize a marriage such as that which the Marquis

had been so mysteriously led into ; inasmuch as it

had never been consummated, and appeared on the

rery face of it a mockery too scandalous to be re-

garded in the light of a grave solemnity. And on

this same favoui-able side, too, was the young lady's

love for the French nobleman: so that after a few

minutes' deliberation tbe arguments on this side

proved the weightier ; and extending her fair hand
to the Marquis, she exclaimed, " No, Etionne, I

cannot sepai-ate from you ! I cannot resign this

dream of bliss ! I love you— and in the world's

despite will 1 love you on unto the end."

The Marquis strained her to his breast—covered

her lips and her checks with kisses—lavished upon

her the tenderest epitliets—and breathe<l the most

solemn protestations, and pledges in her ears.

"And now, dearest," he said, " you will not refuse

to be mine so soon as I shall have obtained the

means of guaranteeing an adequate maintenance ?

At the beginning of this conversation, I informed

you that a change in the French Ministry had given

power to an individual who has influence enough to

compel the King to do me justice, though so tar-

dily ; and in a short time I may expect a diplomatic

situation. Then "

"Yes

—

then," murmm'ed Constance, "I will be-

come thine !"
^

Again were there caressings, and embracings, and

the breathing of tender vows ; and the two lovers

experienced, if possible, a greater amount of happi-

ness, or at all events of satisfaction and content, in

consequence of the explanations which had taken

place on this memorable occasion.

"Now, dearest Constance," said the Marquis,
" you shall play me one of those beautiful airs which

carry such ineffable bliss in unto my heart wiien the

music is made by your fair fingers. You have your

guitar with you—and I am sure that I shall not

beseech this favour in vain ?"

Constance took up the instrument and began to

run her fingers over the strings, while the Marquis,

rising from the seat, leant against the pedestal of a

huge vase that stood close by, so that his tender

gaze might embrace the entire form of that ravish-

ing creature whom he loved so fondly and who loved

him so devotedly in return. But scarcely had the

beauteous Constance b"gun to strike the strings of

her guitar, when Juliana, who in the meanwhile had

gone through the ceremony of the toilet and ex-

changed her deshabill(5e for a dinner costume, came
hurrying down the gravel-walk with the intimation

that Lady Saxondale had returned, and that she had

intimated her intention of taking half-an-hour's

ramble in the garden before dinner.

The Marquis snatched a hasty embrace from hi«

adored one ; and hurriedly shaking hands with her

sister, he made good his retreat by the side-door of

the garden.

CHAPTER XXX.

, We must now return to Lady Fiorina Staunton,

: whom we left at the moment when scarcely able to

subdue a violent outburst of her anguish, sho
' sought the window-recess with the seeming ])rflext

of beholding the departure of Lady Saxomialc's

s])lendid equipage, but in reality for the purpose of

hiding her tears. Lady MacdonaUl, not for an in-

I

slant suspecting that every syllable Lady Saxomlalo

', had uttered was a dagger plunged deep down into

• the heart of her niece, began commenting in the

; bitterest manner upon the presumed insoli-nce of

I William Deveril ; and thus each word spoken by tlio

aunt produced a fresh pang in tlic bosom of the

j

gentle Fiorina. Still however <Iid the inilinp|>y

young lady remain in the room : for she was afraid

that by a too precipitate retreat she would cxcitfl

I

Lady Macdoaald's suspicion. It wad «n exoru-
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ciation well nigh intolerable which Fiorina thus

iuflf'cred—or rather a series of excruciations more
poignant than any that had ever previously entered

into her young heart's experience.

Presently, after having delivered herself of an
immensely long tirade of iovectivcs against the

young artist, Lady Macdonald rang the bell furi-

ously ; and when a footman answered the summons,
she s,aid, " When Mr. Devcril calls at the house

again, you will tell him that his services can be db-

pensed with for the future, and that if he will send

in his account a cheque shall be remitted for the
Bum."

" Yes, my lady," was tho footman's reply : and
he quitted the room.

Fiorina felt as if hor heart must burst. She
eould endure this state of inward torture no longer

;

and quitting the drawing-room, she hastened up to

her own chamber, where she throw herself upon the

couch and gave vent to her woe in a torrent of the

bitterest weeping. Long, Oh! far too long, poor

girl, was that paroxysm of almost mortal anguish,

—

an anguish proportionate to the love which she

experienced for Devcril—and that love itself was

illimitable! When the violence of her emotions

had somewhat exhausted itself and she began to

feel that she was capable of serious reflection, she

rose from the couch on which she bad flung herself

ill her despair, and taking her seat on a sofa, en-

deavoured to reflect upon all that had occurred.

She could not altogether believe Lady Saxondale's

story; and yet she could not altogether doubt it.

She fancied that there must be some foundation for

it; but that her ladyship, either in her vanity or her

anger, had exaggerated many of the details. Deeply

and devotedly as Fiorina loved William Deveril,

and dreadful as it was to put faith in a narrative so

damnatory to his sincerity, yet the young lady,

inexperienced as she was in the ways of the world,

could not possibly imagine that it was all false, and
that instead of a wanton inconstancy being imputed
to Devcril, it was a sheer wickedness that lay at the

door of Lady Saxondale. But though unable to

believe in Deveril's complete innocence, Fiorina was
not prepared to break off with him entirely without

previously giving him an opportunity of explana-

tion—or justification, if possible. There was still

far too much confidence in her love not to induce

her to adopt this course ; and though tortured by
horrible doubts as she was, there was likewise too

much justice in her heart to permit the young
damsel to condemn her lover upon that purely one-

sided statement.
" And yet," she thought within herself, " what

could he possibly say in his defence ? There surely

must be some foimdation for Lady Saxondale's state-

ments ; and if that foundation be ever so slight, it is

nevertheless sufficient to form a colossal monument of

Deveril's perfidy towards me. Oh ! who would have

thought that when yesterday he knolt at my feet

and poured forth the impassioned language of love,

he could so soon repeat the tale elsewhere! It

seems impossible ! it seems impossible ! Not merely

is love outraged, but every idea of propriety—and
even nature itself ! It cannot be true ! No—De-
Teril is incapable of such conduct. It woirid stamp
him as false-hearted, vile, profligate And, Oh

!

who could believe him to be all this ? But Lady
Saxondale—would she invent such a story? For

what purpose ? Soroly not to gratify her vanity t

She who has had nobles falling at her feet and soli-

citing her hand, needs not to vaunt the admiring
homage of a humble artist, especially ifthathomaga
wore never offered at all. But if not from vanity,

was it wickedness? No, no—Lady Saxondale is in»

capable of that. A worldly-minded woman she is

;

but not so thoroughly black-hearted. Oh I I am
tortured with suspense—I am racked with uncer-

tainty. Would to heaven that I had never known
William Deveril at all—or at least, that I had never

loved him !"

Again did Fiorina's tears flow thick and fast ; and
her bosom was convulsed with sobs.

"Oh ! if he were really innocent after all," sh«

continued in h«r musings, " what a frightful indig-

nity is this which my aunt has ordered to be put
upon him ! To have the door shut in his face—to
be told to send in liis bill like any tradesman who is

discarded for insolence or some other fault go.-^d

heavens ! if Deveril be innocent, I say, h«w keenly,

how deeply will he feel this insult ! And this is not

all. His character will bo ruined—Lady Saxondale

is spreading tho story Oh ! she would not dare

do this unless she had just ground !—no, she would
not dare do it—it is too serious—and I fear—Oh ! I
fear, that Deveril is indeed false. Ah, why have I
loved him ? There is not a book I ever read and in

which love is introduced, that it is not represented

as enduring the severest trials. Why does every

poet depict love as being thus tortured ? why does

every novelist describe its current as never flowing

smoothly ? Because the poet and the novelist draw
their inspirations from the facts passing in the great

world before their eyes; and therefore it is the truth

which they delineate. Oh! then this truth—this

grand, striking, and imperious truth, is that love

must have its trials, its sorrows, and its disappoint-

ments—aye, and that the rose of love is too ofl«n

doomed to wither prematurely and perish before its

time! Alas, would that I had never allowed the

rose of love to shed its fragrance upon my soul : it

is a fragrance which a blight turns into a plague-

mist, and which instils poison where it at first ap-

peared to be only capable of shedding sweets
!"

In this manner mused the unhappy Fiorina

Staunton, till at length her ideas reached a pitch so

torturing, so intolerable, that she folt she must do

something in order to put an end to this state of

mind. She must know the truth at once ; to live

tossed upon the waves of xmcertainty, were an ex-

istence which she could not endure. If Deveril had
been guilty of all that Lady Saxondale imputed to

him, the sooner Fiorina knew the worst the better:

she could then summon all her fortitude to her aid,

and endeavour to stifle her love in her heart. But if

on the other hand William' Deveril were innocent

—

if through misapprehension of his moaning at the

time, or if in the spirit of sheer wickedness Lady
Saxondale had recited her narrative—it wi\s of the

highest consequence that Devcril should be informed

of what was being sai<l against him. Thus, in any

case did Fiorina feel how paramount it was that she

should have an interview with Deveril. But how
was this to be managed ? When he called at the

house the door was to be shut in his face. She

thought of writing to him: but if she proposed an

appointment, whore could they meet? The circum-

stances in which the young lady found herself plAoe^
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were as diflicult as tliiiy were urgent. Indeed, it

was one of those positions in wbicii a very decisive

and almost desperate step could alone be taken.

And such a step did Lady Fiorina make up her

mind to adopt.

Composing her feelings as well as she was able,

the young lady descended again to the drawing

treasured up in the sanctity of that chaste taber-

nacle;, and thus was it that Lady Fiorina had no

confidante in the general acceptance of the term.

The consequence was that she now felt herself

involved in a perplexing and embarrassing position.

She was anxious to go out for a couple of hours

;

and she did not choose the household to be aware

room. Her object was to learn in the course of of the circumstanc(?. How was she to manage ?

conversation what were her aunt's plans for the
^

Though in the purity of her heart hating and

evening. This was soon ascertained: Lady Mac- !
scorning anything that bordered upon duplicity, she

donald was engaged to a whist-party at an old now found herself reduced to the necessity of

dowager's in the same Square ; and Fiorina there-
j

scheming somcjwhat in order to accomplish her pur-

fore perceived with inward satisfaction that the pose. After a little deliberation, the young lady

evening would be entirely at her own disposal—for decided how to act. She waited till her aunt had

Lady MacdonalJ was by no means likely to re- taken her departuro-to the house where she was to

quu-e her to accompany her to an " old people's spend the evening ; and then Fiorina rang the bell

t)f her own private chamber. Her principal lady's-

maid, whose name was Sophia, immediately an-

swered the summons; and Fiorina said, "I feel

so unwell this evening that I mean to lie do\vn for

an hour or two. Do not let me be disturbed until

party.

Hours passed away—hours full of poignant sus-

pense and a torturing anxiety for the poor young
lady. Never had an afternoon appeared so long

:

nev(ft' had the foot of time seemed to be so heavy.

Talk of time having wings and flying fleetly ! he liad I ring for you."

none then for Fiorina. By one only incident was I
Sophia, suspecting nothing, promised to obey her

the monotony of that afternoon relieved; and this young mistress's orders, and withdrew. It was now
was an incident that enhanced to a harrowing do- close upon nine o'clock; and Fiorina, putting on her

gree the young lady's affliction. It was when I
plainest and simplest apparel—an unpretending

Deveril's well-known knock sounded at the front straw-bonnet with a veil, and a dai-k shawl—glided

door, and Fiorina almost immediately afterwards
,

down a back staircase and succeeded in issuing un-

heard that door closed with an unusual degree of perceived from the house, there being a means of

violence. Good heaven ! the outrage was consum-
,

egress from the rear of the premises. We should

mated if an outrage it were P Because if ,

add that she had locked the door of her own suite

Deveril were really unfaithful and inconstant, and of apartments and had taken the key with her.

if Lady Saxondale's story were strictly true, then i
On foot did the young hidy proceed to the Exigent's

was it no unmerited outrage, but a well deserred Park, which, for the behoof of persons unacquainted

punishment,

The diuncr-hour arrived; and Lady Macdonald,

who was one of those persons that dwelt long upon
a particular topic and reverted often to it, talked the

whole time about " the over-weening insolence and
laughable coxcombry of that upstart Deveril." And
poor Fiorina was compelled to sit and listen—and
not merely to listen, but also to veil the feelings

which this constant harping on the same sensitive

chord tried so cruelly. Yes—she had to conceal her

emotions from her aunt, and from the domestics in

attendance : but as she caught herself blushing and

with London, we may observe is at no very great

distance from Cavendish Square.

As she went on her way, Fiorina was several

times on the point of turning back. S!ie felt that

in one sense there was some impropriety in the step

she was taking—that of a single young lady visiting

a single young gentleman, and such a visit bemg
paid at such an hour : but tliea she thoiig'ut to her-

self that after everything that had ocearred on the

previous day between hersol'jand Deveril, it wjis a

duty she owed to her own leelings as well as to

of that individual to suOfer no unnecessary

bled to the lowest ccuGnes of her being at the fear him. If all the worst should he confirmed,

of being detected. That dinner was one of the surely would not aggravate the present evil of

turning pale a dozen times in a minute, she trem- !
delay to elapse ere she h:ul an explanation with

he

his

conduct towards her by boasting elsewhere that he

had received such a visit: and if he were enabled

to defend himself completely against the allegations

of Lady Sasondale, he would rt^oiee and be grateful

for the step Fiorina was now taking. Thus the

young lady found more arguments to induce her to

continue her way than to make her retrace her

steps.

She entered the Regent's Park, and in a short

time drew near the mansion where slie liad passed

the previous evening. She stood for a few moments
gazing up at the balcony whence she had waved her

handkerchief to Deveril : and as her heart swelled

almost to bursting and the tears started from her

eyes, she said to herself, "Is it possible that wilhia

a few hours after making a declaration of love t«

Lady Saxoudalo, he could have boon guilty of such

a hollow hypocrisy as to seek this spot in tlus hope

of being enabled to catch a glimpse of mo? Oh!
there ia a strange, an unnatural contradiction in all

cruellest ordeals through which she had ever

and never was relief more gratefully welcomed than
when Lady Macdonald retired to dress for the

whist-party, and Fiorina thus iiiiind an opportunity

of seeking the solitude (:i 'Hi-.c own chamber.

Unlike the Hon. Miss Farenelds, Lady Fiorina

Staunton had no conjida.itial lady's-maid. She
had two lady's-maids : but v/ith neither of them
was she accustomed to converse in a manner cal-

culated to lessen her own dignity in their eyes, or

diminish the respect which they experienced to-

wards her. For, considering the sphere to which
she belonged, Lady Fiorina was assuredly one of
the most artless, unsophisticated, and ingenuous
creatures in existence. Therefore, while she in-

variably treated her dependants with the utmost
aOability and kindness, never even making them
feel their menial condition, she at the same time
avoided anything that savoured of undue familiarity.

Whatsoever aecrots hn heart might cherish/ were
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this; and the loagor I think of it, the more irre-

sistibly am I led towards the conviction that William

is true to rae, and that Lady Saxondalo has cither

been grievously mistaken or guilty of a wilful mis-

representation."

Inspired by these thoughts, and cheered with the

fervid hope that they would soon receive the fullest

confirmation, Fiorina pursued her way in the direc-

tion of the pretty little villa where William Deveril

dwelt. For during their conversation on the pre-

ceding day ho had iufurmed her of the place of his

private abode ; stnd as she was well acquainted with

all the eavii'ons oi the fashionable neighbourhood

of the Eogeut's Fark, she had no difficulty in finding

hai- way to the young artist's dwelling.

It was a small but neat and genteel residence,

situated in a somewnat secluded spot, beyond the

boundary of the Kegent's Park, and presenting a

very picturesque appearance. As she came in sight

of the villa, Fiorina felt her heart beat with quick-

ening palpitations; and on reaching the iron rail-

ings which enclosed the front garilen, she was again

seized with an access of hesitation and uncertainty

whether to proceed. But she had come thus far-
she had reached the place of destination—she had

passed through the loneliness of the Park—and
should she no(V retreat at the very last moment?
should she tremble at the accomplishment of her

purpose? No: her mind was speedily made up
again : she opened the garden gate, and threading

the gravel-walk which was embowered in evergreens

she advanced up to the front door. It stood open

—

for the evening was close and sultry : a lamp buimt

ka the hall, but there were no lights in the front-

parlour on the ground floor. The casement of this

room was open, and voices issuing from withm,

reached Fiorina's ears. One of those voices was

Deveril'3—the other was that of a female ; and the

very first sounds which the young lady caught struck

her as laden with accents of tenderness and en-

dearment.

A sickening sensation seizeA uDOn her—ti'.e demon
of jealousy again raised its voice in the depths ot

her soul—she felt as if she were standing on the

threshold of a revelation that was to bring a blight

upon her heart. TransSiad to the spot, she stood

—

unable to lift her hand to touch the boll or the knocker

of the door—unable also to advance a step to pass

that open portal—unable likewise to make known her

presence in any shape or way. She was thus de-

prived of the power either to advance or retreat.

Instinctively did she listen : she could not help it,

no matter what amount of impropriety character-

ized her conduct—no matter how indiscreet a part

she was jilajing. Of all this she thought not:— it

struck her not that ghe was doing wrong—indeed

she was incapable of serious or deliberate reflection

of any kiud. Tiioso sounds of voices which she had

caught had struck her, we said, as being laden with

an unmistakiiblo tenderness: but the wortls them-

selves had not readied her oars. Now she listened

with suspended breath to catch what was bemg
said, as if her whole life's hai)pinosi or misery de-

pended upoH the result.

"But, my dearcat William," murmured the female

voice which she had already heard, and whose tones

were of silvery softness ; "you must toll me what
has occurred, for you know how sincerely I love

you."

"Wherefore,"—and it was now the \oiop nf
Deveril that was speaking—'' wherefore wiH yotf
thus insist that I am dull and melancholy ?"

" Oh ! because, my beloved ^Vllham " and tha
remainder of the sentence was breathed in so low a
tone that the sense of the words was lost to the
listening Fiorina.

" My sweet girl, do not shed tears on my so*

count," said Deveril, in the most soothing and en«
dearing accents. "Come, I must not see you
mournful and melancholy like this. While we have
been sitting in conversation here the darkness has
gathered around us—the twilight has gone—flusk

has succeeded. Shall we ring for lights, or ramble
in the garden for half-an-hour ?"

" Whichever you please, dear William," responded
that soft and silvery female voice. " Oh ! how your
brows throb ! There, let me push back your hair,

dear WilUam, from o?er your forehead. Ahl I am
sure that you have experienced annoyances this day.

Your hand is hjt and feverish. Let me kiss your
cheek. Ah! that is burning too ! Come, dear Wil-

liam—wo will walk in the garden a Uttle, for the

air in this room is hot and stilling."

All this while Fiorina was still transfixed to the

spot, a prey to the most torturing sensations. Who
could this female be? That she was young, the

silver melody of her voice sufficiently proved: that

she was beautiful, Fiorina's jealousy naturally

prompted. But, ah ! a sudden hope flashed to the

young lady's mind. Might not this female be
Deveril's sister? And yet no: for he had never

spoken of a sister—and if he possessed one, surely

he would have alluded to her in the long and
familiar conversation which he and Fiorina had
held on the previous day ? No, no—she could not

be his sister ! Then who was she ? Oh ! for a
jealous heart to ask itself that question, what poa-

sible answer could be returned ? what response

could the fevered imagination suggest? The hope
wliich had sprung up au instant back was anni-

liuatea immeaiacely— almost as soon as it was
formed; and poor Fiorina felt as if she must scream
out in frenzy, or sink down in senselessness.

But they were coming forth to walk in the gar-

den— William Deveril and his female companioa!
Fiorina must retreat—she must vanish from tiie

scene where she felt convinced that she had a rival

in the young artist's love. But, ah ! her feet are

still nailed to the spot—she could not stir—it was a

terrible crisis in her thoughts and sensations—and
if her very life depended upon it, she could not at that

instant have moved a limb. Suddenly the parlour-

door opened, and Deveril came forth with his

female companion into the hall. Ills arm waa
thrown round her waist, and her fair hand lay lov-

mgly upon his shoulder. But, heavens! who waa
the beauteous creature that thus, half-locked in

W'illiam Deveril's fond embrace, met the view of tha

dismayed and anguished Fiorina ?

It was Auji^ola Vivaldi, the Opera-dancer !

A wild cry thrilled from Floriua's lips—the spell

which had retained her tran3lise<l statue-like to the

spot, was suddenly litlfd—and as if seijod with a

mortal terror, she fled precipitately.

" Who is it ? what docs this m?an ?" exclaimed

Deveril, as he rushed forward in pursuit of Florma,

whom ho had not roooguized, because she waa veiled,

and because also the ghmpso he had caught of her
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iu?t outside the front-door in the dusk of the garden,

MM so partial and so brief.

But as if inspired by a panic-terror, the young
hidy flew away from the spot where it would have

•ecmed pollution and contamination now to lin-

ger ; and she relaxed not her speed until, ex-

hausted and breathless, she had regained the car-

riage-road inside the Eegent's Park. Then, finding

that she was not pursued, she flung herself on a

bench and gave way to the violence of her grief.

That flood of tears reUeved her so far that she

now became capable of deliberate reflection ; and
wiping her eyes, she said aloud, " This weakness is

unworthy of me. What I I bestowed my heart's

purest and sinc«rcst affection upon one who is the un-

worthiest, the most deceitful, as well as the most
profligate of men ! Good heavens, is it possible

that so much perfidy and wickedness could be con-

centrated in one so young and apparently so inge-

rouuf P Ah ! rude indeed are the teachings of this

VO. 18.—THIRD SBElEa

day—bitter the experiences which within a foir

brief hours have shed their light upon my soul ! I

am older by many years in knowledge of the world,

than I was when I rose from my couch this morning.

But enough of these reflections. Let mo behave

with becoming fortitude—let me stifle this afl'ection

in my heart—let me banish hia image from mj
mind !"

Then, as if to outstrip her harrowing thougUW

Lady Fiorina rose from the seat and began walking

hurriedly along the road through the Park; and

though she felt her heart swelling as il" it were about

to break, and though the tears kept flowing afresh

from her eyes, yet she struggled with all her strength

to subdue another outburst of the grief that was

thus convulsing her. Her dream of lovo was over

—a sad and terrible change liad taken place in her

mind—the world's roses were all withered to her view

—earth's choicest flowers were scattiM-ed, blight«'J

and dead, in her pathway—existence stretched before
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her like a barren waste—and the poor girl felt that

she had now naught worth living for !

It was about clevcu o'clock wlien Fiorina reached

the house in Cavendish Square ; and she succeeded

in eflecting her entrance unperceived by any of

the inmates. Her absence, thanks to the precaution

she had taken, was not discovered ; and on gaining

her own apartment she really felt as she had de-

scribed herself to her lady's-maid two hours back

—

namely, exceedingly unwell.

CHATTER XXXI.

NIGHT-ArVENT0KE.

"Late! it's on'y just midnight," was the re

aponse; "and you told me as how I was to be here

as the clocks was a-striking twelve—didn't yerr"

"They have struck twelve at least ten minutes
ago," returned the Cannibal."

"Well, ten minutes more or less," observed

Wilkins, " isn't no great thing. Von can't be quite

80 particular."

" Yes—but what was the use of keeping me
trudging about here at the risk of being twigged by

the blue-bottles ? Howsomever, we won't lose any
more time. So come along."

"To tell yet the truth, Chiffin," said Tony,

clutching the Cannibal by the arm, " I don't over

and above like this here affair. You say you've

never been inside the premises—that you don't

It was about twelve o'clock on the same night of know nuffin about 'em—that you ain't got no pals

which we have been writing in the previous chapter, amung the slaveys
"

that ChilRn the Cannibal emerged from the Edge-
j

" But I know that there's plenty of swag to be

ware Road, and crossing Oxford Street, entered got—and so I suppose that's enough," interrupted

Park Lane. But instead of immediately pursuing CliilBn fiercely. " Why, here you are as down in

his way, he stopped short—looked up and down—
I

your luck as you well can be; and here am I ready

and not perceiving the person whom he expected to to take you by the hand and put a good thing in

meet hiin at that spot, he gave vent to a deep im-
i

your way."

precation, muttering likewise, " If he don't come,
j

" All right, Chiiliu!" exclaimed Tony. "If you're

I'll make him repent it the next time I meet him
|

so deuced sure of the business I suppose it's all

—bang me if I don't!" safe. So here goes—and I'm the man to second

Fearful of encountering a policeman, the Can- !
you, old feller."

aibal walked a little way down Tark Lane, and thou ' "But I tell you what it is, Tony," growled the

turned back; but when he found that the person ' Cannibal, as tie fixed his reptile-like gaze upon hie

whom he awaited did not make his appearance, a
\

companion, " if so be you feel afraid, say so at once,

deeper and more terrible imprecation denoted the
I

and there's an end of the matter
—

'cause why, I

rufUau's ferocious rage. I don't like dealing with cowards."

In order to avoid attracting any inconvenient I "Come, Chiilin—none of this here sort of talk

notice, his bludgeon was concealed beneath his loose ! with me !" exclaimed Wilkins angrily. " I'm no

shaggy coat; and he kept as much as possible in :
coward—but I don't want to run my neck bang

tlie deep shades of the place wliero he was now
;
into a noose. You know deuced well I ain't afeard

loitering. For it was a clear bright niglit ; and
j

—I never wor afeard of nufiln in my life. Fear and

moreover the street-lamps in front of the mansions i
prudence is two wery different things, I takes it.

in Park Lane gave forth a light which rendered it If so be you was to see a mad bull a-thundering

all the more necessary for him to observe the utmost along this here lane, I s'pose yer wouldn't go and

caution.
i

grapple him by the 'orns—would yer ? Not you,

" Perhaps he thinks because it's a fine night, I indeed^you'd precious soon bolt a von side. AVell

shouldn't do the trick," muttered the Cannibal to then, that's prudence. But if so be he corned right

himself: "but he's no business to have any opinion ' up and 'tacked yer, then I knows wery well you'd

of his own in tlie matter. For the job of getting let fly at him with yer club in a jiffey. Weil, then,

into a strange place without a confederate inside, that's walour."

and no put-up affair, I rather like a clear night. I

" Do hold your jaw, Tony, and come along,"

One sees better ho\y to go to work. Some ci-acks- ' growled the Cannibal. " There—I'll go on in front,

men always do their business in the dark ; and and yc at a distance. Slip bang round the

though it's a good rule on most occasions, it isn't second turning to the left, and you'll find me
always to be followed. But here's Tony after all, a-waiting."

blow him !"
| Having thus spoken, Chiffin the Cannibal walked

The reader will remember a certain individual rapidly on, Touy Wilkins keeping in his track, but

named Tony Wilkins, who belonged to the gang that
,

at an interval of about fifty yards. They encount^'red

infested Agar Town and made Solomon Patch's no policemen in their way : the truth is, there very

house their head-quarters. This Tony Wilkins was seklom ai-e policemen to be found on their beats in

the person whom Lady Bess had especially chosen that fashionable region, between the hours of elevea

to be the bearer of the suxall sealed packet which and one—those officials being either at some pubUc-

she had ordered him to deliver to a gentleman at house which keeps open all night, or else supping

King's Cross ; and we have described him as a young cozUy with the female domestics in the kitchen of

man of about four-and-twenty, clad in a squalid some mansion whore diuiciug-uud card-playing are

garb, and with a countenance as sinister in its ex- going on up-stau's in the di-awiug-rooms. Thus was

pression as that of any one of his wonted com- it that Chiffin the Cannibal and Touy Wilkins

panions. It was this same Tony Wilkins for whom passed on unmolested, and the former halted at a

the Cannibal had been waiting, and who now at side-door in a garden-wall, where he was si>eedily

length made his appearance. joined by his confederate.

"Well, what the douce has made you »o lat-o?" "Now, hush — and 'tis all right!" whispered

said ChilUu in a growling tone. ChJtIin, as ho thing a rope over the wall; and tli«
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iron grapnel which was at the end of the cord,

caught against that part of the masonry which over-

hung the side-door.

The rope was thus retained fast—and Tonj' Wil-
kins, being the lighter and more agile of the two,

clambered up the wall by means of the rope. In a
moment he disappeared on the other side, and drew
both the bolts of the door, while Chifiin managed
the lock by means of a skeleton-key. Thus the

Cannibal, who was too heavy and clumsy to climb
the wall, which was a tolerably high one, obtained

prompt admittance into the garden at the back of

Saxondale House—for this was the mansion where
the present burglary was being effected.

"All seems as quiet as a workus," whispered

Tony Wilkms, as he and his leader carefully sur-

veyed the rear of the buildings. " There isn't never

ft light in none of the rooms—and not so much as a

mouse a-stirring."

" Let's try this door, then," said the Cannibal.
" Or that there windy—eh ?" suggested Tony.
" No—the door," was Chilhu's prompt answer :

for his experienced eye at once showed bim, by the

aid of the moonlight, that the door presented the

readiest and easiest means of effecting an entry.

From a capacious pocket in the lining of his

shaggy coat, he drew forth a small saw, thin as a

watch-spring, keen as an array of shark's teeth, and
flejible as a Castilian stiletto-blade. With a gim-

let he speedily made a hole in the lower part of

the door, near where he calculated the bolt must be
;

and thrusting the saw into the hole, he cut out a

circular piece, leaving an aperture large enough to

introduce his hand. He was thus enabled to feel

for the bolt and draw it back—a process which was
instantaneously accomplished.

The door was high, and there was nothing for

Chiffin to stand on to reach the upper part of it.

He accordingly made Tony Wilkius go down upon
all-fours ; and standing on his back, he went to work
again. Another gimlet-hole was made in the higher

portion of the door—the little saw, well inoisteued

with oil, was assiduously plied again—and another

circular piece of wood, large enough to afford an
opening for the hand and wrist, was soon cut out.

The upper bolt was thus felt for, and drawn back
;

and ChifHn descended from his human footstool—
such a purpose Tony Wilkius having served, but not

without experiencing some degree of pain in his

oack, as Mr. Chilfin was by no means the lightest

person in the world.

The reader will now understand that the two

bolts of the door were drawn back ; but the door

itself was locked. It was a stout door—and Chilliu

dared not attempt to break it open with a crow-bar,

on account of the noise that would be made by such

an operation. There was no key-hole visible oa the

exterior side; and thus he had no immediate indi-

cation ot the position of the lock inside. But this

c'ilficulty was speedily overcome. Again ordering

Tony Wilkins to go down upon all-fours and make
himselr into a foot-stool, the Cannibal mounted on
his back once more ; and then, with a piece of

string and a leaden bullet at one end he proceeded

to Hound for the lock, just as a sailor at sea (..cuuds

with a cord and plumtn(!t to ascertain the depth of

the water. Thrusting the leaden bullet through the

hole that had been cut for the removal of the upper
bolt, ChiHin gradually let out the string until tlw

bullet was stopped by the top of the lock which
projected from the inner side of the door : then

keeping the string tight between his finger and
thumb, so as to mark how much of it had been let

go through the hole, he drew it back. To measure
the outside of the door fron" the hole downward
was now the work of anisntant ; and thus Chilliu

discovered with the nicest exactitude the position of

the lock. He next proceeded to bore with i^.s gim-
let ; and having made a hole through the wood, his

little flexible saw was again put into requisition. In
less than a quarti;r of an hour he had cut com-
pletely round the lock ; and the door opened to his

thrust.

" Now, Tony, come gently," he said ; and they

entered the premises together.

All was dark within—and all was silence likewise,

at least down in the lower region of the premises.

A dark lantern was quickly proiluced from ChilBn's

capacious pocket—the candle inside was lighted by
means of lucifer-matches with which he was also

provided—and the two burglars commenced their

survey of the place. They lirst entered the back

kitchen ; and as the Cannibal pointed to the iron

bars wliich protected the windows, he said in a whis-

per to Ixis companion, " I told you as how it wouldn't

do to try the game on there. The opening of a

shutter would have been nothing : but those iron

fences would liave given harder work than you or I

should have liked to try. All these kind of houses

have got gratings to the lower windows. It isn't

the first time I havfe broke into a house in this

part of the world. But there's nothing in this

back kitchen worth looking after. So come along.

It's the butler's pantry wo must try, mate."

With these words Chilfin led the way out of the

back kitchen, and soon found a door which was fast

locked, but which he immediately concluded to bo

the one communicating with the place he was in

search of.

" Hold the light, Tony," he said ;
" and I'll get to

work again with the tools."

T.iis time he tried the effect of a small crowbar
upon the door, which being of far lighter make than
the one by which the burglars had entered the

premises, seemed to warrant this mode of dealing

with it. ChilHn, we need hardly say, was an accom-

plished hand in using the crowbar for such purposes,

and made little noise in the process. The door

speedily yielded—a few more efforts, and it was
broken completely open. The burglars passed into

the place, which, as Chilfin had anticipated, proved

to be the butler's pantry. But iuliuite was their

disappointineiit when after searching in every cup-

board, they found no plate there.

"This is deuced provoking," growled the Canni-

bal in a ferocious manner.
" Cussed mean of the people of the 'ouso to take

their plate up to bed with 'em," remarked Tony

Wilkins. " It ain't giving a poor devil a lair chauce,"

he added with the look of a man who fancied that

he was cruelly wronged. " What's to bo dona

now?"
" What's to bo done ?" echoed the Cannibal, in a

voice which resembled the subdued grumblings ot &

hungry tiger: "why, hunt about for the swag till

we find it, to be sure. And if a throat or two ii ti

be cut in the search, what matters it ?"

" Nullin at all," responded Touy Wilkins. '* J.ead
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on, old feller. You seems to know your way as if

by instinct, as they say of the 'oases."

Chiffin the Cannibal passed out of the butler's

panti'y, and proceeded into the front kitchen ; but

nothing worthy of his predatory views was found

there. Thence the burglars proceeded into the

servants' hall, where some four or five stray silver

forks and spoons, which the butler had doubtless

forgotten to count up along with the rest of the

plate, were lying about.
" This is summut, at all events," observed Toay

VVilkins. " It cheers one on to look arter more."
" Now then, keep that cursed tongue of your's

B'Jll, and pull off them great heavy boots of your'n,"

diiid Cliifliu: "or else do as I do, if you have got

.,lie things to do it with."

And what was it that Chiffiu the Cannibal was

now doing? Nothing more nor less than drawing

on a vory coarse pair of lamb's-wool socks over his

own thick and heavy lace-up boots. This being

done, ho took a pair of pistols from his pocket—saw

that each had a percussion-cap ready for service

—

and handing one to Tony Wilkins, bade him only

use it in case of extreme desperation of cireum-

st;mces, but then not to hesitate an instant.

The two burglars now began ascending the stairs,

Cbilfiti walking first with his muffled feet, and Tony
Wilkins with his naked ones ; for the latter was
carrying his boots in his hand—and as for stockings,

his wardrobe was not extensive enough to permit

him the enjoyment of such luxuries. He however
hopfd to improve and rcplonisn it by the proceeds

of his share of the present night's plunder.

The marble hall was reached; and from this

point, the same as from the lower regions, it ap-

peared that a profound silence reigned throughout

the house—for it was now past one in the morning,
the operations at the back door having absorbed at

least three quarters of an hour. The parlours

opening from the hall were visited by the intruders
;

and though they abounded in many fashionable

nick-nacks, objects of virtu, beautiful ornaments,

and the usual decorations to be found on the mantel-

pieces and side-tables of apartments in the houses

of the rich, there was not much in those rooms that

would suit the purposes of the robbers. A few
things however they did consign to their pockets

;

and emboldened by the freedom from interruption

and the absence of all alarm which they thus expe-
rienced, they began the ascent of the magnificent
marble staircase leading to the drawing-rooms and
state-apai-tments. In the first of these which they
entered, they found a gold watch lying upon the
table ; and there were many little ornaments scattered

about which they knew Solomon Patch would pur-
chase, and to which they therefore freely helped them-
selves. Thence they passed into the adjacent room

;

but as they entered it with as much caution as pos-
sible, they stopped suddenly short on beholding a
light at the farther extremity. It shone through a
door which stood half open at the cad of tha large

apartment they had just entered.

The burglars stopped short, we say ; and GhllBn
inptantanoously closed the blind of his dark lantern.

Bur the two men did not retreat; they stood and
listened with breathless attention. If they had
heard voi<:«« in conversation they would have held
it time enough to make rhe best of tbeir way from i

the premises ; but if they heard no voicM, they I

would then be encouraged to traverse the room
which they had entered and see who was in th«

next one, in which case they might be enabled by
threats or violence to compel any person whom they

would thus find to give information relative to the

whereabouts of the plate, jewels, money, &c. Such
were the thoughts that simultaneously occurred to

the two burglars : for all men of that class act as it

were upon a particular system, and pursue a course

which is a3 much guided by previous experiences

as by the occurrences which transpire at the mo-"

ment.

For several minutes did they listen—and they

heard no one speak. Then they traversed the

spacious apartment with as much caution as possible

;

I
and the thick carpet would have stifled the sound

I

of their footsteps even if the feet of one had not

been muffled and the boots of the other taken off.

On reaching the door which stood half open, Chiffin

peeped in, and beheld a lady seated alone in the

adjacent room. She was placed at a table and had
a book open before her : but she was not reading

—

she was reclining back in her chair—and as the

light of the wax candles fell with a sort of Eem-
braudt elTect upon her splendid features, it waa
easy to perceive that she was absorbed in a profound
reverie. Nor were her reflections of the most

' pleasing description : for there was a lowering of

the naturally high and noble forehead—there was a
sinister light gleaming in the eyes to which so mag-
nificent a lustre properly belonged—and there was
a compression of the lips which nature had never

intended to remain so firmly closed.

This lady was none other than the mistress of the

mansion ; and Chiffin knew her to be Lady Saxon

.

dale. He had seen her first of all upwards of nin».

teen years back, when, being despatched by Balph
Farefield into Lincolnshire, he had lurked about

the neighbourhood of Saxondale Castle watching

for an opportunity to carry off the child : he had
seen her then, in the pride and glory of her youthful

beauty—and once seen, she was not a woman who
could be easily forgotten. But Chiffin had also seen

her within the last few days : for he had loitered

about Saxondale House in Park Lane, not only

with the view of discovering as much as he could of

the position of the premises, but also to examine
the features of the domesties and see whether the

physiognomy of any one of them furnished a suffi-

cient indication of innate villany to warrant the

Cannibal in scraping acquaintance with the view to

an arrangement for a burglary. In this hope he
had been disappointed: but while thus loitering

about, he had seen Lady Saxondale go in and out of
the mansion—he had recognised her as the same
beautiful woman he had seen in Lincolnshire nearly

twenty years back—and thus was it that he at once
knew her now, as peeping through that half-opened

door he beheld her seated in a mood of deep abstrac-

tion at the table.

A glance rapidly flung round the room where
Lady Saxondale was thus observed, at once showed
the Cannibal not merely that she was alone, but
likewise that there was no other door open by
which any sudden cry of alarm to which she

might give vent would issue forth. He there-

fore resolved upon taking a desperate step in order

to reap a handsome harvest from his present enter*

prise; and making • sign for Tony Wilkins to stop
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where he was for the instant, the Cannibal passed ,
For an instant Lady Saxondale was paraljs:jd

stealthily into the room.
|
with terror : but her naturally strong mind almost

So deep was Lady Sakondale's abstraction, that immediately regained its self-possession—and she

she perceived him not. Her looks were fixed on the said in a voice that was strangely calm under such

book which lay open before her : but she saw not the ' circumstances, " Remove that weapon : I will not

pages themselves—all her faculty of vision was as it create an alarm."

were turned inward with the absorbing nature of

her meditations. For Lady Saxondale had this

night experienced no inclination to retire to rest.

The image of William Deveril appeared to haunt

her. She loved him—and she hated him at one and

Tony Wilkins now made his appearance; and

Lady Saxondale, perceiving that there were two

ruffians, and thinking it quite probable that there

might be even more, felt that anything like resist-

ance would be altogether vain, and that if she at-

the same time. She feared that she had taken a ' tempted to raise the household her life would be in-

false step and compromised herself seriously, in evitably forfeited. For it was impossible to glauco

having made the round of all her acquaintances even for a single instant at Chiffin the Cannibal's

and friends during the day and promulgated her
|
countenance, without reading in its hideous linea-

etory relative to that young man. Cunningly de- I ments the most blood-thirsty propensities and a

vised as the tale was, she trembled lest the refuta- brutal capacity for mischief.

tation which Deveril would give when it reached
j

" Well," he said, pointing the muzzle of his pistol

his ears, might obtain credit ; and thus though downwards, but not putting it away from her sight,

great was the satisfaction she had experienced at the
;
"you seem an uncommon brave lady ; and so I sup-

time, not only in torturing Lady Fiorina, but like- ' pose you are just as prudent a one. Therefore we
wise in propagating the same scandal elsewhere, shall have no nonsense in dealing with you."

she was now apprehensive that the blow she had

endeavoured to deal might rebound upon herself.

In short, her feelings having been unnaturally ex-

cited during the day, had since experienced a pro-

portionate reaction ; and conscience, which " makes
cowards of us all," was not permitting Lady Saxon-

dale to be an exception to that rule.

Besides, she was not only fearful that the tangled

web she had been thus weaving, would in the long

run enmesh herself; but she was tortured with the

pangs of jealousy towards Fiorina. What was she

to do m respect to her whom she thus regarded as

her rival ? Even apart from that hatred which the

spirit of jealously had suddenly make her experience

for Flonna, how could she possibly permit the en-

gagement to continue between her son and that

What do you require ?" asked Lady Saxondale.

" But that question I need scarcely put : your looks

bespeak your errand. You see I treat the matter

with franiness ; and therefore there is no need to

keep that weapon in your hand in so threatening a

manner."
" How uncommon nice she speaks, don't she ?"

said Tony Wilkins in an under-tone as he sidled up
to his companion.

" 'Cause she's a lady of sense and knows what's

what," observed Chiffin aloud. "Now, ma'am,
please to tell us which would be most convenient

—

to let us walk oflF with the plate and jewellery, or

for you to pay us over such a handsome sum that

we shall go away happy and contented with our

night's work, and be able to drink your ladyship's

young lady ?—and yet, on the other hand, upon
I
health every day for the next six months ?"

what pretext could she break ofi' the engagement ?
|

"Finding myself completely in your power,"

Altogether, Lady Saxondale's position was one of returned Lady Saxondale, at the same instant fling-

apprehension, bewilderment, torture, and per-
j

ing a quick and scarcely perceptible glance towards

plexity; and in addition to the circumstances con-
,

the mantel-piece, as if looking for some object, " I

nected with Deveril and Fiorina which had thus should prefer giving you a sum of money. But I

combined to make her wretched, there were others must tell you beforehand, that I have not much in

which struck their viper stings into her heart.
j

the shape of gold about my person, and should have

This is not however the time nor place to analyse to go to my own chamber to fetch the amount that

at any great length the feelings and thoughts of you may require."

Lady Saxondale. The little which we have just
|

" And how much," demanded Chiffin, " may your
said upon this subject, was merely for the purpose ladyship happen to have in your own chamber?"
of accounting for why she had not as yet sought her

;

" Perhaps four or five hundred pounds alto-

couch, and wherefore we find her seated alone in gether," returned Lady Saxondale, after a few mo-
that abstracted mood and at so late an hour of the ments' consideration.

night—or rather at so early a period of the morn-
j

" That's little enough," observed Chiffin. "And,
ing. In the depth of her disagreeable meditations now, how much in the purse ?"

it was no wonder that she observed not the pre-
i

Lady Saxondale, who still preserved her presence

senceoi Chiffin the Cannibal; and as he, by making of mind with an astonishing calmness, drew forth

a short circuit in the room, was enabled to steal as her purse from a reticule which hung at the back of

it were close up behind her before she was aware of the chair ; and handing it to Chilliu, said, " Count
the intrusion, it was with a sudden start and a hor- its contents lor yourself."

rible access of terror that she felt a hand suddenly " Eleven sovereigns, two ten-pound notes, one
laid upon her shoulder, five, and 8c>me silver," said the Cannibal, as he
Wildly she sprang up; and on beholding herself emptied the contHnts of the purse into his hand,

contiontod by that liideous-looking wretch, a " Well, but ali this is a poor lot. The family p!at«

scream was about to burst from her lips : but it must bo worth ten times as much. AVhat's to pro-

was stifled we it broke forth, by the suddenness with vent us cutting your throat, ma'am, and then ran-
which the Cannibal exclaimed, " Silence, or you are sacking the place for yourselvos P"

a dead woman!"—and a pistol, gleaming in his "The plate is in the but.'er's own room," was
hand, was presented close to her forehead. Lady Saxondale's calm and collected response.
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"He sleeps in the same corridor with the other

male domestics of the household. His door is no

doubt locked ; and if you attempted to force it, an

alarm would be raised. A dozen men-servants,

most of them for a certainty possessing loaded wea-

pons, would be upon you."

"Her ladyship speaks like a book," whispered

Tony Wilkins. "Take the blunt; it will be a

deuced good night's work."

The Cannibal slightly turned his head towards his

companion to hear what he had to say ; and during

the few brief moments his eyes were thus averted

from Lady Saxondale, she again swept her own
glances with lightning quickness towards the

mantel-piece; and a scarcely perceptible gleam

which flitted over her countenance miglit be regarded

as an indication that she had discovered the object

for which she had twice searched. The lady's

sweeping glance was so rapid, and that gleam on

the features was so transient, that it was a wonder

Chiflin observed either. But he did, nevertheless :

for ere completely turning his looks again towards

Lady Saxondale, he glanced at her from the cor-

ners of his eyes;—for there was altogether some-

thing in her calm self-possession, in her fortitude

and coolness, which had made him suspect that she

was contemplating some stratagem to effect a turn-

ing of the tables against himself and com-

panion.
" Well, ma'am," he said, with no alteration in his

own voice, look, or manner, "me and my pal is

agreed to take the blunt—or saving your presence,

the money—and we mean to be satisfied. But of

course we can't let you go by yourself to your own
room ; 'cause why, it's certain sure you would come

back with a posse of servants at your heels."

" I did not for an instant suppose," rejoined her

ladyship, "that you would trust me out of your

sight. My chamber is at no great distance henoe,

and easily accessible. One of you can proceed

thither."

" Well, that looks reasonable enough," remarked

Chiffin ; "because one of us will in that case stay to

keep guard upon you. I say," he continued, turn-

ing towards his companion, " you shall act the part

of sentinel. Here, take my clasp-knife—hold it

open in one hand—and keep the pistol in t'other.

Don't be afraid to use 'em if need be. Keep your

eye on her ladyship's face the whole time—it's a

pleasant face to look at and if you see the least

inclination on her part to cry out, don't hesitate to

give her a knock over the head with the butt-end of

the pistol, or slit her windpipe with the cold

steel."

" Trust to me," replied Tony AVilkins, as he re-

ceived from the hand of his companion the clasp-

knife which this latter produced from the capacious

pocket of his shaggy coat.

For an instant—and only for an instant—did
,

Lady Saxondale seem to quiver with a cold shud- I

dering at the horrible instructions which Chiflin thus
\

gave his companion, and which instructions he pur-
!

posely elaborated in this cold-blooded manner in I

order to convince Lady Saxondale that it was iio

child's play and that any trickery on her part would i

cost her her life.

" Now, ma'am," continued the Cacnibal, " if you'll
i

)iist be 80 good as to give »ne all necessary directions, I

I'll take the hberty of proceeding to youi- ladyship's 1

chamber. But mind, I warn you beforehand, that

if you think of throwing me in the way of any of

your flunkeys, or sending me into an ambush, I'll

plant a bullet through the brains of the first that

dares to lay a hand upon me. And mind you, if

my friend here, who is going to act the part of

sentinel, hears my pistol fired in any other part of

the house, he'll instantly fire his own ; and it'll be

to settle your ladyship on the spot. For look you,

ma'am, if we're nabbed we may just as well swing

for half-a-dozen things as for one or two."

" You might have spared all these threats," re-

marked Lady Saxondale, still with an extraordinary

coolness and presence of mind ;
" because I feel

that I am powerless in your hands. As a matter

of course if I were able, I shotdd frustrate your

designs : but I repeat, I am powerless—and tliere-

fore I am making the best of the matter and eflect-

ing a compromise with you."
" Go on, then, with the directions which you

were going to give," said Chiffin :
" for there has

already been enough time wasted."

"You must issue forth by that door," said Lady
Saxondale, pointing to one at the farther extremity

from that by which the burglars had entered the

room: "you mil then find yourself upon a landing

with a staircase before you. Ascend that staircase,

and the first door on the right hand opens into my
private chamber. This key," continued Lady Saxon-

dale, indicating one unon a bunch of five or six,

"opens a chest of drawers in that chamber; ami in

the second drawer from the top you will find the

money of which I have spoken, lying loose in one

corner. I have nothing more to say."

All the while she was thus speaking, Chiffin the

Cannibal fixed his eyes keenly upon Lady Saxon-

dalc's countenance : but he saw nothing therein to

confirm the suspicious which had been excited in

his mind. He therefore resolved to run the risk of

the adventui-e: for thougli he had appeared to

grumble at what he pretended to regard as the

small amount of money which was fortlicoming, he

was secretly pleased at the idea of obtaining such a

sum, inasmuch as a booty in the shape of ready

cash rendered him independent of old Solomon

Patch; and moreover it was a very dangerous

experiment to pass through the streets of London
with a large quantity of plate in the possession of*
suspicious-looking individual.

" I suppose there's no light where I am going,"

he observed ;
" and therefore I'd better take one of

them wax-candles."

"Yes—you had better," returned Lady Saxon-

dale.

"But I say though," observed Chilfiu, again

hesitating as a sudden idea struck him, " suppose

any of your ladyship's maids was about—which is

more than likely, as you yourself are sitting

up "

" I dismissed them to their chambers long ago,"

returned Lady Saxondale; "and I do not think

you incur the slightest risk of encountering a soul."

"If I do, ma'am," rejoined Chiffin, with a terrible

scowl of his hideous features and a savage glare of

hi.j reptile-eyes, "it will be the worst for you. Now,
mate," he added, to his companion, " keep a sharp

lo;^k-out on her ladyship; and if you hear any

8U3pici(m8 noise you'll know what to do."

Having thus spoken, ChifUn the Cannibal took
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ap one of the wax-candles from the table, and

quitted the room by the door which Lady Saxon-

dale had indicated. But aa he issued forth, he

closed the door in such a manner that while it ap-

peared to the inmates of the room to shut, he did

not really allow it to do so ; but ho suffered it to

remain about an inch ajar—and then, instead of

immediately continuing his way to Lady Saxon-

dale's private chamber, he stopped to listen, setting

down the wax-candle at such a distance from the

door, and in such a position that it threw no light

into the room.

But why did the Cannibal adopt all these precau-

tions? why did he remain and Usten ? Because,

notwithstanJiug Lady SaxOudale's countenance had

remamed iuscriitable in its self-possession during

the whole of the latter portion of the discoui-se, yet

still Chiifiu's mind was filled with doubt and mis-

giving. That very self-possession on her ladyship's

part appeared, the longer he reflected upon it, to be

but a mask for some deep treachery. In short,

Chiffin fancied that she had purposely sent him on

this errand with the knowledge that he v/ould fall

iuto some snare the nature of which he himself

could not however conjecture; and that in the

meantime she would endeavour to extricate herself

from the custody of Tony Wilkins. He therefore

resolved to listen for a few minutes; and if Lady

Saxondale remained perfectly quiet and gave no

indications of treachery either by word or deed,

Ghiffiu might then in all confidence pursue his

way to her chamber.

For at least a couple of minutes after he had

quilted the room. Lady Saxondale remained per-

fectly silent as to speech and tranquil as to move-

ment ; while Tony Wilkins stood close by the chair

in which she was seated, the pistol in one hand,

the open clasp-knife in the other, and his eyes in-

tently fixed upon the splendid patrician lady whom
he was thus watching. Seeing everything remain

thus favoui-able, the Cannibal was about to steal

away from the door and ascend the staircase—when
Lady Saxondale began to speak ; so that Chi/fin's

feet remained rivetted to the spot, and he continued

to listen with suspended breath.

" I feel such a faiutiiess coming over me," were

the words which thus began to flow from Lady
Saxondale's lips, and which were addressed to Tony
Wilkins, " that I must beg you to reach me that

scent-bottle which stands on the mantel. It is

the one with the silver top, and is next to the

time-piece."

She spoke in a faint and languid voice, and ap-

peared to be sinking back in the chair. Tony
VVilkins gave no immediate answer: he hesitated

how to act. At length he said, " Well, ma'am. I

don't want to act harsh—leastways not cruel : but

I can't part company from yer. If so bo natir.-'

isn't so much exhausted that you can drag yourself

up to the chimbley-pieco, I'd rayther it skould be

done that way, and then I could walk by your
eide."

" I will endeavour," murmured Lady Saxondale,

•till more faintly than before : and rising from her

•eat, she advanced slowly and with every appear-

ance of feebleness, and tottering in her gait, towards

the mantel.

Tony Wilkins kept so close to her, and held his

weapons iu such eviduut n.ailir.ess to i>se them, that

Chiifin, who observed all that was passing from the

doorway, felt perfectly satisfied with the conduct of

his companion : yet he was well convinced in his

own mind that this was nothing but a stratagem on
the lady's part for the purpose of consummating
some treachery.

" Don't go too near the bell-pulls, ma'am," said

Tony Wilkins, who evidently had his misgiving

also :
" 'cause why this here clasp-knife is terribly

apt to dig itself right down into an arm when
stretched out to ring a bell at a time when the

flunkeys and slaveys isn't exactly wanted."
" I had no intention of the kind," responded Lady

Saxondale : and taking the bottle from the chimney-
piece, she, stOl \vith slow and tottering gait, retraced

her way to her seat.

"Well," thought Chiffin to himself, "she meant
no harm after all: but I suppose these tine ladies

can't get on without their scent-bottles, any more
than a chap like me can without his gin. But I'll

I
just stay a minute or so longer; and then if she

j

fays nothing more, I shall consider it's all right."

I

Lady Saxondale resumed her seat, and sank lan-

guidly back in the chair,—Tony Wilkins still re-

maining close by her side, and still preserving a
vigilant watch over her. She took from the table

her snowy white pocket-handkerchief, which was
elaborately embroidered all along the hems and
worked with a coronet in each corner. Then, still

with languid movements, she unscrewed the silver

top which covered the glass stopper of the bottle.

We should observe that the bottle itself was a small

one of cut glass, and contained a whiS*e fluid instead

of the crystallized salts usually seen in scent-bottles.

Tony Wilkins naturally thought this white fluid

must be some very delicious perfume : when how-
ever Lady Sasondale drew out the glass-stopper,

the ordour emitted by the fluid was by no means of

an agreeable taste, but on the contrary, was pun-
gent, powerful, and unpleasant. That Lady Saxon-
dale herself entertained a similar opinion, appeared
to be indicated by the circumstance that while pour-
ing a little of this white fluid upon her pocket-

Irandkerchief she held both handkerchief and bottle

as far away from her nose as possible. Then she
hastily put in the glass stopper again, and placed
the bottle on the table : but in so doing, she di-opped

the handkerciiief.

" Pick it up for me," she «aid in a very faint

voice : and she now looked as if she were going off

iu a swoon.

Tony Wilkins really and truly believed that such
was the case ; and while in a very guarded manner,
so as not to be taken unawares, he stooped down
and picked up the handkerchief, he said to himself,
" I'm hanged if this is gammon : it's her nerves as

does it, I suppose." He accordingly picked up the

kerchief with the hand that held the pistol, and was
about to present it to her ladyship, when tlio latter

said in a tone of alTable condescension, " You aro

welcome to smell it if you like : the perfume is of a
rare character."

By a very natural and mechanical movement,
Tony Wilkins applied the handkerchief to his nose:

but scarcely had he done so when an overpowering
sensation seized upon him with the suddenness of •
hghtning flash—he gave one gasp in an abortive

effort to cry out—handkerchief, pistol, and clasp-

kuifa foil from his hands—and he dropped down
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upon the carpet as if stricken dead with apo-

plexy.

"Now for the alarm !" ejaculated Lady Saxondale

as she sprang up from her seat.

But at the same instant she heard the sudden

rush of footsteps; and glancing round in affright,

she found herself confronted by Chiffin the Canni-

bal, whom she had supposed to be by that time

busily engaged in plundering her bed-chamber.
The hideous rage of ten thousand demons ap-

peared to be gathering in his infuriate looks, as he

aimed a tremendous blow at Lady Saxondale with

the bludgeon which he had taken from underneath
his coat : but she avoided it by instinctively sinking

on her knees—and stricken dumb with terror, she

extended ner arms in mute appeal for mercy. Had
she not thus abruptly fallen down to that suppliant

posture, there would have been an end of the bril-

liant and maguiliceut Lady Saxondale then and
there !

" Make a noise, and by Satan ! I'll do for you !"

growled the Cannibal in a deep ferocious tone : and
he again raised his bludgeon menacingly.

" No, no—I will not say a word," murmured Lady
Saxondale, whose fortitude appeared to have all

given way. " But spare my life—do not kill me—
for God's sake do not kill me !"

"That all depends," was the Cannibal's brutal

response. "Come, get up from your knees—but
don't speak louder than a whisper, and don't move
without my telling you, or I'll make devilish light

work of it, you may be sure ! Now then, what have
you done to my mate here ? Is he dead ?"

" No, no—not dead—only stupified," answered
Lady Saxondale. " He will come to himself again
presently."

" So much the better for you," said the Cannibal

rienced a heavy and oppressive feeling about the
head.

AH this while Lady Saxondale remained standing
in the middle of the room, on the very spot where
she had previously knelt : for the pistol continued
to be levelled at her, and she had already seen
enough of the desperate and determined character
of Chilfin the Cannibal to be warned how she trifled

with him. Unperceived by her ladyship, and while
kneeling down by the side of Tony Wilkins, ChiiEn
gathered up the white handkerchief, which was im-
pregnated with that powerful and stupifying essence;

and tucking it partially up his sleeve and holding
the remainder in his hand, so that it was altogether
concealed from her ladyship's view, he rose up from
his kneeling posture

"What's all this here mean? what's been donef"
asked Tony Wilkins. " I feels all no-how "

" Nothing has been done as yet. You remain
quiet and recover yourself, while I finish talking to

her ladyship "

" Ladyship indeed ! she's a witch," muttered
Tony Wilkins angrily, " to be able to knock down
a chap with a ankercher in this here way."

" Now, ma'am," resumed Chiffin, accosting Lady
Saxondale, " about this money-business. But I
say!" he exclaimed with a sudden start; " whoeo
that coming in ?"

Instinctively did Lady Saxondale look round;
and at the same moment the white cambric hana-
kerchief—her own handkerchief—was thrust up to

her face. The scream that rose to her lips, waa
stifled ere it found vent by the sudden paralyzation

of all her faculties and senses; and she dropped
down upon the floor in the same way as Tony
Wilkins had ere now fallen.

When Lady Saxondale became aware of return-
"A pretty kind of a woman you are, to be able to

[
ing consciousness, the glimmering of dawn stealing

play such a precious tricky part
!"

' into the room through the curtains, was mingling
" Was it not natural ?" observed Lady Saxondale,

|
with the Ught of the wax-tapers that had nearly

now somewhat regaining her self-possession. burnt down to their sockets ; and as her ladyship's
" Oh

! don't bother like that," interrupted Chiffin
|

reminiscences gradually settled themselves in her
fiercely : then, as he gazed down upon the prostrate

|

brain, she looked around in the dread anticipation
and motionless form of Tony Wilkins, his look grew

]
of beholding the hideous forms of the burglars. But

serious as if he were revolving something of
portance in his mind. " By jingo, after all," he
suddenly exclaimed, " I'm deuced glad this business
has happened—it's given me an idea. 'Pon my

she found herself alone. Kaising herself up from

the carpet—but painfully and feebly, for she ex-

perienced a heaviness in the head and a languor all

over her form—she threw herself upon a sofa,

soul, I'm uncommonly indebted to your ladyship ! pressed her hand to her throbbing brows, and then
Why, robbing will become quite an easy matter.

I

reviewed everything that had taken place. Kising
with nothing like risk in it, if so be you've told me i again from the sofa, she approached the table to
true that this here stuff," and he pointed to the take a wax-light ; and she observed that the bottle
phial upon the table, "takes away the senses just

,
of powerful essence was gone. She looked on the

by smelling it. And now, ma'am please to tell me mantel—she looked all round the room—but it was
how a person is to be recovered ?" not to be seen. In the course of this survey, rapid

" The individual will presently revive naturally," though it was, she soon discovered that a groat
answered Lady Saxondale ;

" and if not, by shaking number of articles of value had been taken away

;

aim, sprinkling water on his face, and the usual and uoiv for the first time she perceived that het
means adopted in cases of swoon "

': own person had been plundered—her rings had di»-

" Oh ! if that's the case, then we'll try tlie experi- ' appeared from her fingers—her watch, necklac*^

ment," said Chiffin. " Bnt mind you, ma'am, stay and other ornaments, had all vanished !

where you are—don't budge an inch—or
"

(
She now, in groat trepidation and alarm, hurried

And without finishing the sentence, he pointed away from the room, and sped to the chan.ber of
his pistol at Lady Saxondale. Then kneeling by one of the lady's-maids. There she aroused the
the side of Tony Wilkins, and all the time keeping sleeping domestic with the startling intelligence

the pistol still pointed at the lady, he gently sliook that the house had been broken into ; and the othar
tis prostrate companion. With a deep gasp Wil- servants were speedily called up. In a few miuut«
kins began to revive : and in a few minutes he all was bustie and confusion, together with no small

completely recovered liis senses, though he cxpe- amount of diomay. Lord Saxondale's valet wai
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jent to his master's room to arouse htm; while

Mary-Anne was despatched to tho Miss Farcficlds'

apartments to tell them what had happened and hid

them not be IViofhtened. lu the meantime Lady
Saxondalc, with four or five of her female depen-

dants repaired to her own bed-chamber. The bur-

glars had disappeared : but from the confusion

which prevailed in that room, it was evident that it

had been completely ransacked. All the ready

money in her ladyship's drawers, amounting to

about the sum she had mentioned to Chitfin—her

jewellery, comprising her costly diamonds, and
numerous other articles of value—had all disap-

peared !

We need not dwell at much greater length upon

the sequel of this night's adventure. It is however

necessary to record a few more particulars—and

first to observe that Lord Saxondale's valet was

compelled to return to his mistress and report (what

indeed he had all along known) that his young
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master had not been in during the night. As ;nG

reader lias doubtless anticipated, the burglars got

dour iff long before tlie alarm was raised : for Ladjr

Saxoiulale had remained a considerable time in a
state of stupefaction. Her account was, for she

chose to say nothing about the essence in the bottle,

—that she had sat up to read a very interesting

book, when she was suddenly startled by the pre-

sence of two ill-looking men, from one of whom she

received a blow with a bludgeon that struck her

down s(!nscless. Such being the version she ren-

dered, she could not for consistency's sake give

anything like a minute description of the personal

appearance of the rulfians.

The searching investigation that was instituted

throughout the house a few hours later, showed that

Bcvcral of the apartments had been entered and

robbed of many articles of value; while the con-

dition of the back door leading into the garden,

indicated plainly enough the means by which tiw
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burglars liad obtained admittance. Information they would keep in close companionship, as if thia

was of course at once given to the police ; and two near contiguity could effectually guarantee thom
experienced "detectives" were speedily on the pre- against the presence of apparitions,

mises. The first glance which they gave at the
i

And truly, the museum was no very cheerful

back door enabled them to pronounce with con- spectacle for persons of weak nerves or timorous

fidence that it was no "put-up affair:" in other dispositions. The Egyptian mummies, in their

words, that none of the servants of the establish- manifold swathings, with their shrivelled counte-

ment were in league with the robbers, the entry nances resembling baked leather, and standing up-

having been effected by forcible means from without, right in the coffin-like boxes with glass lids,—the

and throuiTh no succour from within. Lady Saxon- modern corpses, embalmed by the doctor's own
dale was requested to give as minute a description hand, wrapped in shrouds, and with their yellowish

as she could of the burglars : but all she deemed it marble-looking faces, their dull, glassy eyes wide

pruujut to say was that one appeared to be a rough- open, their teeth gleaming between the pale lipi

looking man with a shaggy coat and a white hat slightly apart, and having a somewhat life-like look,

with a black band, and that the other was a thin though hideous and ghastly, as thei/ also stood m^
squalid individual—beyond which she could give no right in their tall narrow cells fronted with glass,

—

more satisfactory details. the skeletons with every bone perfect, and arlicu-

But this account, meagre though it seemed, was lated all over, suspended against the walls ia such a

sufficient to put the detectives on the right scent manner that they seemed to stand upright of their

with regard to one of the burglars, whom they both own accord,—the skulls that were ranged in rows

unhesitatingly pronounced to be Chiffin the Cannibal, upon the shelves and seemed to look down with

their eyeless sockets and to grin in mockery with

their lipless mouths,—the monsters and abortions

preserved in glass-bottles of different sizes, some of

these monsters being children with two heads to

one body, ethers with one head to two bodies, and
so forth,—then the waxen effigies large as life, and
disposed in various attitudes, some as if reclining on

sofas, others standing upright each with an arm
ominously extended, and all displaying upon their

fleshlike sui-faces the appearance of some loathsome,

Thb gentleman whose name stands at the head of ravaging, and corroding disease,—such an assem-

With respect to the other, they could form no con

jecture

CHAPTER XXXIL

DE. ?BB»KT.

blage of horrible and ghastly objects was indeed but

too well calculated to scare those persons who coukl

not look upon them with a coldly scientific eye.

In addition to his museum. Dr. Forney had a la-

boratory,—not however for alchemical purposes,

this chapter, was one of the most eminent but at

the same time one of the most eccentric physicians

in London. He occupied a very large mansion in

Conduit Street, Hanover Square : yet his household

establishment was on a very limited scale. Indeed,

be kept only four domestics, entertained very little
j

being no believer in the philosopher's stone or the

company, and lived in the plainest and simplest elixir of life, but for purely chemical experiments

manner. But he tenanted so large a habitation
]

and the legitimate objects of a true science. The
because ho requirod smple sp9/;e for a muaoum of .

doctor devoted a great deal of his time to the pur-

curiosities which he had been collecting for more
j

suits of his laboratory ; and many curious disco-

than twenty years, and which consisted of objects veries did he make, and many valuable eliminations

connected with the medical, surgical, and physio-
|

accomplish. Few of these, however, did he give

logical sciences. Mummies from Egyptian pyra-
|

forth to the world : he was a man who cared nothing

mids—human relics dug out of the ruins of Her-
,
for fame—devotion to his studies had rendered him

culaneum and Pompeii—corpses which he had somewhat misanthropic— and in pursuing these

obtained from the body-snatchers and had embalmed studies with such insatiate ardour, it was not to

with his own hands—the skeletons of individuals form for himself a grand reputation, nor to confer

who having died in the workhouses or hospitals, blessings upon his fellow-creatures by adding to the

presented examples of extraordinary malformation lights of science, but simply, and we might almost

—monster-children preserved in glass bottles— say selfishly, to gratify his own individual thirst for

figures in wax-work representing the appearance knowledge. In this respect he resembled the book-

and ravages of the most virulent diseases which worm who pores over mystic volumes, ferrets out

afflict humanity,—in short, a host of objects of this mouldering manusci ipt«, decyphers hieroglyphics,

class and character were gathered in a suite of aud devotes years and years to the rectification of

chambers at Dr. Ferney's house.
j
some particular date or the clearing up of some du-

To thesp rooms the domestics very seldom pciic- bious point in history, but who after all keeps his

trated: for it was confidently reported that ihe discoveries to himself, devours his learning in secret,

house was haunted, and that the spirits of some of revels in solitude upon the literary treasures which
the deceased persons whoso embalmed bodies or he thus amasses, aud allows not the world at large

fleshless skeletons had found a place in the doctor's to benefit by the results of his perseverance or t«

xnuseum, were frequently seen gliding after dusk share in the fruits of his labours. Of prcdscly such

through those dismal aud awe-striking chambers, a character was Dr. Ferney; and yet ho had not

Not even in the broad daylight would the housemaid been enabled so completely to conceal his light under
venture alone into the museum to sweep away the a bushel, that none of its rays pooped forth. Some
dust: the female servants, when this duty was to bo few of his discoveries had transpired in various ways:
performed, invariably wont two together, and all yet when he had soon them recorded in print, ac-

the time they were engaged in cleansing the place, conipaniod with high culogiums upon himself, he
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experienced no emotion of pleasure— no inward

triumph—no feeling of satisfaction.

Nevertheless, such a man could not help be-

coming famous to a certain extent—though he him-

self sought not after fame. As a physician he grew
eminent ; aad ho was diligent in the exercise of his

professional duties, not for the sake of reputation,

but because he thereby acquired ample revenues.

But wlierefore did this man, so frugal in his habits,

80 humble in his domestic economy, so completely

dissevered from every pursuit which the world calls

plcasicre, and with no family cares or claims to

make him wish for riches,—wherefore, it will be

asked, did such a man covet much gold ? Because

ho expended large sums in the prosecution of his

favourite avocations. He thought no more of giving

• thousand guineas for a mummy, than a wealthy

aristocrat would in purchasing a race-horse; and if

he read in any foreign journal of some extraordi-

nary object in natural history existing at such-and-

such a place, he would instantaneously despatch a

trusty agent to procure the same, no matter at

what price. Thus, for instance, he had in his

museum the skeleton of a Russian giant seven feet

seven inches high, who had died a few years back
in Siberia and whose remains the doctor had pur-

chased of the man's relatives (through his trusty

agent) for a considerable sum. He had also the

body of a German dwarf, only two feet six inches

high, and who had lived to a very advanced age

:

this corpse, which was preserved in spirits of wine.

Dr. Ferney had also purchased of the deceased

pigmy's friends at the time of his death. But it

would be impossible to enumerate the various

curiosities of this ghastly nature which Dr. Ferney
had succeeded in procuring. Enough has however
been said to enable the reader to form an idea of

the perseverance with which he pursued the bent of

his taste, and the large outlays which were needed

to gratify it.

He was a man of about forty-five years of age

;

and from his earliest youth had given indications of

this singularity of genius and disposition which

with the lapse of years was destined to show such

remarkable developments. Of middle stature

—

thin, pale, and with a countenance that in every

line and lineament denoted deep thought and con-

tiauous study—Dr. Ferney was not one of those

men who are calculated to win the female heart.

Without being at all repulsive, he still was very

far from prepossessing. He was unmarried; and
of all beings in the world, seemed the most likely

to continue so. Yet this man, of such strange

tastes, such profound devotion to the mysteries of

science, and of such misanthropic habits, had not

only loved, but still cherished in the depths of his

soul the image of her who many years back had
made so indelible an impression on his mind, llis

love had not been reciprocated : years and years

had elapsed since he had seen its object—and yet

tlie passion remained deep and uncxtinguishabh' in

his heart. No one knew that he had thus loved,

save and except the being on whom that love had
been bestowed: no one thought him capable of

loving—and to this supposed incapacity was the

circumstance of his uiiwedded condition assigned.

Yet in the solitude of his own study—in the secrecy

of his l.iboratory—and even in the mystic silence

ouU loucliuciis of his museum, would the memory of

his love come stealing upon Ins mmd like a per-

fumed cloud over Araby's sandy dreariness; and
the bright and beautiful image which had inspired

the sentiment would rise up before his mental

vision like a mihrage of enchanting delight amidst

the trackless sands of the desert. His was a strange

heart to cherish such a feeling : but it existed there

nevertheless—a rose blooming on the side of a
barren rock !

Such was Dr. Ferney, the eminent physician of

Conduit Street.

It was about nine o'clock in the evening, and the

doctor was seated in his study, poring over a volume
on some abstruse subject, when his footman entered

to announce that a lady requested an immediate

interview. The physician inquired her name—for

he was not accustomed to receive visits from females

at that hour: but the domestic replied that the lady

had said her name was of no consequence, as she

was a stranger to Dr. Ferney, but that she en-

treated the fiivour of an audience if it were only for

a few minutes. The physician accordingly bade
the servant introduce the lady to the study ; and the

lacquey quitted the room for the purpose.

In a couple of minutes the man returned, escort-

ing a lady closely veiled. The footman withdrew,

shutting the door behind him ; and the doctor

placed a chair for the lady's accommodation. She
was handsomely dressed, but in a manner which

seemed to indicate a motive for disguise. The dark

veil was folded thickly over her features, and she

retained it with one of her hands in such a way as

to keep it in its proper position, so as effectually t9

conceal her face. She was tall and of a finely de-

veloped figure ; and though from her manner she

appeared somewhat agitated and nervous, yet there

was in her gait and gestures a certain dignity

mingled with elegance that denoted the well-bred

female.

Dr. Ferney knew not how it was, but a strange

kind of trouble gradually stole over him—an in-

stinctive feeling that'there was some unknown link

between himself and this lady who came so myste-

riously—a vague and undefined presentiment that

despite what she had said to his footman, she was

not entirely a stranger to him. So powerfully did

these feeUngs gain upon the physician, that ho

found himself unable to put such questions as

ipight elicit the lady's object in visiting him ; and
the clouds which enveloped his presentiment slowly

fading away, it seemed as if his comprehension

grew clearer and that a ray of light was dawning

in more brightly upon his soul. He trembled—his

heart began to palpitate even with violence—and he

experienced the mystic knowledge that behind the

dark veil was a countenance which he hafi seen

before and which had remained indelibly impressed

upon his memory !

j

The shallow reasoner and the superficial observer

may ridicule this idea of the physician cutertainmj
;

such a prescuticnt knowledge of who his visit:int •

was, oven before she had lifted her veil or given ut-

terance to a word : but the fact is perfectly con-

sistent with the natural course of things. For

there are such mystic promptings of the mind,

such strange and unaccountable forcihadowings,

such truthful but inexplicable revcalings; and tli«

thoughtful portion of our readers will not lUsserft

from ILo asa<.rtiou. Uus it not happened—aye, aa4
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often too—that when a young man and ii younjr wo-

man have been introduced to eacli other for the Ih-st

time, there has arisen immediately and at once

in their soul the instinctive feeling that they were

destined for each other ?—and this recognition of

the ideal that each had formed relative to a fu-

ture partner for life, has been thus mutual and

simultaneous. "'Tis she!" murmurs the secret

voice in the soul of the man: "'Tis he!" simul-

taneously whispers a like mysterious voice in the

8oul of the female. And thenceforth their des-

tiny is accomplished, even as it had been fore-

shadowed ere they had ever met. Again, when

one man has been introduced for the first time

to another, there has arisen in the secret depths

of the heart a sudden feeling of liking or aver-

sion between the two, and the conviction that they

have been predestined to exercise a powerful influ-

ence for good or for evil upon each other. We
might multiply such illustrations to an endless

amount : they are facts beyond dispute—and what-

ever may be the nature of the mysterious essence

which thus subsists between mind and mind, and

whatever be the origin of those strange presenti-

ments, their power cannot be denied. ' Analagous

therewith was the presentient knowledge which on

the present occasion made Dr. Ferney aware who
his visitant must be, even before he had acquired

any positive certitude upon tlie subject.

Doubtless the lady herself observed the trouble

and agitation which thus came over the physician

:

for she at length broke silence by saying, " Is it

possible that you already suspect who I am ?"

" Ah, that voice !" ejaculated Dr. Ferney : and

for nearly a minute he seemed overpowered by the

emotions which those flute-like sounds excited still

more strongly and vividly within him.

Slowly did the lady speak a;ain; and now she

said, " Yes, Dr. Ferney—I am that same Mrs.

Smith who lodged with your mother nineteen years

ago, and who But I need say no more to recall

myself to your memory."
" No, no—for I had not forgotten you ! it was

impossible I could have forgotten you !" exclaimed

the physician, with a singular vehemence. " Nine-

teen years have passed, you say ? Yes—I know it

—I liave calculated those years with ])erhaps a

greater exactitude than yourself. But pardon me,"

he observed, suddenly interrupting himself; "you
must think that I am talking strangely ?"

The lady did indeed think so : at all events she

was astonished to hear him speak in those fervid

accents, and give utterance to such words, the rea-

Bon aud meaning of which however she could not

fail to understand. For at the far back date whit^h

had been mentioned—namely, nineteen years ago

—

she had been aware that Ferney loved her: she

knew at the time that she was the object of his en-

thusiastic adoration: but she could not possibly

suppose that tliis love of his had survived the

lapse of time, and that at the expiration of so long a

period she should hear him speak and behold him

look in a manner which indicated that the flame of

his passion had not been extinguished within

him-

"You do not answer mc," he said after a

brief pause. " 1» it possible that I have oflended

you ?"

"jpifo, ao: hQV eould you give me offence?" ex-

claimed the lady, now proffering him her rigbl

hand, but still retaining the veil caidaWj folded

over her countenance with the left.

" Madam," said Dr. Ferney, as he took that

proffered hand and pressed it in his own, which

trembled violently, " I am rejoiced that I have not

offended you. It is not my fault if I have thought

of you often and often—yes, very, very often

—

during the long interval that has elapsed since last

we met. Then I was young—and not wrinkled,

nor emaciated, nor care-worn in looks, with hard

study and unwearied pursuance of the lights of

science, as I am now ! So that you must llnd me
much altered.? Though not many years past the

prime of life, yet am I prematurely old But

yoM," he suddenly exclaimed, " cannot be so much
altered as I am ? And yet you conceal your coun-

tenance ! Wherefore do you remain thus closely

veiled? But no matter. I see before mc that

countenance as I beheld it in the glory of its beauty

nineteen years ago ; and if on raising that veil you

were to reveal a face as much marred by the ravages

of time as mine is, yet should I not behold it as it

may now appear, but as I first saw it and as my
memory has treasured it up."

"Is it possible," murmured the lady, evidently

agitated and bewildered, " that you have thus con-

tinued to think of me during this long interval of

time ?"

Dr. Ferney did not immediately answer the ques-

tion ; but after a long pause, which seemed to be

filled with deep and mournful reflections, he said in

a low voice, " I never loved any one save you !"

" And have you never once seen me—nor even

fancied that you have seen me, since we parted at

your mother's residence nineteen years ago ?" asked

the lady : and tlirough the deep folds of the veil her

eyes seemed to shine brightly as they were fixed

with keenest scrutiny upon the countenance of the

physician.

"No—not once," answered Dr. Ferney. "Do
you reside in London ? or have you occasionally

visited the metropolis? But pardon me—I was

wrong to ask those questions. From the past I am
well awai'e that eircuuistances of mystery attend

upon you—though heaven knows that sooner than

breathe a word from my lips calculated to do you

an injury, I would lay down my life to render you «

service
!"

" Generous-hearted man !" exclaimed the lady,

once more proflV'ring him her hand. " Little did I

expect such a reception! Methought that my
image must have long j-ears ago passed out of your

memory, and that though perhaps you might now
and then think of 0}te circumstance which you

cannot very well have forgotten, yet that it was

regarded as a mere straw floating upon the great

ocean of the past, and without importance or power

sufiicient to add one single ripple to your pathway

over the waters of life."

" Not 80—not so," responded Dr. Ferney, as ho

pressed the lady's hand between both his own.
" The feeling that I experienced for you when you

dwelt so many years back beneath my mother's

roof—that mother who is long since dead—has

never faded away from my heart. I may tell you

this now, because I am an old man and my words

can have little influence upon you or your dcsti-

uiw-"
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" Dr. Ferney," was the lady's response, " after all

the generous words yon have spoken to me, and

after declaring that you would rather lay down your

life to do me service than breathe a word to do me
an injury, it would be wrong—it would be ungrate-

ful—were I to treat you with sucli mistrust as to

retain my veil over my features. Besides—you say

tliat my countenance is impressed upon your me-

mory "

'• Yes—indelibly !" exclaimed the physician. " But

it would be happiness which I had never dared

anticipate to behold it once again."

Tliu lady slowly raised her veil ; and an expres-

sion of mingled deliglit, admiration, and surprise

came upon the countenance of Dr. Ferney. So

little had time changed the beauty of those splendid i

features that it appeared to him as if tlie lapse of
j

nineteen years had not taken place—that it had
j

been all a dream- i that he saw her now as he had

been wont to see her when at his mother's residence.

For that lapse of time, while maturing the beauty

of this magnificent woman, had only seemed to add

to the glory and the splendour of her loveliness.

There was perhaps less of youthful softness in her
i

looks—but the liglit of her eyes had not waned—the

raven darkness of her hair had not paled nor lost

its gloss—the richness of the red hud not withered

on the lips—nor the evenness of the flesh become

indented with a single wrinkle.
I

" 'Tls the same—the very same!" murmured the

physician, in accents that were only just audible

:

then passing his hand over his eyes, he said, " Is it

a dream—a delicious di'eam ? or is it a reality ? It

is a reality ! I cannot doubt it
:"—and once more

did he appear so overpowered by his emotions that

he looked as if almost about to faint.

"And during this long interval," said the lady,

repeating her former question with an evident

anxiety to receive the confirmation of the former

response, " you have never once seen me ?"

" No—never once," returned the physician. " By
the nature of the query I must of course suppose

that you either dwell in London or visit it frequently:

but even if you are constantly riding or walking

abroad it would not be surprising that we have

never met: for I go out so little—never into society

—only to visit the patients who cannot come to mo

;

and in those professional rounds I am whirled

rapidly along in my carriage, for my time is so pre-

cious! Then, even when thus flying about in my
carriage, my attention is ever fixed on some book

which I take with me ; so that seldom is it I gaze

forth from the window of the vehicle—and thus, if

every day you pass me by, I should not see you.

But let me again beseech and implore that you will

experience no mistrust in me. Good heavens ! I

aiu incapable of injuring you; and even if I were

capable, I know not that I have the power. For
with reference to that incident to which I need not

allude more pointedly, I scarcely understood its

meaning and purpose at the time, and assuredly I

feel no incUnatiou to fathom it now. Whatever
mysteries be your's, keep them—cling to tliem—and
rest confident that so far as I am concerned they

are safe. You have conferred upon me too much
happiness by thus permitting mo to gaze upon that

countenance again, not to inspire me with the live-

liest gratitude in addition to any other seutiment I

may have oxperieuccd towards you."

" And are you not surprised to receive a visit

from me ?" asked the lady.

"Yes^and yet not altogether surprised; for

without being able to explain it even unto myself,"

continued the doctor, "I must inform you that

there has often arisen in the depths of my soul a

presentiment that we should one day meet agam.

But observe, this presentiment has not been accom-

panied by hope. I never was wildly enthusiastic

nor drivellingly foolish enough to anticipate that

the feeling which mj heart has cherished would

ever be crowned with happiness. Yet I felt, as I

have said, that we should meet again ; and I now
rejoice that we have thus met. Such is the tone

and temper of my mind that when you depart

hence, no dreariness nor dismalness will be left be-

hind you ; but, on the contrary, the hght of your

transient presence will appear to linger within these

walls and cheer me on my way. You see that I can

speak rationally and calmly upon this subject, as

becomes my years, and as becomes perhaps the po-

sition of her whom I am now addressing. For that

you were not what you seemed when dwelling at

my mother's residence, I felt assured; and that

your's is no plebeian nor middle grade, I am equally

confident now. But who you might have been I

never sought to know ; and who you are I purpose

not to inquire at present. Those are your secrets

—

and they are sacred in my estimation. Besides, I

have no undue curiosity; mine is a disposition of

another stamp. But pardon this long speech. All

I have said is merely to inspire you with the neces-

sary confidence to mduce you to explain the purpose

of your visit : for that you have an object in coming

to me this evening, I must of course conclude."

I

" Dr. Ferney, you are a man of too much sense,'

I
replied the lady, " for me to dream of flattering oi

complimenting you so emptily—so transparently—

as by a declaration to the effect that I came hither

for the mere purpose of reviving the friendship of

former days. No—it was a purely business-matter

that brought me hither ; and as I ere now said, lit-

tle did I anticipate so kind, so generous a reception.

I fancied that we should meet almost as straugcrs

:

but it has proved otherwise—and I have therefore

the less difficulty in explaining my purpose. Do you
recollect that when j'ou had your little house in

Islington—at a time when you could scarcely fore-

see the eminence to which you were destined to rise,

and which has enabled you to move to this fashion-

able quarter of the town,—do you remember, I ask,

-that you had a little laboratory opening from your

private sitting-room up-stairs ?"

" When I removed from that house," replied Dr.

j

Ferney, " it cost mo many a pang to do so, because

!

you had visited mo there. Ah ! can I forget that

j

laboratory ? do I not remember that one entire

morning was passed with you there ? and you seemed

to take so deep an interest in the various experi-

I

meuts I showed you Oh ! it was that which em-
boldened me at the time to throw myself at your

I

feet and declare how much I loved you !"

" And you remember also," continued the lady,

I

" that there were two or three of your experiments

in which I was so much interested that I besou.;ht

you to give mc written descriptions of the several

processes-and you did so."

1

" And those receipts—have you preserved them f

I have you ever thought any more of them r" autei
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Dr. Ferney, with a gbw of pleasure upon Ms counte-

nance.
" I have preserved them—I have amused myself

on several occasions with the experiments themselves

—and I can assure you," added the lady, with a

sweet smile, " that I have fuitilled the instructions

with a success that you yourseif, as my preceptor in

the science, would have viewed with satisfaction.

Do you remember that one of those receipts was for

a peculiar compound fluid which yourself had just

succeeded ia discoverin;^ f

"

" Yes—and the discovery of which Liebig has

just claimed as his own," added Dr. Ferney. " But

no matter—the credit was mine, if any there were.

You mean chloroform ?"

"The same," answered the lady. "Well, I now
come to the object of my present visit. A bottle of

it, you will pass the matter over in silence—yea
will take no step that shall lead to farther inves-

tigations ? Will you promise me this, doctor ?"

asked the lady.

"I will—most faithfully and most readily," re-

plied the physician. " Is this all that you require ?

is this all that I can do P"

" I have nothing more to ask," rejoined the lady.

" And now. Dr. Ferney," she said, rising from her

Beat, "I must take my leave. But one word!" she

exclaimed, as a sudden thought struck her. " If

perchance," she continued, in that winning way
which women know so well how to adopt towards

those over whose hearts their charms have power,
" should we ever meet in the great world, it must

be as simple acq«iaintances—almost as strangers,

and not a word from your Ups will suffer others to

this subtle fluid has been stolen from me : it has ' know under what circumstances we met long years

fallen into the hands of persons whose desperate ago—much less for what purpose !"

characters I have too much reason to know ; and I
|

" Have I not already told you," asked the doctor,

dread lest the most fearful uses should be made of
^

in a mildly and mournfully reproachful voice, " that

it. Therefore have I lost no time in coming to make I would sooner die than do you an injury. Kelative

you acquainted with this circumstance. For to tell to that purpose of which you speak, I have so far

you the truth, I feared that if such evil uses as I buried it in obUvion that it remains entombed at

anticipate should be made of the fluid, and that you the bottom of my soul. Did the Inquisition exist

heard of any such case, you might at once, on the im-
\

now, and rear its hydra-head armed with all its

pulse of the moment, declare that some years back terrors in the very heart of England, not even all

ijou had communicated the secret to a lady, and the tortures of the rack should drag forth that

thatfrom her only could the dangerous eliminatiori secret from me. It is your's—not mine."

have been procured. Under such circumstances I i

" Generous man that you are ! accept my wannest,

might become seriously compromised—for careless- sincerest, most heartfelt thanks ! And think not

uess, at the least for from what you told mo that though nineteen years have elapsed since last

at the time I thought it very improbable you would we met, I have been unmindful of your welfare. I

evercommuuieate the secret to another •"
I have watched you from adistanee—I have seen you

"Ah! I recollect," exclaimed Dr. Ferney, "I rise to eminence—and I have been rejoiced. If I

said that inasmuch as you had taken so deep an did not send you my congratulations, it was be-

interest in that discovery, it should remain sacred cause But no matter! I congratulate you now

ou your account; so that I might have the satis-
[

—and with a fervid sincerity."

taction of thiaking to myself that there was at least I
" But you will not leave me thus abruptly ?" said

oue being in the world whose smile of approval had the physician. " You, who were iutcrested in my
gladdened me in my scieutlQc pursuits." little laboratory at Islington, will surely condescend

"it was because you spoke thus," rejoined the to cast a look within the walls of the larger one

lady, " and because 1 read at the time the generosity which I possess in Conduit Street ? And you re-

aud sincerity of your character, that I felt assured member too, that nucleus of a museum which I

they were not idle words you had uttered. There- had formed, also in Islington—a small closet con-

fore, when the phial of fluid was purloined from me taining a lew cui-iosities, with difiiculty purchased

last night, I said to nyself, ' If it should really be by the hard savings of those times ? AVcll, the

tlie case that to me only in the world has Dr. Ferney httle nucleus in the small closet has grown and

entrusted his secret, I now stand a twofold risk, expanded into a large collection, filling a suite of

lu the first place, should an evil use be made of the four chambers within these walls."

fluid by the hands into which it has fallen, and if
;

" Yes—I will with pleasure visit your laboratory

he comes to hear of it, ho may proclaim to the and your museum," returned the lady, who was

world that from a certain lady could the subtle evidently anxious to render herself agreeable to the

essence alono have been obtained. Or else, in the physician, as an adilitional inducement for him to

second place, he will perhaps ascribe direct to me keep inviolable the several secrets with which he

whatsoever crime may bo perpetrated ; and it would appeared to be entrusted.

be terrible to suller thus iu tlie estimation of any
;

" Come then," said Ferney : and taking a lamp

one.'—These were the terms iu which I roasonetl to oft' his readiug-desk, ho led the way from the

luysclt'; aad therefore, in auticipation of whatsoever study.

may ensue from the loss of my i)hial of chloroform, !
Crossing a landing-place, the physician guided

I resolved upon paying you this visit."
,

the lady along a passage to a door which he threw

" I aoi glad—I am rejoiced," replied the doctor, ' open ; and she soon found herself in the laboratory.

" that the incident has occurred, since it has pro-
[

We need not pause to describe iu detail the appear-

curcd me the happiness of your presence. But ance of this place : the imagination of our readers

what wuuld you have me do? in what way can I can easily depict the shelves covered with jars and

assist you? Speak—you can command me in all bottles duly labelled with the chemical hieroglyphics

things." —the furnace iu one comer—the alembics, retorts,

" Shoidd you hear of any case iu which the vil- and other implements which lay scattered about—

Uius who have stolen the fluid make an evil use of the book-caso containing several curious volumes—
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and the table in the middle, crowded with phials

filled with fluids of all colours and qualities, saucers

containing cr3'stals, and the other results of a won-

drous science persoveringly pursued by one of its

most ardent disciples.

The lady, after examining the various implements

with great apparent interest and curiosity, turned

towards the table, and inspecting the phials, asked

several questions relative to their contents. Dr.

Ferney, who for years had never been excited by
any tribute of praise or any personal homage shown.

to his scientific geniua, was now perfectly overjoyed

at the interest which the lady seemed to take therein.

But then he loved her—he had worshipped her

image for those long, long years—and she was now
present with him in the living reality ! He ex-

plained to her one after another the natures and

uses of the various fluids contained in the phials

;

and at length taking up one which she herself had
not noticed, he said, " Here is a liquid of so deadly

a poison, that I am even surprised at my own indis-

cretion in leaving it here. It is fortunate however

that my servants possess no undue curiosity, and

never penetrate to my private rooms without pre-

vious orders. Indeed, the foolish creatures declare

that they are haunted," addetl the doctor with a

smile.

" Bat this remarkable poison of which you began

to speak," said the lady :
" is it also a new discovery

of yours?"
" It is an elimination which I succeeded in obtain-

ing but yesterday," replied Dr. Ferney. " There is

no poison so fatal in existence. It needs not even

80 much as a drop poured down the throat : the

point of a feather dipped therein and placed with

the gentlest touch upon the lip, would produce in-

stantaneous death. The peculiar property of the

fluid is that it is inodorous as it is likewise clear as

water."
" And wherefore this deadly—this terrible dis-

covery?" asked the lady: "what purpose can it

serve ?"

"Not that to which I may have seemed to al-

lude," replied the physician, again smiling : for he

experienced a rare happiness in the company of the

object of his undying affection. " But by means of

this fluid, used infinitesimally with large admixtures,

I have no doubt of accomplishing some wondrous
cures. Let us now pass on into the museum :"

—

and thus speaking, Dr. Ferney placed thclittle phial

containing the deadly poison on the edge of the table.

He now took up the lamp once more, and was
leading the way out of the laboratory, when there

was a sudden crash and a sort of stifled shriek on
the part of the lady. Dr. Ferney turned hastily

round ; and on perceiving what it was, he besought
her not to vex herself on account of the accident.

" Oh, how awkward—how careless on my part !"

she cried, with an air of the utmost annoyance. " It

was the fringe of my shawl that swept all these

phials from the table."

"No matter! no matter!" said the physician.
" Pray do not blame yourself."

" But the fruits of your labours?" she exclaimed,

looking down at the quantity of broken glass and
the pool of liquid on the floor.

" Again I say no matter I" persisted the physician,

who was annoyed only on the lady's account— for

she appeared deeply vexed.

I

" But the phial containing the deadly poi-

son ?" she observed. " That, I fear, was ami ingst

j

them."

"Still no matter!" rejoined Dr. Ferney. " It

I

perhaps serves me right for leaving it about in so

i

neghgent a manner. Come and let me show you the

[

wonders of my museum."

i

The lady accordingly followed him from the la-

boratory; and as she did so, she took the opportunity

of thrusting into her bosom something which she

had held in her hand.

They now ascended a flight of stairs ; and on
reaching the landing above. Dr. Ferney opened a

dour which led into the suite of apartments contain-

ing the various objects of physiological curiosity,

anatomical preparation, and waxen efiigy, to which

we alluded at the opening of this chapter.

I

" Here," said the doctor, as he held the lamp bp-

fore an array of skulls upon a shelf, " are the heads

ofmany celebrated criminals, procured no matter

]

exactly how. To the lover of the phrenological

science each head tells its own peculiar story, and
without previous knowledge, aSbrdsa certain clue to

the reading of the history of the individual to whom
it belonged. The very crimes which the wretches

perpetrated and for which they suflcred, are dis-

j

tinctly evidenced by the construction of their skulls.

Now, here," continued the doctor, carrying the

lamp to the front of a mummy in its case, " is an

I

Egyptian Princess dug out of the Pyramid of

Cheops. This one next to it is the petrified form of

a male slave found in a kitchen belonging to a

palace in Herculaneum. It was dug out from

amidst the lava, which had preserved instead of de-

stroying it. See that iron chain upon the leg : it was

the badge of sorvitude ! Hero, in this next case, is

a corpse which, to tell you the truth, I procured from

the resurrection-men several years ago. Ah ! I

j

used to be a good customer to them, when bodies

I

could not be so easily obtained as they can now.

j

This furnishes the result of an experiment of mine

in embalming. See how admirably it is preserved !

I

does it not seem as if the individual had only died

]

yesterday ? But while I think of embalming, I can

show you another specimen. That also 1 procured

fi-om the body-snatchers ; and, by the bye, it is just

about nineteen years ago—shortly after our acquaint-

ance in London ended and you quitted my mother's

j

abode. Business called me into the country ; and

there I purchased this suhject which I am about to

!
show j'ou. It seems he was drowned. He must

have been a very fine young man; and I flatter

myself that it is the most successful experiment I

' ever made in the process of embalming. Here, thia

way."

Thus speaking. Dr. Ferney led the lady into tlie

adjacent room : and there, advancing close up to a

tall coffin-looking case, which stood upright on one

end, and with a glass front, ho pointed to its in-

mate, saying, " This is the one."

The lady, though naturally of strong mind, had

contemplated M'ith some degree of cold Iwrror the

various objects hitherto pointeil out : but, as alrea<ly

I

stated, it suited her piu'posc to manifest as much

interest as she was able in the things that consti-

j

tuted the doctor's favourite studies. She now ad-

vanced up to this fresh object of curiosity to wliich

Dr. Ferney had alluded: but what words can depict

1
her horror, astonishment, and dismay, whou siw
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Ihus found herself as it wcro face to faco with
EalphFareQeld?

For the doctor's visitress, as the reader has doubt-

lees all along known, was none other than Ladj
Saxondalc

!

Yes—there stood Ralph Farefield, looking aa if

he had not been dead a day—apparelled, too, in a
bofitting suit of raiment ; for thus was the doctor

accustomed to clothe hia subjects, so as to give

thorn a lift-like appearance. Yes—there was Ralph
FaredeUl, gazing with his artificial eyes of glass,

forth from his cofRu-case, upon the horror-stricken

Lady Saxondale. Fortunate for her was it that

utter consternation paralyzed her voice and for the
moment struck her dumb,—fortunate too was it that

a massive table was near, against which she sup-
ported herself as she staggered back,— fortunate
also was it that Dr. Forney had his own eyes turned
towards the corpse at the time : for had it not been
for all these circumstances, Lady Saxondale would
have screamed out—would have sunk down upon
the floor - and would have betrayed the terrible

emotions so suddenly excited by this tremendous
discovery. And never, too, had her natural
strength of mind been so abruptly called upon to

put forth all its powers : never was the readiness

of self-possession so completely needed ! Nor was
she at I'ault in these respects. She became herself

all in a moment : but it was with a terrible effort

that cost agonies in making it—and the coolness
she assumed was unnatural to a degree.

" It is indeed wonderful, my dear Dr. Ferney,"
she observed. "Your success in the art of pre-
serving these objects is beyond all parallel. Truly,
you must have discovered the Egyptian secret : the
lost key has been found by you. But, Ah!" she
suddenly exclaimed, as a clock in the museum
struck eleven,—a circumstance of which she was
only too glad to avail herself as an excuse for im-
mediate departure,—'" is it possible that I have been
here two whole hours P And now it is so late!
The time has slipped away how fast, how fast

!

My dear Dr. Ferney, I must say farewell at once."
"And may I hope," inquired the physician, " that

on some future occasion you will favour me with
your presence in my humble abode ? But no—not
for the world, unless perfectly agreeable to your-
self

"

"Yes, doctor—I will assuredly visit you again.
Meanwhile you will recollect the promise you have
made me ?"

"It were impossible to forget anything in con-
nexion with you—and equally impossible not to
lieep any pledge which you have required."

Lady Saxondale was now escorted by Dr. Ferney
out of the museum ; and she appeared to breathe
more freely when the door of that hideous place had
closed behind her. Carefully covering her counte-
nance with her veil again, she descended the stairs,

preceded by the physician, who carried the light

;

and in the hall she bade him farewell. For a mo-
ment he felt the pressure of her hand as it held his

own; and wheu she had departed, and the street-

door was shut again, and the doctor was left to the
solitude of his own thoughts, that pressure of the
hand seemed to hnger—it was still felt—and the
music of the lady's voice likewise seemed to sound
in his ears.

Strange was the love which this man felt for that

woman whose real name he knew not and of whose
station in life Le was equally ignorant ! But
this love of his—was it an infatuation ? No : it was
rather a deep and holy devotion which his heart
offered up eternally at the shrine of love. There
was nothing maudlin in that love—no sickly senti-

mentalism against which common sense nauseates:
it was not a love showing itself in caprices—pas-
sionate outbursts alternating with fits of despon-
dency ;—it was a love which ruffled not the even
tenourof his way—it was an essence mingling with
the waters on which his bark of life floated, and not
a breeze sweeping over its surface. It was a love

without grossness—without impurity—and the dis-

appointment and hopelessness of which had been ac-

companied by a profound resignation. IIow strange
then, is the influence of love! but in how many
varied ways does it manifest its power! Even the

strong mind of that man—a man given up to pliilo-

sophic study and scientific rescarcli—yielded to its

influence : its etherealizing spirit commingled with

the tide of his erudition— it interwove itself amidst

the tissues of his learning—and ampler and ampler
though the stores of knowledge grew in that man's
soul, there was yet no infringement upon the space

forming the tabernacle which enshrined his love.

CHAPTER XXXIIL

THB LISTENEBS.

On the following day, at about two o'clock in th«

afternoon, William Deveril knocked at the front-

door of Saxondale House.

Is her ladyship at homeP" he inquired of the

hall-porter ; and while his face was very pale and
even careworn, there was nevertheless a certain de-

cisiveness in his looks and accents which indicated a

firm and settled purpose.
" Her ladyship is at home, sir," was the porter's

reply, given coldly though not insolently : " but I

am sorry to say that I have orders not to admit

you."
" Under most circumstances such an intimation,"

replied Deveril, " would be respected by any one of

good manners and breeding : but there are also cir-

cumstances which justify an individual in demanding

an audience and insisting upon his demand being

complied with. Such are the circumstances in

which I am placed."

" I am afraid I cannot help you, sir," said the hall

porter, standing at the door in such a way as to be

ready to bar Deveril's entrance, should he make the

attempt.
" Do not pay me such an ill compliment," he ob-

served, in a gentle though manly tone of rebuke^

" as to suppose that I shall endeavour to force my
way into the house. I am incapable of such con-

duct. But what I desire is, that you send up a

message to Lady Saxondale to the efl'ect that I de-

mand an interview, not as a favour, but as a right."

" I will certainly send up a message," said the

hall-porter : and no longer thinking it necessary t«

keep the door-way guarded, he turned round and

directed a footman to report to her ladyship what

Jlr. J)everil had said.

In a few minutes the footman, who, very dilTcront
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from the hall-porter, was an insolent, sclf-sufllrinnt

conceited puppy of a fellow, came rushing down the

stairs ; and shouting out, " Iler ladyship says you
arc to be off,"—banged the door violently in J)c-

Teril's face.

Now, it happened that Juliana Farefield was in

the dining-room opening from the hall at the time

this scene took place; and as the door was only

ajar she overheard everything that passed. As tlie

reader is aware, she was previously incredulous rela-

tive to her mother's tale; and the step which Dc-
Teril had thus taken fully confirmed this incredulify

on her part. The calm decisive manner in which
Peveril had spoken, appeared to be stamped witli a

C(;nsciousnes8 of his own innocence and of the foul

wrong which he had received; and as Juliana was
very far from wanting in shrewdness and good sense,

the young gentleman's conduct could not fail to

in.ike a strong impression on her mind. Tliinking

that he would either return, or else take some other

SO. 20.—THIED SEE1E3.

st >ji in order to procure an explanation at Lady
Saxondiilc's hands—and being curious to watch the

result—Juliana determined to be on the look-out

fer the remainder of the afternoon. Being pre-

sently joined by her sister, she comniunic.Tted to

her what had htipponed ; and Constance, who like-

wise possessed a large share of curiosity, now became

equally anxious to see how the affair would jiro^jrcss.

An hour after Deveril's rutle dismissal from the

house, a very loud knock and a very imperious ring

were given at the front door; and the moment tho

hall-porter opened it, a short stout gentleman, well

but quaintly dressed, marched without ceremony

into the hall. Having thus gained a fooling inside

tho fortress, he seemed to consiiler it as good «3

taken: for he said in a tone of authority to the im-

pudent puppy of a footman who at once accosted

him, "Show me up-stairs to her ladyship."

This mode of address, coupled with the gentle,

man's air of conlidonce, at once pro.luced tiio
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desired effect : for as he gave no card, and walked

in with so little ceremony, it was natural to suppose

that he knew perfectly well what lie was doing and

was certain of being well received. The footman

accordiuj,My conducted him up tlic spacious staircase;

and on reaching the lauding, he said in the usaal

manner, " What name, sir, shall I announce?"
" Mr. Gunthorpe," was the reply.

"Mr. Gunthorpe!" vociferated the footman, as

he threw open the door leading into the drawing-

room where Lady Saxondale was seated.

Here we must interrupt the narrative for a moment
to state that Juliana and Constance, being on the

watch in the dining-room, had witnessed the arrival

of the stout gentleman—had heard the imperious

manner in which he addressed the footman—and

liad peeped forth to survey hiir. with more atten-

tion than they had been enabled to bestow at the

glimpse they caught of him from the window when
flseeiiding the front-door step.

" T do declare," whispered Juliana, " that he ex-

lict Iv jiiiswcrs the description given of that Mr. Gun-
Viiorpc whom Edmund described to us so ludicrously !

The same scratch wig—the same overhanging chin

—the same curious-fashioned garments "

"Yes: but what can he want with mamma?"
5sked Constance.

" Let us see," responded Juliana. " I have a

prcsenliment that his visit is in some way or another

connected with Mr. Devcril."

The two young ladies quitted the dining-room

—

ascended the staircase—and stealing into an apart-

ment adji lining that where Mr. Gunthorpe had just

been introduced to Lady Saxondale's presence, they

placed themselves at the door of communication
between the two rooms. The door was shut: but
it was easy to overhear in one apartment what was
taking place in the other; and so the two MissFare-

tjelds were enabled to gratify their curiosity to the

utmost extent.

Let us now look on the othc? side of the door at

which Juliana and Constance are listening.

Lady Saxondale, on hearing the name of Mr.
Gunthorpe announced, recognized it at once as that

of an individual whom she had overheard her son
Edmund hold up to ridicule one day when he was
in a lively and bantering mood ; and certainly the

appearance of this gentleman was sufficient to C(m-

firm in her ladyship's mind whatsoever amount of

ludicrous impression her son's discourse concerning

Lim had previously made. Not for an instant did

it strike Lady Saxondale that he came about William
Deveril's business ; and feeling ofi'ended at the un-
ceremonious way in which he had caused himself to

be announced, she received him with the most
freezing coldness. Mr. Gunthorpe was however the

last person on the face of the earth to be discomfited

by such a reception ; and coolly taking a seat, th(jugh

altogether unasked, he observed, "I dare say your
ladyship is much surprised at this visit on the part

of one who has obtained no formal introduction P"

" I presume, sir," returned Lady Saxondale, with
an ice-like dignity, "that having some trilling know-
ledge of my son you have called to sec him ? I3ut

he is not at home at the present time "

"I '""ff J""i" ladyship to understand," said Mr.
(Junthcirpe, " that 1 slunild not take so unwarrant-
able a liberty as to presume upon my slight— I'crj/

Hliglit acquaintance with T,<^rd i^axondalc ."^o far as to

intrude myself upon the privacy of his mother. But
my object is to have some serious conversation with

your ladyship on behalf of a young gentleman in

whom I am somewhat interested—I mean Mr.
Deveril."

So unexpectedly was this announcement mad^
and therefore so totally unprepared was Lady Saxon-

dale to preserve her presence of mind when that

name appeared to be thrown at her like an accusa-

tion, that she gave a sudden start and looked con-

fused. But the loss of fortitude could only be uto-

mentary with a woman of her strong mind; and
tliercf-.o immediately recovering herself, she said.

Coldly and distantly as before, " Out of respect for

your yeur^, ah; I will listen to what you may have

to say: bat 1 cajuiot promise you to pardon the

youn^' man on whose behalf you are come."

"PirJ-ja, my lady!" exclaimed Mr. Gunthorpe
with some little show of indignation. " It is not

pardon that he seeks—it is justice. Pardon is to be

sought by those who injure—not by those who are

injured."

"The only interpretation I can put upon your
words, sir," rejoined Lady Saxondale, with a voice

and look of consummate assurance, " is to suppose

that Mr. Deveril has given you some false version oi

his conduct towards me "

" Or of your ladyship's conduct towards him r

But no !" exclaimed Mr. Gunthorpe :
" he is inca

pable of speaking falsely."

" And 1, sir," cried Lady Saxondale, her cheeks

suffusing with a crimson glow and her eyes flashing

fire,
—

" do you dare insinuate that I am capable ol

speaking falsely ?"

" Madam," returned Mr. Gunthorpe, " it is

always an unpleasant busmess to have to make ac-

cusations at all ; but the task becomes doubly dis-

agreeable when the accuser is one of the stronger

sex, and the accused is one of the weaker. Such is

the present case."

" Mr. Gunthorpe," said Lady Saxondale, rising

from her seat upon the sofa, " this interview can-

not proceed farther."

"Madam," answered the old gentleman, "lam
not a man to be diverted from my course by any
overbearing conduct. I am not one of those who
are dazzled by the false lustre of patrician rank. I

know very well that meteors blaze at a distance, but

when they fall down upon the earth they prove to

be merely vile stones. So it is w ith the false gods

and goddesses of the British aristocracy ; and there-

fore I iKuther worship such idols nor can be intimi-

dated by them."
" Mr. Gunthorpe, if you have come hither on pur-

pose to insult me," said Lady Saxondiile, resuming
her scat upon the sofii, " I must submit : for it

would grieve me much to be compelled to order my
lacqueys to eject a gentleman of your respectable

appearance and advanced years."

" I am confident that you do not even entertain

the thought of such a thing, Lady Saxondale, as

daring to bid a lacquey lay a hand upon me:"

—

and as Mr. Gunthorpe thus spoke, he looked her

ladyship firmly and resolutely in the face, till,

conscience-stricken, her own gaze cowered beneath

his own. "Now, will you permit me without inter-

ruption to tell you a little anecdote, the object and

purpose of whicli I will explain to you at the end

It is this:—A lady of proud title, a wid<nv, who ha-(
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always borne in the presence of the world an un-

tainted reputation, falls in love with a young man,

much her inferior in what society has chosen to

denominate rank. She is too much a slave to the

artificialities and fictions of this same society to

think of marrymg the young man: but she has so

little regard for decency, virtue, and real prudence,

as to ofl'er to become this young man's mistress.

Yes—this she did in language glowing and warm

;

and she appeared to think that she had only to

make the proposition in order to have it at once

accepted. But this lady has grown up daughters,

to whom the best and brightest example should be

aftbrded: and j'ct in her foolish infatuation, and

blinded by her passion, she offers to become the

paramour of this young man whose personal beauty

Las aroused her desires. He rejects the proposal in

terms of forbearing gentleness, but with loathing and

abhorrence in his heart. Commiserating this ladywho
Las so far forgotten herself in her unfortunate pas-

sion, he is even generous enough to promise the

concealment of her folly—or shall I say her wicked-

ness? But she menaces him with a terrible ven-

geance. He leaves her with sorrow in his heart

that so much depravity can exist, masked by a

beauty of the grandest and most lofty character;

and he hopes that her repentance may enable him
to throw the veil of secrecy over what has occurred.

But conceive what bis feelings must be when he

discovers that this lady, too faithful to her threatened

plan of vengeance, deliberately and pui'posely calls

upon her acquaintances and friends in order to pro-

pagate a tale entirely to the prejudice of this young
man."
Mr. Ghmthorpe ceased speaking—but continued

to look very hard at Lady Saxondale, from whose

countenance indeed he had not once removed his

eyes during the whole time he was dehvering that

lengthy address. He saw that notwithstanding her

natural strength of mind and her proud assurance,

ehe winced at his words—writhed under his narra-

tive as he developed it—experi meed an increasing

confusion—and showed conscious guilt in every

lineament of her countenance.
" l.Ir. Gunthorpe," she said, with a desperate

effort to resume her self-possession, "it would be

worse than childish for me to affect ignorance of

the allusions you have been making. But, sir,"

—

and she felt her fortitude revive as she went on
speaking,—" if you dare attribute such conduct to

me—if you dare put such a version upon whatso-

ever passed between Mr. Deveril and myself—

I

must denounce you as a calumniator and must order

you from my presence !"

"Be it as you will, madam," said the old gentle-

man, rising from his scat and taking up his broad-

brimmed hat from the chair on which he had depo-

sited it in companionship with his gold-headed

cane. " But perhaps you are not aware of the

course which it will bo necessary to take under ex-

isting circumstances? Lady Saxondale, I am a

rich man—and for no purpose would I sooner dis-

pense a portion of my wealth than to procure

justice for this Mr. WiUium Deveril whom you
have so cruelly and wantonly injured. Doubtless

you thought. Lady Saxondale, that with your liigh

position—your proud name— your lofty staticjn

—

and, if need were, even with your gold—you might

crush at your will that young man P But it shall not

be so. He is not without friends : at all events he
has one in me. And I now warn your ladyship that
the tribunals shall be appealed to—an action for de-

famation of character shall be commenced against

you "

"Enough, sir—enough! I have already heard
far too much," cried Lady Saxondale, starting up
from her seat: for she saw that there was now no
alternative but to meet the affair with a brazen
effrontery—to take 3 boll ^i-.d desperate stand—and
to bid defiance to aH laei'aces and to all hostile pro-

ccedings.

"One word mere, xnpdam," said Mr. Gunthorpe,

whose manner seeined to be invested with an autho-

ritativeness irresistibly powerful, and which despite

the resolve to which she had just come, exercised

its influence over Lady Saxondale. " You possess

two daughters—two grown-up daughters—young
women indeed of a marriageable age, and for whom
you are doubtless anxious to seek befitting alliances.

Consider, madam, the demoralizing example which

your conduct is but too well calculated to set them.

Think you that if you push the present deplorable

incident to the utmost extreme, nothing will trans-

pire detrunental to youi-self ? Y''es—believe me, all

the world will put faith in William Deveril's story

in preference to your own ; and if the verdict of a

jury should stamp you as a calumniatrix, it will by

the same decision proclaim you to be nothing more

than a demu-ep. Then, madam, what will become

of your daughters ? will their mother's evil reputa-

tion accelerate their chances of forming suitable

and proper matrimonial connexions ? And your

son too, over -nhom, as I understantl, your autho-

rity even at present is by no means well established,

—will he regard the exposure of your gross pas-

sion for Deveril and your licentious overtures, as a

reason why he should become more obedient ?

Think of all this. Lady Saxondale, ere you precipi-

tate matters to an irrevocable extreme. At pi'esent

you may privately repair the injury done to Deveril

in tfiose quarters where you have privately inflicted

it. I know that it will be gall and wormwood for

you to be compelled to recant your allegations, con-

fess that they were calumnies, and give some expla-

nation for your sudden hostility towards him; but

ten thousand times w«rse will it be if in a court of

justice all the details of the case are brought to

light. Now, madam, for the last time, what is your

decision ?"

"I have nothing more to say, sir," responded

Lady Saxondale, desperately clinging to the resolve

she had already formed, and to meet all conse-

quences with a brazen efli-ontery. " If I have

listened to you so long, it is, I repeat, out of respect

for your age "

" No, Lady Saxondale," observed Mr. Gunthorpe,

showing by his look that he could road to the depth*

of her heart as plainly as the eye can penetrata

through a crystal streamlet to its pebbly bottom;
"

^ ou have been influenced by no suoli generous

motive. It is fear, Lady Saxondale—fcnr that Laa

made you listen to mc to the end yes, fear I

repeat, despite tue powerful eflbrls which you have

exerted and are still exerting to conquer the senti>

ment ! But I will intrude no longer."

At this moment the door opened from the landing,

and Lord Saxondale entered the ro m. He waa

lounging in with that fashi/.nable affectation or las-
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guor and lassitude wliich seemed as if anything like

an exertion were too much fur his aristocratic con-

Btitution on a sultry day in the middle of summer,

—when catching sight of Mr. Gunthorpe, he in-

stantly burst into an ironical laugh, exclaiming in

his cracked voice, "Ah! my worthy friend of the

Bell and Crown, what on earth has brought you

from the vulgar regions of the City ? You must

feel terribly out of place in our fashionable at-

mosphere."

Nothing could equal the look of mingled scorn

and contempt which Mr. Gunthorpe bent upon
Edmund Saxundale, as the latter delivered himself

of those flippant impertinences. The old gentleman

was at that instant neither comical nor common-
looking: there was something exceedingly noble

and dignified in his appearance, as if he felt in the

depths of his own heart that instead of standing

before a superior, it was he himself who was gazing

down from a higher pedestal than the conceited

young coxcomb could ever dream of occupying, no

matter what advantages he might possess in respect

to birth, rank, riches, and honours. Lady Saxon-

dale herself, who possessed the nicest appreciation

of everything that savoured of real dignity, was

astonished at the superior look which Mr. Gunthorpe

wore at that instant ; and even Edmund was over-

awed by the old gentleman's appearance. llii

mind was not so completely perverted but he felt

he deserved the overwhelming rebuke conveyed in

Mr. Gunthorpe's indignant glances ; and the rebuke

too was more cutting and more searching a thousand

times when thus conveyed than if it had been given

in words. But still Edmund was not at all the

young man to submit with a good grace to the cas-

tigation ; and promptly recovering his habitual im-
pertinence and self-sufficiency, he gave another

affected laugh, exclaiming, " Well done, old fellow !

you look just as you did that day when you blew uj)

the cabman in Jermyn Street. You remember what
I mean ?"

"Madam," said Mr. Gunthorpe, turning his eyes

towards Lady Saxondale and bending a significant

look upon her, " I really pity you in the possesai<jn

of such a son as this."

"You insolent old scoundrel!" ejaculated Ed-
mund, becoming all in a moment livid with rage

:

and clenching his fist, he was about to rush toward
the old gentleman, wiien the latter held up his gold-

headed <mne with a resoluteness that made the coward
youth fall back.

" If you were to dare lay a finger on me, my lord,"

said Mr. G unthorpe, calmly, " I would inflict that
chastisement which you so richly deserve."

Thus speaking, he walked fortli from the apart-

ment, while Lady Sasomlalc pulled the bell vio-

lently. A couple of footmen instantaneously rushed

to the room ; and Lady Saxondale exclaimed, " Let
that person be at once sliown out of the house, and
never admitted again !

"

•' Yes—and let him be kicked out !" screamed

forth the infuriate Edmimd, as he rusluul out upon
the landing, and looking over the staircase gave this

vent to his impotent rage against Mr. Gunthorpe.

But the old gentleman dcsoondod the stairs as

eoolly and imperturbably as if he were merely retir-

ing after having paid an ordinary visit of courtesy,

—while the ferule of his cane tapped upon every one

of the maible stups as he continued his way.

" What did that old fool want here ?" demanded
Lord Saxondale, as he sped back into the drawing-
room, now intent upon venting his ill-humour upon
his mother by seeking a quarrel with her.

" Rather let me ask," returned her ladyship, who
was in precisely a similar mood towards her son,
" how you dare insult a visitor whom you find with
me, and thus lead to a scene which is calculated to

scandalize the entire household ?"

" I insult him indeed '." ejaculated Edmund, now
flinging himself lazily upon the sofa, as if exhausted
by the effort of even putting himself into a rage.
" \Vhy, I think you took it up pretty warmly too,

by ringing the bell in that frantic manner and giv-

ing such orders to the servants. But I say, mother,
what is this story that I hear running like wildfire

all over London ? Young AVilliam Deveril has been
making love to you ? Now you see what it is to

have anything to do with such low fellows as these.

I always disliked liim, and was a deuced great mind
to kick him out of tlie house."

But Lady Saxondale only threw a glance of sove-

reign contempt upon her son, as if she knew him to

j

be a crward in his hea.-t notwithstanding the ridicu-

lous boast he had just made ; and feeling the nece3-

I
sity of seeking tlio retirement of her own chamber
in order to compose her agitated feehngs and ponder
well upon the particulars of her interview with Mr.

,
GuntLiorpe, she quitted the room.

Meanwhile Juliana ami Constance had in the ad-

joining apartment overheard everything which had
taken place. From the very first Juliana had never

[

believed her mother's story respecting Deveril; and
the result of Mr. Gunthorpe's visit was to confirm

her opinion of its complete and utter falsity. To the

same conclusion was Constance necessitated to ar-

rive, though more slowly, with far less readiness to

discredit her mother, and with feelings of regret to

which Juliana was an entire stranger. AVell indeed

had Mr. Gunthorpe expatiated on the demoralizing

effect of such an example set by a mother to her

daughters
;
yet little did he think that the influence

of this example was already felt—little did he ima-

gine that even as he spoke his propetic words were
receiving their fulfilment ! And what was the pic-

ture presented to the contemplation of these young
ladies ? That their mother, having cast her affec-

tions upon an object whom the conventionalisms of

society did not permit her to marry, even if he him-
self were inclined to espouse ^ler, liad offered to take

him as a paramour—to throw herself into his arms
as his mistress ! For that Mr. Gunthorpe had only

too faithfully recited what had really passed between
their mother and Deveril, Juliana and Constance
felt assured; and U'>w therefore they had t>oen

brought to ri^gard thwir own parent as a mere demi-

rep m heart, wearing virtue as a mask, and conceal-

ing a real depravity Ijeneath that exterior of sov«ro

hauteur and imposing dignity.

Wliatsoever was impassioned in the tempera-

ments of Juliana and Constance, was now rendered

all the more glowing —especially in the case of tlie

former, whose hot blood literally boiled in her veins.

All tiie latent heat of her imagination was in a mo-
ment fanned into a blaze—a veil appeared to have

fallen from her eyes—and she rushed to the conclu-

sion that no M-omen were really virtuous, but thai

all would seek the oppoctunity of gratifying their

passions, trusting to conceal their frailty and their
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guilt beneath tlie mask of hypocrisy. Even the

comparatively pure mind of Constance caught the

poisonous inicctiuii arising from the same source;

and in the space of a brief lialf-hour those two

sisters had become years older in the depravities of

the imagination.

Oh, wretched wretched Lady Saxondale ! if you

could only liave known how much of the evil seed

which is naturally implanted in frail human nature

had been all on a sudden made to shoot forth and

germinate with fearful rapidity, even almost to the

bearing of its kindred fruits, in the bosoms of your

daughters, you would have shrunk appalled from the

startling fact that it was your doing. For, Oh ! the

Medusa-head of a mother's bad example will para-

lyse and turn to rigid stone all the lively virtues and

healthy qualities of her children. Wo., vu^to thee.

Ladv Saxoudalc

!

CnAPTER XXXIV.

THK MIKROE.

About two hours later in the day, Juliana Farc-

(iulJ, drosscid for dnmer in a costume that set off lier

finely developed charms to the utmost advantage,

was half reclining upon a sofa in one of the drawing-

rooms, and whiling away the time with a volume of

the last new novel. Lit tie however of its contents

did the lady's memory retain : for though she was

reading of love there, she was thinking of love at

the same time apart from the topic of the book.

Her ideas seemed to flow in two distinct channels,

—

one following the course of the glowing descriptions

of love as di'essed up by the novelist—the other pur-

suing the raptures and blandishments of love as she

herself felt and understood them.

There was a heightened colour upon her cheeks—
a dewy moisture upon her rich red lips— a melting

languor in her fine dark eyes—a languor the sen-

suousness of which was deepened by the half-closing

of the lids, as if those eyes, faithfully reflecting the

condition of the mind, were weighed down by the

delicious thoughts that rested on her soul within.

For the soul itself feels a kind of pleasurable op-

pressiveness and the weight ol a softly sensuous lan-

guor when the imagination gives way to the rapt

dreamings of love—even as the bee, which sips

sweets from every flower, is oppressed by the burden

of the delicious food wherewith it is laden,—or as

the breezes of an oriental clime become heavy with

the rich perfumes and odours which they have accu-

mulated while they wandered kissingly over the

brightest and fairest flowers of tho earth.

Juliana was aloueat the time in that room. Con-

stance was in her own chamber, penning a response

to a billet which she had received from the Marquis

de Villebcllc, through the agency of the faithful

Mary-Anne. Lady Saxondalc was likewise in her

own room, pondering upon her unpleasant interview

with Mr. Gunthorpe, and revolving a thousand wild

and desperate plans in her mind for the purpose of

arresting the hostile proceedings menaced by that

gentleman on the part of William Deveril. As for

Lord Saxondalc, after having returned home for an

hour or two just to see if there were any letters for

him, he had gone back to the villa in the Seven Sisters'

Boad, laden with new presents and a fresh supply

of costly gifts for the designing and fascinating

Emily Archer.

Juliana therefore was alone in the drawing-roora

between five and six o'clock on that day of which

we are writing; and what with the inspirations ol

the novel she was reading, the glowing character of

her own thoughts, and the influence of those reve-

lations which had come to her ears in respect to her

mother, it was no wonder if she should at length

fall into the following train of reflections :

—

I

'• Assuredly I should become the laughing-stock of

j

the whole world," she said to herself, as she laid

aside her book, " if I were to run away with Frank
Paton and marry him. Yes, for no matter what

the secret of his birth may really be, he is but a

page after all; and if I wait till that mystery is

cleared up with the hope tliat he may eventually

prove to be tho son of distinguished persons, I

may wait long enough. Besides, how is it possible

to wait? I feel that this passion is devour'ng me
Those, by the bye, are the very words which I

have just now read in the novel! IIow truly

some authors do depict our feelings ! It was all very

•well for me to declare to Constance yesterday that

I gloried in this love of mine, and that I should

feel proud in becoming the wife of Francis Paton.

Yes—but/' then I did not choose to acknowledgo

even to myself that there was any shame attached

to this love—any reason to blush for it ! It was an

attempt to blajion forth something that ncvertlieless

sat upon the honrt like a remorse. Wherefore

should I not imitate my mother's example ? She

would not marry William Deveril—but she——"
And then Juliana, not yet thoroughly depraved,

checked tho thought to which she was almost un-

consciously giving expression in her musings ; and

returning to her book, she endeavoured to evade at

least that portion of tho ideas which had stolen upon

her. But it was in vain: the idea was there—the

seed had dropped upon a soil by no means unpre-

pared to receive it—and although it might be covered

up for a moment, it was nevertheless certain to take

root—indeed all the more certain on that very ac-

count.

Presently the door opened, and Lady Saxondale

entered the apartment. Juliana just lifted her eyes

above her book to see who it was, and then went oa

reading without saying a word. In the same man
ner her ladyship glanced towards the sofa to st»e

who was half reclining there; and likewise without

speaking a word, she turned to the further ex-

ti'emity of the spacious room. There was a mutual

feeling of embarrassment and mistrust on the part

of the mother and the elder daughter. Lady Saxon-

dale knew that her tale coacernins; Deveril had not

been believed by Juliana; and hvr guilty couscinnco

therefore made hor think that the ital truth ot tho

transaction was suspected— for §he was Very far

from entertaining an idea how completely il was

known. On the other hand Juliana, biniig aa yet

young in tho ways of duplicity and deceit, waa

always fearful lost her mother's eaglo glance should

detect her ^lussion for tuj page; and now that

somewhat uaholy thouglits had arisen in tho young

lady's mind, her conscience suggested etill mora

troubling fears than before. Thus was it that mis-

trust and suspicion subsisted between the patriciaa

lady and her daughter.

Lady Saj jndala relirsd, w juid, to the fartbff
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eKfcrcmity of the apartment; and seatinfr herself on

a sofa, fell into a profouad reverie. By a certain

arrangement of drapery in the room, that sofa where

Lady Saxondalo had seated herself, was concealed

from the view of Juliana; and for the same reason

the latter, at the place where she lay half-reclined,

was hidden from the eyes of her mother.

The young lady went on reading her book—ten

minutes or a quarter of an hour elapsed—and as the

love-passages of the tale grew more interesting, her

attention became all the ^more completely absorbed

in the perusal. The consequence was she altogether

forgot the presence of her mother in the room

—

forgot it indeed as completely as if her ladyship

were not there at all.

Presently the door opened again, and this time it

was Frank Paton who entered. The beautiful

youth appeared more beautiful than ever to the

eyes of Juliana, inflamed as hen imagination was at

the moment, and thus keenly prone to enhance

every detail of attraction and lineament of beauty.

An electric thi-ill shot quiveringly through her—the

colour heightened upon her cheeks—and fixing

upon him as he approached a look brimful of pas-

sion, she half murmured, " Adorable boy, how I lovj

you—Oh, how I love you."

Ho advanced close up to her, handing her a
letter which had just arrived.

"Frank, dear Frank," she said in a low soft

voice, as his eyes looked tenderly down into her's:

and she patted his face with her hand.

He bent down towards her, invited by her gaze

and her caresses to do so ; and then their lips met
in a long delicious kiss. At that instant the recol-

lection flashed to Juliana's mind that Lail^ Saxon-

dale was in the room ; and full of affright was the

glance which she threw towards the tarther ex-

tremity. But the drapery hid her mother from her

sight, and she experienced a feeling of indescribable

relief at the reflection that she must in the same
manner be concealed from her parent's view. Frank
had noticed that sudden start—that quick glance of

uneasiness—and the sudden disappearance of the

carnation hue from her cheeks of delicately-tinted

bistre; and instantaneously comprehending what all

this meant, he likewise grew pale with affright.

But Juliana gave him a reassuring tap on the cheek

with her hand ; so that the young page glided from
the room more than ever in love if possible with the

handsome Juliana.

This young lady then resumed her book; but
instead of reading it, gave way to all the rapturous

thoughts which the little scene just described had
Conjured up in her mind.

But every detail of that scene had been witnessed

by Lady Saxondale—and in a very simple manner
too : namely, the reflecting of the mirrors which
embellished the walls of the apartment, and some
of which, between the windows, descended to the

floor. Yes—every detail of that scene had been

witnessed by Juliana's mother ! Not that she was
watching her daugliter at the tune through the

metlium of the tell-tale mirrors : she was not even

Ihiuking of her : but it was in a mood of the most
perfect abstraction that the eyes of Lady Saxondale

were fixed upon the looking-glass opposite to her.

Conceive her astonishment when she beheld the

page bending over Juliana—the latter caressing liis

cheek with her baud,—yes, even to the looks of

passion which her daughter rivetted on the hand-
some youth, did Lady Saxondale behold ! But if

there were any doubt in her mind—if for a moment
she fancied there could be any mistake upon the
subject—all uncertainty was cleared up by that long
kiss of deliciousness and fervour in which the lips

of Juliana and Francis were joined. Lady Saxon-
dale sat perfectly aghast. It was impossible to dis-

believe her eyes—and yet she still disbelieved the

interpretation which she put upon what she saw.
She believed and she disbelieved: all uncertainty

was cleared up, and yet she dared not settle her
mind upon the conviction thus established. But
when the page had retired—when Juliana had re-

sumed her book—when Lady Saxondale was com-
pelled to admit to herself that what she had seen
was true, and what had taken place was unmistak-
able, she felt such an awful feeling come over her
that she sat like one petrified—turned into stone,

with all the marble's terrible chill at her heart

!

Good heavens ! what a blow for the pride of the
haughty Lady Saxondale ! She who plumed her-

self so highly upon having prolonged the race into

which she had married—the time-honoureJ race of
Saxondale ; she who regarded that name as one of
the proudest chronicled in the pages of British

history; she who had hoped that ere long some
excellent match must present itself for her eldest

daughter ; she it was who now became compelled to

admit to herself that this daughter had descended

to amorous dalliance with a page. And in such a

case it was no wonder if her ladyship abandoned
herself to a belief in the worst : namely, that Ju-

liana had been more culpable than she really was.

At this thought the sense of petrifaction passed

quickly away, and was instantaneously succee<led

by a feeling as if molten lead had suddenly takea

the place of blood in her veins—or as if that blood

which a moment before seemed stagnant, had all in

an instant been made to boil by the presence of

some subtle but all-potent Promethean fire. Tiicro

was a tingling sensation all over her ; and her first

impulse was to spring from her seat, rush forward,

and tax Juliana with her su[)posed frailty and shame.

But a second thought held her back. She remem-
bered the increasing rebelUousness of her elder

daughter's spu'it ; and she apprehended a scene

which might lead to exposure before the household.

Besides, if the evil were done it could not be re-

paired ; and all the angry words in the world would

not restore a lost virtue. Lady Saxondale there-

fore curbed her rage, bridled her indignation, and
resolved to take no rash nor inconsiderate st-ep.

She must separate her daughter from the page : but

even this she felt that it were impolitic to do all in

a moment, lest Juliana in her wilfulness should

leave the house with him, thus abandoning herself

altogether to this passion of her's

!

Terrible was the state of mind into which the

unhappy woman was plunged. Calamities and
cares of all kinds seemed gathering around her;

and she appeared involved in the tangled web ot

a destiny that must terminate in ruin. But not

long did her ladyship give way to these gloomy re-

llecti<ms: she was too strong-minded to become des-

pondent or despairing on a sudden. She felt that

she had ueod of all her energies in the various mat-

ters engaging lici- attention ; and she said to herself,

" It is absolutely necessary that I should be equal to
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the task of meeting all difficulties and accomplishing

all ends."

Lady Saxondale's musings were suddenly inter-

rupted by the bursting open of the door nearest to

where she sat,—for there were two doors to that

spacious apartment;—and the housekeeper JIabcl

bounced into the room. By the agility of her

movements she certainly appeared to have got well

rid of her rheumatism ; and if she had been eating

the most peppery viands for dinner she could not

possibly liave been fired up with a greater degree of

irritability than she displayed at present. We may
even go so far as to state that she was in a boiling

rage ; and her red face, inflamed as it was with

passion, looked like a perfect conflagration in con-

trast with the white cap with large frills that bor-

dered this rubicund physiognomy.
" Mabel," exclaimed Lady Saxondale, starting

from her sea t in anticipation of a scene with her

irate housekeeper ; " what is the meaning of this

abrupt intrusion ?"

" Intrusion indeed !" screamed forth the woman
whom this unfortunate word now appeared to excite

almost to a positive frenzy: "everybody is bent

on insulting me! But I will put up with it no

longer. There is that jackanapes of a fellow who
calls himself "

" Mabel !" cried her ladyship, " take care what

you say !"—and it was a strange look that she threw

upon her housekeeper. "Tell me, what has my
son been doing ?"

" Doing ? he is always doing something to vex

and annoy me," was the response. " I never saw
such a sneaking, cowardly fellow in all my life. He
has been and told his valet that he will have me
bundled out neck-and-crop just because I didn't

stand aside and curtsey to him as he came down
stairs this afternoon. But i/ou know very well that

he can't put his threat into execution—don't you,

Lady Saxondale ?"

"Mother," said Juliana, now rising from the sofa

and advancing towards that part of the room where

this scene was taking place, " I hope you will not

believe everything that Mabel says agaimst Ed-

mund: for I must declare that a more insolent

woman than tliis never had existence. She is con-

stantly showing her airs to me and Constance ; and

all the servants of the household hate her."

"Oh! they do, do they ?" shrieked forth Mabel,

the sharp tones of her querulous voice ringing

through the room :
" then I will make them have

something more to hate me for—and as for you,

Miss, I snap my fingers at you."
" JIabel, Mabel !" cried Lady Saxondale, who

appeared cruelly tortured by this scene; "I must
insist

"

" Mother," interposed Juliana, " things have come
to this pass in respect to Mabel that either you or

she must show who is mistress here. For my part,

I am resolved not to put up with her insolence any
longer :"—and with these words Juliana walked
out of the room, closing the door somewhat violently

behind her.

" There ! you see how I am treated I" cried the

woman the instant she was alone with Lady Saxon-
dale. " Everybody in the house thinks they have a
right to insult me."

"Compose yourself, Mabel," said Lady Saxon-
Hale, with a look and accents of earnest entreaty.
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" It is useless for you to give way to these fits of
rage "

"Rage indeed!" she echoed. "Then why do
they insult me—eh ? Answer me that—answer me
that

!"

"I must say that you either imagine insults

where none are intended, or else draw them down
upon your own head. No one, Mabel, would travel

out of their way to put a wanton and unmerited
insult upon you."

"Ah! I suppose you are going to turn round
upon me now. But you shan't though," cried

Mabel, with threatening looks and gestures. " Re-
collect, Lady Saxondale, that with a single breath

I could blow to the winds all this fabric of——"
" Hush, Mabel—hush, for God's sake ! talk not

so wildly—so rashly !" exclaimed Lady Saxondale,

as she flung a quick glance of apprehension around.

"The very walls may have ears But stay—let

us come to some understanding. You are not happy
beneath this roof; and over and over again I have
offered to provide for you elsewhere. Why will you
not retire to some comfortable little retreat, where,

with a handsome allowance, you can he your own
mistress and do exactly what you like ?"

"Why don't I?" ejaculated Mabel: "for many
reasons. In the first place, because I don't choose
to be kicked off like an old shoo : in the second

place because I am fond of authority, and therefore

mean to keep my post of housekeeper here ; and in

the third place because I hate certain persons be-

neath this roof, and therefore enjoy the opportunity

of showing ray dislike."

These last words the woman spoke with a fiendish

malignity which testified to the abhorrent nature of

her disposition ; and Lady Saxondale became deadly

pale and trembled in every chord and fibre of her

whole being as she listened.

"But, Mabel," she said, subduing her emotions as

well as she could, "this is most unreasonable on
your part. Do, for heaven's sake, have some con-

sideration for me ! What have I ever done to offend

you? Have I not treated you with confidence

—

done all I could to make you happy "

" Come, none of this stuff and nonsense. Lady
Saxondale!" interrupted Mabel, who looked as if

she were determined not to bo appeased in any way.
" I just tell you once for all that I mean my autho-

rity in this house to be second only to your's-that
I wUl have that jackanapes of a fellow and that

minx Juliana treat me with becoming respect. So

you had better tell them to do so; or else I will

have my revenge, no matter what are the conse-

quences."

The woman had grasped the handle of the door

as she thus spoke, and was about to fling out of the

room, when Lady Saxondale made a motion for her

to remain.

"Well—what is it?" demanded Mabel inso-

lently.

" You must not—you really must not give way to

these humours "

"Humours indeed!"—and Mabel burst forth into

another tirade, pretty well in the same strain as

before.

While she was thus giving voluble vent to her

perverse and malignant f(!olings. Lady S«x(mdale

gradually grew grave and thoughtful. Some idea

seemed to be expanding in her mind, and it waa



160 THE MYSTERIES OF THE COURT.

evident this new thought was tcndinjr towards a "Nuiiscnsc!" ejaculated Juliana. "We are get-

desperate resolve. Miibel was still too much a prey tin^^ too old for such mawkish sentimental Lsm; and
to her irritated feelings to notice the ominous es- I for one mean in future to be my own mistress.

pression which Lady Saxondale's countenance had But this woman 1 must go and ascertain if it bo
gradually assumed ; and after giving vent to some she."

more of her ill-humour, she abruptly withdrew.
|

With these words Juliana tripped forth from ths
" This matter is a7so coming to a crisis!" muttered dining-room which opened into the hall. On the

Lady Sasondale to herself as the door closed behind opposite side was the parlour into, which persons

the housekeeper. "Mabel is now the most danger- calling on any private business were usually shown;

ous of all those with whom I have to contend.

But "

And she stopped suddenly short, while the sinis-

ter lowering of her brows, tlie firm compression of

her lips, and the decided air with which she turned

towards the window, sufTiciently indicated the adop-

tion of some energetic resolve.

Soon afterward? a footman entered to announce

that dinner was served up. Lady Saxondale accord-

ingly descended to the diuing-room, where Juliana

and Constance had already met. The three ladies

dined alone together that day : there was no com-

pany invited—and such a dinner was always held as

the dullest thing in the world amongst people in

high life. For the families of the aristocracy have

seldom any resources of their own—while the frivo-

lities and platitudes of fashionable life boeome weari-

some to a degree, stale and flat beyond measure,

when practised amongst themselves. Thus it is that

they seldom dine without guests at thoir table. On
the present occasion, therefore, thefhnner-scene was
tedious and insipid to a degree: but little conversa-

tion passed, and that was of a languid description.

Xfevertheless Lady Saxondale was the whole time

watching Juliana's countenance, without appearing

to take any unusual notice of her. She looked, with

the keen eye of a mother, to probe the young lady's

secret to the very uttermost, and ascertain if there

were any indications to confirm her worst suspicion:

but on this head she could gather nothing certain.

The cloth was removed and the dessert was upon
the table, when Francis Patoa entered the room

;

and accosting Lady Saxondale, bent down and whis-

pered something in a low voice. Her ladyship gave
an involuntary start, and even turned pale for

and it was in that parlour the young lady knew her

mother to be now closctted with the woman whose
arrival had been announced by Francis. No one
was in the hall at the moment ; and Juliana, unable
to resist the opportunity and the temi)tation, ap-

proached the parlour-door. She heard a female

voice speaking at the moment.
"But I insist upon it," said this voice, in a per-

emptory manner and with loud accents. " I insist

upon it, I repeat."

" Hush ! do not be so violent," immediately an*

swercd La ly Saxomlale in an imploring tone, which
sounded sing'olar indeed when coming from her

haughty lips. " llow can J possibly do it ? The
police have got the matter in hand "

" Yes : they have, and you have put them too

much on the right scent," at once retorted the

woman. "Chiffiu—for that's the name of the prin-

cipal one—is a man too useful to me at times to bo

parted with so easily——"
"But consider, my good woman," urged Lady

Saxondale, "how extraordinary it will seem if I

send for the olRcer who has this matter in hand, and
tell him that I would rather put up with the loss of

my property than have him proceed farther in the

matter. I cannot do it: it would compromise me
seriously. Ask what you will for yourself—I will

give you more money "

" No—I am bent on this, and wiH have it done,**

rejoined the woman, in a still more peremptory tone

than before. " Don't thwart me, Lady Saxondale: or

else
"

At this moment Juliana's ear caught the sounds of

footsteps ascending the stairs from the servants'

offices below ; and she was compelled to make a

ment—all of which was observed by Juliana, ' precipitate retreat into the dining-room. Terribly

though she appeared to be deeply occupied at the annoyed she was at being thus disturbed in the

moment in cutting off the rind from a slice of pine-
j

middle of listening to a discourse so fraught with a
apple.

I

strange wild interest, and of which she had just

" Tell the person I will see her in a few minutes/' caught a suiHeiency of the topic to excite her live-

iaid Lady Saxondale aloud. liest curiosity. The little she had heard she at

Francis Paton bowed and withdrew ; and her lady-
|

once repeated to her sister ; and Constance was as-

ship, who evidently remained only for the sake of tonished at the circumstance of any one possessing

not appearing to be flurried by the announcement the power to dictate in such a way to her mother,

she had received, aflfected to talk a little more Indeed, both the sisters were well nigh confounded

blithely than she had ere now done. But in a few at what had taken place. Tlie object of the woman,
minutes she rose and quitted the room, intimating even from the little which had been said, wivs apparent

that she should return almost directly.
j

enough: namely, to compel Lad^- Saxondale to put
" I am convinced," said Juliana to Constance the a stop to the search which was being instituted bj

moment the door closed behind their mother, " that the police after the men who had broken into the

the message she received was from the same old house. Then this woman must bo intimately e<m-

woman who called the night of the great dinner- nected «nth those men? She had indeed sjiid so!

party. I am certain it is. What would I give to
|

Heavens! by what strange circumstance had such
discover her business ! But I do not see how it is a woman acquired anj' power or mlluenec over the

possible to go and listen at the parlour-door."
" No—do not risk it, dear Juliana," urged Con-

stance. " To tell you the truth, I almost wish we
had not listened to-day when Mr. Gunthorpe called.

It is so shocking a thing to have one's confidence
el»ken in one's own mother !"

haughty Lady Saxondale? Vain and bewildering

conjectures!

"Constance," said Juliana, in a tone far more
serious and grave than she was often wi)nt to adopt,
" I like this circumst.ance less than anything which
has ever yet occurreil. The rovelations our oArs re«
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aeived to-day though the mpdiuni of Mr. Gr.n.

tiiorpe, areas notliiiigiu compansi.in withwliat we
Lave learnt this evening. That our motlier may
Lavo conceived an affection for Sfr. Deveril is

r.othingso very remarkable : forsheis buta woman
after all—and indeed the circumstance becomes
utterly insignificant when viewer) in contrast with

tho incident of the last few minutes. It is clear

that a woman who is the friend and companion of

tin'eves (and judging from her language most likely

R. thief herself) can come to Saxondale House; and
dictate terms in the most peremptory manner to

one of the proudest peeresses in tlie realm ! Thero
is sometliingstrange and unnatural in all this ; and
it mn.st he a curious secret which has thus placed

our mother in this woman's power."
" A secret, Juliana," returned Constance, with

an involuntary shudder, " which it wore well for

you not to seek to penetrate. Oh ! I wish to hea-
ven that you had taken my advice, and not stolen

forth fioni the room ere now ! I am sadly, sadly
frightened "

" Do not be so foolish, Constance," replied Ju-
,'wnn, Fomewhat sharply. " Whatever this secret

•nay be, I am resolved to penetiate it. Whr knowi

^-y

Xo. -i!. IIJIKI) SLUi
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how serviceable tbe knowledge of it may prove

to us?" she added significantly.

" Good heavens ! iu what sense ?" asked Con-
stance, gazing upon her sister with unfeigned

surprise.
" Do you not catch my meaning ? have we not

secrets of our own ? Well then, the more we know
of our mother's secrets the less can she blame us

for whatever sha might happen to find out in re-

spect to ourselves."

Constance looked pained and vexed at this an-

swer; and after a pause of nearly a minute, she

said in a low hesitating voice, " I think, Juliana,

that even in the last words you have spoken,

there is some hidden meaning wliich I did not

exactly catch."
" My dear girl," replied the elder sister, " we

are both in love and we are both peculiarly

situated. If you marry the Marquis of Ville-

belle, you will be no wife in reality, inasmuch
as he lias a wife already : and if I marry Francis

Paton, I become the laugliiBg-stock of all the

world. Now, therefore, under such circum-

stances, it would be by far better for us not to

marry at all
"

"What! and renounce our love?" ejaculated

Constance. " Oh ! if you are so fickle, Juliana,

it is widely different with me!"
" I am as far from holding the intention as you

are of renouncing this passion of mine," responded

Juliana. " I could not do it even if 1 wished :

it is stronger than myself. But I again advise

that we should not marry—and also that we
keep our loves secret."

" And what do you mean, then 7" asked Con-
stance, with fluttering heart and changing co-

lour: for she half suspected the response she

would receive.

" Has not our dear mother," returned Juliana,

with a laugh of ironical archness, "set us the ex-

ample how to act? and did not Mr. Gunthorpe
predict that we should profit by it? Now, my dear

Constance, I have very little doubt iu my own
mind that Mr. Gunthorpe's prophecy will some-
how or another receive its fulfilment."

" Enough, Juliana—enough !" cried Constance,

whose soul retained a sufiiciency of its virgin

purity to recoil from the suggestions which her

elder sister had thus thrown out, and with the

indelicacy of which she was truly and sincerely

shocked. "Oh, my dear Juliana! I beseech, I

implore you, not to allow these thoughts to gain

npon you."
" Can you deny, Constance, that you yourself

have been somewhat changed by all you over-

heard this morning from Mr. Gunthorpe's lips in

respect to our mother?" askid Juliana.
" No— 1 could not deny it," replied Constance,

murmuringly : and it was with an evident reluc-

tance that she looked inward for a moment to

find in the depths of her soul the answer which
she thus gave to her sister's question.

"Let us s;iy no more upon the subject now,"
observed Juliana. " I liave no doubt that by this

time to-inorrow you will have made some progress

in your ideas. It has been so with me. Two or

threehours back— before dinner— I also repudiated

the thought which stole upon me ; and now lean
look it fa-;e to face, deliberately and calmly."

Silence then ensued between the sisters,— Con-
stance falling into a doep and evidently painful

reverie. In a few minutes Lady Saxondale re-

turned to the room ; and it was with no incon-

siderable difficulty that her daoghters could pre-

vent themselves frohi regarding her with a fixed-

ness and intensity of look that might have well

excited her suspicion as to the eaves-dropping
which had been practised by the elder one. Her
ladyehip was certainly pale, and there was a sub-

dued trouble in her looks—a suppressed ten-or

which could not altogether escape her daughters'

notice. But they managed to preserve their

countenances in such away that Lady Saxondale
entertained not the slightest suspicion that they

had acquired any insight into the icene which
had just taken place.

CHAPTER XXXV.

THE SNARE.

We must now return to Henrietta Leyden, whose
mysterious disappearance had plunged her mother
into such profound despair. The reader will re-

member that on the daj' when happiness seemed to

have re-entered the dwelling of tliose who had
known so much misfortune, Henrietta went forth

between three and four o'clock in the afternoon to

pay a visit to the Opera,—her object being t) leave

a note expressive of gratitude for Angela Vivaldi,

and also to explain to the ballet-master the circum-

stances under which she was enabled to retire from
a position which had never been to her taste. It

will also be recollected that Henrietta was enabled,

in consequence of the benevolence of Mr. Gun-
thorpe, to make a consideiable improvement in

her tuilet ; and thus was it that in a plain but

pretty dress, a simple but becoming bonnet, and
a neat shawl, the young damsel tripped gaily

along the streets, she lightness cf her heart giving

a kindred elasticity to her steps.

Sweetlypretty thenappeared Henrietta Leyden
Joy was dancing iu her mild blue eyes ; and instead

of a soft melancholy upon her countenance, her

features beamed with a light even bordering upon
radiance. 'I'hen her figure was so admii-ably set

off, in its slender but symmetrical proportions, by
the neat and taslreful garb which she wore ;—and
beneath the skirt of her dress glancingly peeped

forth those exquisitely shaped feet and beautifully

turned ankles which had so well fitted her for the

ballet-dance ! Yes—full of happiness was now the

heart of the young maiden ; and she had forgotten

tbe unjleasant impression made upon her mind by
her mother's suspicions when she had returned in

the middle of the night with Angela Vivaldi's gold

in her hand. Still, notwithstanding the halo of

happiness which surrounded her, Henrietta's de-

meanour retained that modest reserve and bashful

timidity which belonged to the purity of her cha-

racter ; and though iu her beauty there was at-

traction for the gaze of the libertine, yet in her

manner there was no encouragemoat for his ad-

vances.

Henrietta reached the Opera, and entered the

building as usual by the stage-door. To some
official didsheentru»;thernoteforSignom Vivaldi

;

%aA she passed onward, through the labyrauthiue

corridors, to the stage in order to ajieak to the

ballot-master. Th.ee or four male loungers were
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standing in the wings witnessing the evolutions of

the half-dozen ballet-girls who were practising at

the time upon the stage ,' but Henrietta threw not

more than a passing glance upon those loungers

—and hurrying tiniidlj' bj', fearful of some fa-

miliarity or insult at their hands, entered on the

back part of the stage.

In a few minutes the ballet-master observed the

damsel ; and beckcmiug her towards liiin, said in a

soniewhatangry nuiuuer, " Ilowis it, MissLeyden,
that you were not here atthiee o'clock according to

my directions? You know that you are yet very

imperfect in the piroiief/e, and.also But I see,"

he suddenly interrupted himself, as he noticed the

change in her apparel, " you are like the rest of

tbeii), I suppose, and have now got your liead

turned with fine garments."
" You wrong me, sir," replied Henrietta, the

blood rushing to her cheeks. " I came to apologise

for not being here at the hour named, and to ex-

plain that the Siime cause which prevented me
from attending according to your directions, will

enable me, I hope, to leave the stage for ever."
" And that cause ?" said the ballet-niaster ia-

quiringlj', but ueitliersuperciliously nor insolently :

fortbere was something in the3'ounggiirs manner,
as well as a sinceritj' in her look and her accents,

which made liim hesitate ere he yielded to the

belief that she had f<»ik)wed the usual course and
accepted tiie overtures of some libertine lover,

" As 1 do not wish, sir," rejoined Henrietta, " to

incur the evil suspici(uis of yourself or any one
acquainted with me here, I am glad that you
question nie thus. Heaven has sent a kind friend

to the succour of my poor invalid mother, my
little brother, and myself."

"But who is this friend?" asked the ballet-

master, his curiosity being excited.
" Oh ! such a benevolent, kind-hearted, but ac-

centric old gentleman," returned Henrietta. "I
do not know his name : but he is coming at six

o'clock to conduct us all away from our present

wretched abode to a more comfortable lodging.

He has taken compassion upon us, and has

already given the most generous proofs of his

friendship."

The] e was the unsophisticated communicative-
ness of true gratinide on the part of the youn(?

girl, wliich allowed no scope for questioning her

sincerity. ISlie evidently experienced a pure and
holy joy in thus dilating upon the bounties of

which lierself and those who were so dear to her

had become the object. It would have been im-
possible foi' even the most suspicious individual,

and one who put no confidence in the virtue of

the female sex, to doubt the truth of Miss I ey-

den's artless narrative. The ballet-master, who
certainly had little faith in tlie morals of opera-

dancers generally, nevertheless believed every

syllable which Henrietta spoke; and with a
somewhat kinder tone llian he had ever addressed

her in before, ho said, " 1 wish you well, and hope
that everything will turn out for the best."

She thanked him for his good wishes ; and
having taken leave of him, stayed but a few
minutes more to bid farewell to some of the

ballet-dancers who accosti d her, and who were
curi(jus to learn wheiefore she was going to leave

the Opera. Blie gave the same explanation she
Iiad just given to the ballet-master, and then

hastened away.

Amongst those individuals whom we men-
tioned as lounging in the precincts of the stage,

was one of whom it is necessary to say a few
words. He was a man of abtiut forty years of

age—of sedate and even demure appearance

—

dressed in black, and looking thoroughly respect-

able. His white cravat and the absence of any
shirt-Collar gave him a certain air of sancti-

moniousness: so that he seemed considerably out
of place loitering in the wings of the Opera and
gazing at the ballet-dancers.

This individual immediately recognized Henri-
etta Leyden, tliough she knew him not ; and even
if she had bestowed on him a more observing look

I

as she pasted him by, she would not have remem-

j

bered ever to have seen him before. He however
had seen her — knew full well who she was—and

I

had his own reasons for being secretly rejoiced at

encountering her tliere on the present occasion. He
overheard every syllable wiiich passed between
herself and the ballet-master; and tlie circum-
stances of her simple narrative furnished him
with a suggestion on which he at once resolved

to act. Accoidingly, while Henrietta lingered be-

hind for the additional few minutes to converse
with her late companions of the ballet, the indivi-

dual of whom we have been speaking hurried away
from tliB precincts of the stage ; and threading the

long wiuding corridors, eiueiged frt)ni the build-

ing by tli« stage door in the Hayniarket.

There he waited till Henrietta I.eyden made her

appearance ; and the moment she issued from the

theatre, the individual in question accosted her

with every appearance of anxious hnste.

" You are Miss Leyden, I presume ?" lie said, in

that quick tone and with that bustling manner
which were full well calculated to throw her off her

guard and make her at once fall into the snare

which he was laying for her.

"Yes—that is my name," she answered, survey-

ing him with mingled surprise and suspense.
" I thought so," he exclaimed. " You were so

well described to me "

"By whom?" she asked, her suspense now
niinghng with alarm lest something had happened
at home.
"By him who has sent me hither—your bene-

factor—the old gentleman who visited your lodg-

ing just now, and who promised to return for

you at six o'clock
"

" And he has sent you for me '" cried Henrietta.

1

" Is there aught amiss?"

"No, nothing. Reassure yourself ; be notalarmed.

I Every thingis well. Theexplanationofmy presence

here is that your benefactor returned to your lodg-

ings sooner than he intended, having an appoint-

ment for this evening which he had previously for-

]

gotten;—and he has taken yourmother and brother

1 away to the new place provided for you all."

"How kind! how generous !" ejaculated Hen-

rietta. " But was he angry that 1 had gone out?"
' "Angry—no! But as it is not necessary for

you to return to your old lodging, he has sent me
to escort you to your new one. Come quick,

Miss : for 1 know that his time is precious and as

I have to accompany him elsewhere, he will be

waiting for me."
"1 would not tax his patieuce for the world,"

said Henrietta.

During this rapid colloquy her companion had

led her a little way up the street ; and now ho at
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once suramoned a vehicle from the public Btand.

With every appearance of haste he himself ofR-

ciously opened the door ere the diiver could jump
down : Ileniictta was promptly handed in—her

con)i)anion gave some quick instructious, spoken

aside, to the coachman—then he entered the ve-

hicle—the door was closed—the man leapt up
again to his box—and away they went.

All that we have described, from the first instant

that the individual accosted Henrietta at the door

of the Opera to that nionieut when she found her-

self seated Ijy his side in the vehicle—had passed

with such rapidity that she had not leisure for the

slightest reflection. Her ideas iiad been kept in a

whirl by the hurried, bust ling, and almostanxiously

impatient manner of her companion ; sothattliere

was not even a moment's leisure for a suspicion to

start upin her mind. Norfortlie first ten minutes

duringwhich the vehicle sped rapidly along, did her

companion allowhertime to give way to reflection
; |

but he went on expatiating upon the philanthropy

of herbenefactor, themanycharities which lieprac-
]

tised, the vast amount of good he did, and the de-

light he took he succouring the unfortunate. The
young damsel was naturally charmed at hearing

eucheucomialavislied upontheold gentleman ; but
[

gradually the thought stole into her mind that her
,

presentconipanion liadnotonce mentioned thesaid

old gentleman's name. Then, for thefirst tiniedur-
j

ing this interview, she began to regard with some
degree of attention the person seated by her side.

When however she saw how respectable was big

appearance, how free from anything savouring of

treachery were his looks—and with what respect- i

ful sympathy he appeared to regard her, she again

felt perfectly reassured. Then she ventured to ask

where her now abode was situated ; and her com-
panion at once informed her that it was in one of

the mo!-t delightful suburbs of London—namely,

near the village of Hornsey. Henrietta there-

upon remarked that it was very considerate on
the part of her generous benefactor to have
chosen so salubrious a spot for her invalid mother

;

and this (ib.servatiou again furnished her com-
panion with a topic for expatiation. In this

manner he continued talking until the outskirts

of London were reached ou the northern side,

and the vehicle was rolling along the road to

Horusej'.

Now again did the j'oung damsel begin to expe-

rience a revival of that vague misgiving which had
previously .Trisen in her mind. Insensibly the idea

stole upon her that her companion sustained so

rai)id and continuous a discourse in order to keep

lior attention engaged; and as this idea gained

upon her, she could not help throwing at him
dubious and uneasy looks. These however he

did not appear to notice, but sought fresh topics

for conversation ; and though Henrietta had by
this time ceased to answer him through the in-

fluence of her augmenting ter. ors, he still went
on as volubly as ever.

Her alarm grew to an almost intolerable pitch.

A secret voice whispered in the depths of her soul

that all was not right; indeed she felt like one be-

trayed into a snare. Again did she glance at her

companion ; and now she thought there wassome-
thing sinister beneath the sedateuess of his looks.

IJut what was she to do? Suppose that, after all,

everything ho had said was correct, bow iusultiug

would it be alike to him and hor benefactor if she

were to manifest the suspicions which were so ra-

pidly acquiring strength in her bosom ? Henrietta
accordingly made up her mind to see the adven-
ture to its issue, no matter what that result

might be ; and she even endeavoured to appear
cheerful and gay, and to resume her part in the
discourse, so as to prevent her companion from
fathoming her uneasiness.

The village of Hornsey was reached ; and the

vehicle, turning into a diverging road, stopped at

the gate of a large and handsome-looking house.

It stood a little way back and was so embowered
in tall and thickly umbrageous trees, that all its

extent could not be immediately discerned : but
when the gate was opened by a gardener who
was at work ou the premises, and the vehicle

passed up the shady avenue to the portico in

front of the house, Henrietta at once found her-

self at the entrance of a mansion. The poignancy
of her suspicions now shot with a galvanic pang
througli her heart : but the very next instant an
idea sprang up in her mind giving incalculable

relief. What if the mansion really belonged to

her benefactor, and that in the carrying out of

his generous purposes he had resolved to afford

her invalid mother, herself, and her little

brother a home in this healthfully situated

dwelling?

But she had not time for any farther reflection

her companion had sprung out of the vehicle,

and giving her his hand, assisted her also to

alight. Painfully balanced between hope and fear

—trembling to advance, j'et not daring to retreat

—Henrietta stood for a few moments on the steps

of the portico ; and then, making up her mind
with a desperate effort, she suffered herself to be

conducted into the mansion.

A servant in splendid livery hold the front door

open ; and she found herself in a hall paved with

marble and cmbellis-hed with statues. A noble

ascent of staircase faced the front entrance ; and a

side door which stood open i-evealed the interior of

a sumptuously furnished parlour. In short, the

very first glimpse wiiich the damsel thus obtained

of these features of the mansion, showed her that

it was evidently the abode of wealth and luxury,

and her heart sank within her. For now rushed

the idea to her mind that it was by no means
probable any man—and that man a complete

stranger—would do so extraordinary generous a

deed as to transfir herself and her relatives from a

wretched attic to a palatial residence. It was a phi-

lanthropy belongingto romance and not to reality,

such a change as one might read of in fairy tales,

but not such as was wont to happen in the true

world. All this occurred to Henrietta's mind in a

moment ; and she turned her terrified looks upon
her companion. Now slie thought she beheld a

sardonic kind of smile blending indefinably with

the sedateness of his countenance ; and she felt

incliued to cry out—but fear choked her utter-

ance. At that instant a door facing the one which

stood open, afforded cgre.-s to an individual whom
she iustantaneonsly recognized but too well ; and
all her terrors being confirmed in a moment, she

gave vent to a wild shriek— burst from the hold

of her companion—and sprang towards the front

door. But the footman in the gorgeous livery

banged it violently ; and the dread conviction

smote her heart that she was a prisoner !

Almost frantic—with frenzied look and reeling
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braiu—she turned round towards tho individual

whom slie had recognized : but a sudden dizziness

came over her—she staggered—mechanically ex-

tended ber arms to clutch at something that might
save her from falling—and was received in the

embrace of Lord Everton

!

CHAPTER XXXVI.

B E E C H-T REE LODGE.

Yks—it was a house belonging to Lord Everton to

which Henrietta Leyden had thus been brought

:

be it was whom she had at once recognized as he

issued from the apartment opening into the hall

;

and in his arms was it that she was received when
consciousness abandoned her.

Let us pause for a few moments to give some ne-

cessarj' particulars. The individual who had en-

trapped the young damsel to Beech-Tree Lodge

—

for so the mansion was named—was a confidential

person in the service of his lordship. His name
was Bellamy—Mark Bellamy, as he was generally

called by his patron. In certain respects he was
treated with the familiarity of an equal, and was
ostensibly themaster of the house, as will hereafter

be explained—though in reality it was Lord Ever-

ton's. Bellamy was a factotum—the ready instru-

ment whereby Everton was enabled to carry out

many of his dark unhallowed purposes; and being

deep in his lordship'sconfideuce, he was largely re-

compensed. Though not exactly a gentleman by
birth, he had nevertheless received a tolerably good
education, and was of manners sufKcieutly agree-

able : in addition to which, he possessed the consum-
mate art of adapting liimscflf to all circumstances

and persons, as occasion might require. Having
seen much of tho world, he possessed a large ex-

perience in all its vices, hypocrisies, and villauies
;

and beneath the mask of a demure sedateness,

assisted by a sanctimonious style of ajiparel, ho

concealed a disposition of the most heartless kind

and a character stained by countless iniquities.

Some weeks previously to the time of which wo
are writing, Loid Everton had mentioned to Kim
the name of Henrietta Leyden, and had promised

him a handsome reward if he would by any pos-

sible treachery manage to inveigle that young girl

to Beech-Tree Lodge. Everton was so good a

paymaster, and especially so bounteous whore the

gratification of his detestable passons was con-

cerned, that Mark Bellamy had resolved to seize an
early opportunity of directing his attention to the

matter. Having made himself acquainted with
Henrietta's personal appearance, he determined to

watch h'^r movements, and had accordingly pro-

ceeded, that very day of which we are speaking, to

the Opera House in the Haymarket, to gleau what-
soever might be useful to him in tiie furtherance of

his design. W ohave seen how, by a coinciileiice,

tlio tiain of circumstances favoured iiis views. The
tale which he overheard Henrietta tell the ballet-

mastei-, at once suggested to tho fertile brain of

Mark Bellamy a means of carrying out the enter-

prise; and he accomplished his purpose with

success. As a matter of course he knew nothing
of the Leydeiis' benefactor; and his elaborate

expatiation upon that gentleman's virtues were
indeed intended as Henrietta had surmised, to
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engross her attention and divert her thoughts
from flowing into channels of suspicion and mis-
trust.

We may now pursue the thread of our story.

When the unhappy girl came to herself, she found
that she was reclining upon a sofa in that room
whose sumptuous interior had caught her eyes
when first entering the hall of the mansion. A
middle-aged female, who had evidently been ad-

ministering restoratives, was standing near. Hen-
rietta threw a terrified look around, in the ex-
pectation of observing the detested old nobleman

:

but it was some relief to her distressed feelings to

discover that she was alone in that room with the

woman standing near her. A ray of hope flashed in

upon her. Surely one of her own sex would not
prove inaccessible to her entreaties for release ?

Inspired by the thought, she looked up into the

woman's countenance to see if its aspect justified

lier hope : but this survey was oidy destined to

experience the bitterest disappointment.

The woman was about six-aud-forty years of

age ; and her features which had evidently once
been exceedingly handsome, bore the marks of the

insatiate passions which had furrowed those linea-

ments long before the hand of time could have
begun to trace deep wrinkles there. Even to the

innocent and inexperienced mind of the young
maiden, that countenance betrayed the evil nature

of the woman's heart : it was the scorched, seared,

and ruined veil which instead of concealing, af-

forded an index to the desecration of the shrine

within. Her hair was streaked with silver, but

gave no venerable appearance to the face : on
the contrary, it seemed a part of the remains of

a beauty which even in the days of its glory had
been fearful in itself, because associated with pas-

sions of the fiercest and most ungovernable na-

ture. Her dark eyes still shone with a remnant
of their former fires, but subdued to a lurid light,

and at times bursting forth in sinister flashes, like

the flame of a volcano seen through the pitchy

darkness of a night of storm. Altogether she

was a woman who appeared utterly incapable of

one generous feeling—one holy idea one tender

sympathy : and it was in mingled horror and des-

pair that poor Henrietta Leyden averted her looks

and gave vent to her feelings in a Buddou burst

of aiiguish.

" Now understand me, my pretty dear," saidthe

j

woman, in a voice which had that loss of harmony

j

almost amounting to hoarseness which is so fre-

I

quently the result of a dissipated life on tho part of

j

females,—" it is not of the slightest use for you to

j

givewaytoany silly grief. Here you aie—and here

you will stop as long as it pleases his lordship :

but I dare say that before long it will suit you
well enough to remain here of your own accord."

•'No—never, never !" shrieked forth Henrietta,

as she sprang in wild freimy frnm the sofa. "I
would sooner perish than stoop to dishonour "

"Dishonour indeed!" echoed tho woman, her

I

thin withered lips wreathing in supremo contempt

mingled with scorn : " have you got that silly

word S) ready for use on the tip of your tongue V

Know you not that ii is mere idle cant to use it ?

Dishonour indeed ! If there be dishonour at all

I

in tho world, it is only to bo found attached to

' poverty ; and it is fnun poverty that you may be

j

lifted up if you choose. However, we will not

talk more upon the subject at present. 1 daro say
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that we shall have plenty of opportunities of ex-

pressing our opinions together on this and other

points ere we separate."
" And is it really your intention," asked Hen-

rietta, utterly reduced to despair by those last

words which augured a long captivity for her, " to

keep me a prisoner here in defiance of the law ?"

" The law!" echoed the woman, with another

scornful look, and this time it was accompanied by
a still more sardonic laugh. " The law is only made
to coerce the poor, and not to restrain the rich."

"Heavens! into whose power have I fallen!"

cried Henrietta, wringing her hands in anguish as

fihe sat down again on the sofa : for it really

seemed to her as if a fiend in human shape, and not

one of her own sex, were flinging these proud
defiances alike at virtue and at legality.

" You have fallen into the hands of a nobleman
who will ensure you against want for the rest of

your days, and lavish all the advantages of wealth

upon you," returned the woman, " provided that

you willingly accept the destiny marked out for

you. But if, on the other hand, you play the silly

prude However, I will not threaten you in

respect to that alternative ; because you have not

been in the house as yet a quarter of an hour,

and have passed through a fainting fit during that

brief interval."
" Now listen to me," said Henrietta, suddenly

wiping the tears from her eyes, and speaking with

firmness and energy. " I have a mother who has

been very, very ill, and whose health is still most
precarious. My prolonged absence from her may
be followed by fatal consequences. I have a little

brother, only seven years old ; and if anything

should happen to my poor mother, who is to take

care of him while I am in captivity here ? I con-

jure you, if you have the slightest spark of feeling

in your breast, to suffer me to go hence ; and I

declare solemnly that I will take no step to punish
the authors of this outrage. But if you refuse

this prayer which I offer up, I warn you that I

will exert every effort to summon succour to my
aid. My screams and shrieks shall pierce be-

yond these walls—there are other houses at no
great distance—the passers-by in the road must
likewise hear me Or if these means fail, then
will I watch the first opportunity to precipitate

myself from a window, no matter what height

from the ground. In short, I am desperate

!

You may think me a weak and powerless young
girl; but the maddening nature of my thoughts
will inspire me with the strength and the courage
of a giantess !"

" All this is remarkably fine, very heroic, and
very romantic indeed," observed the woman, with

the cold irony of disdain. " The only misfortune

is that your appeal to my sympathy is as useless

as if you addressed yourself to one of the statues

in the hall ; and the accomplishment of your
threats will prove somewhat more difficult than

you imagine."
" Good liuavens !" cried the wretched Henrietta,

"is it possible that any one in female shape can

proclaim herself as heartless as the cold insensate

marble ? Woman, you must be a fiend—j'ou

must be a fiend !" shs added, with an outbuist of

uncontrollable vehemence. " And as for what I

have threatened to do, jou «annot prevent mo

—

no, you cannot prevent me ! My screams shall

raise the whole neighbourhood!"

With these words, uttered in wild frenzy, Hen*
rietta sprang towards the nearest window : butshe
recoiled with a sudden horror on observing that it

was well provided with iron bara. Her agonizing
glance was flung towards the two other windows
which belonged to the same room ; and at each
did slie observe a similar grating. Just heaven !

where was she ? what prison was this ? Reeling
half round, with a frighful dizziness in her brain,

the unhappy girl staggered to a seat, on which she
sank down ; and at the same moment the mocking
laugh of that fiend- like woman rang in her ears.

"Now, Miss Leyden,"saidthisdreadful creature,
" do you begin to understand that your threats are

all as ridiculous as your own silly prudery ? There
is not a window in the house which is not thus de-

fended with iron bars ; and therefore you will be
spared the disagreeable alternative of self-destruc-

tion. As for your screams, you are quite welcome
to open one of those windows and shriek forth

till you lose your voice altogether. I can assure

you that none of the neighbours will think of

coming to your assistance. They will only wonder
what poor maniac has been brought hither."

" A maniac !" echoed Henrietta, springing up
from her seat as if galvanized with the light of

the horrid truth which now flashed to her mind:
"a maniac, did you say? What house then ia

this?"—and her voice sank to a subdued and awe-
inspired lowness of tone as she put the question.

" I do not intend to be too communicative, my
pretty dear," responded the woman :

" but it may
be that Mr. Bellamy—that is the gentleman who
broughtyouhither—keeps a privatelunatic asylum
where he from time to time receives patients "
"Enough, enough!" interrupted Henrietta,

hysterically ; and again sinking down upon the

seat, she covered hei* face with her hands, the
tears gushing forth between her fingers.

" So you perceive," continued the woman, who
appeared to take a devilish delight in making
known to the young lady the utter hopelessness of

her position, " that you will not be gratified with
the facility of leaping from a window : nor will

it be worth while to spoil your sweet voice by in-

effectual screams. I would advise you to com-
pose yourself—to make up your mind to the

destiny which is inevitably yours ; and whenever
you think fit, I will conduct you to the apart-

ments which you are to occupy. You need not
hurry yourself, unless you like : I am in no hurry
myself. Therefore, whether you come now or

two or three hours hence, is not of the smallest

consequence to me."
Henrietta pressed her fingers to her throbbing

brows, and endeavoured to steady her thoughts.

She saw the inutility of giving way to her anguish
;

and as the hope of escape was the only one which
now remained to her, she thought that the sooner
she made herself acquainted with the quartere to

be assigned to her, the better. She accordingly

wiped her eyes—struggled with a powerful effort

to subdue the violence of her grief—and inti-

mated to the woman that she was ready to ac-

company her.

"Just as you please," was the cold ironical

answer: and she who gave it forthwith con-
ducted the young captive out of the room.

They passed into the hall, and thence ascended
that handsome flight of stairs already mentioned
They reached a landing adorned with statues,



THE MYSTEKIES OF THE COURT. 167

viises, and paintings, and whence three or four

doors iipeued into the apai;tments on that storey.

But tliere they baited not: another ascent was
mounted—another landing reached. Here the

woman paused for a moment, and glanced along

the ariay of four doors which appeared on that

storey, as if she hesitated to which apartment she

should assign the youthful prisoner. Her deci-

sion was however promptly made ; and opening

one of the doors, she conducted Henrietta into a

suite of thi'ee rooms, beautifully furnished.

These rooms opened one into another, and had

no visile issue except the door on the landing by
which they had just entered. The first apartment

was evidently fitted up as the one where meals

might be taken : the next was to serve the pur-

pose of a drawing-room : and the third was abed-
chamber. They all three had their windows at the

back of the house ; and these windows were
barred. But the view therefrom was far more
cheerful than that which the front of the house

commanded: for these windows looked upon a

beautiful garden in the rear of the building,

.-tretcliing out to a considerable extent, and
bounded by a shrubbeiy of evergreens, beyond
wbicb lay tl)e green fields of the open country

;

and as all that neighbourhood is characterised by
picturesque scenery, the view from the windows
was altogether exceedingly beautiful. But what
view can possess any cliarms for the captive who
gazes upon it between iron bars?

" These are your apartments," said the woman.
" In the cupboards and drawers of the bed-

chamber you will find plenty of changes of

raiment, some of which will fit you as exquisitely

as if made by a milliner to your shape. The
toilet-table affords all appropriate requirements

In eacii room there are bell-pulls; and your

summons will always be promptly answered.

Your table shall be served with all dainties:

everything shall be done to render you cheerful

and contented, unless you resolve to be doggedly

obstinate and perverse. In the middle room you
may observe a number of books, some of which
must doubtless suit your taste. When it strikes

your fancy to take exeicise, there is the garden

at your service. All these pieces of information I

give you by Lord Everton's command. There is

no attempt to disguise from you the fact that you
are a prisoner, at least for the present : but how
long you may remain so, depends entirely upon
yourself. You comprehend me? and therefore

your dustinj- is thus far in your own hands, that

whereas you are now a captive in this house, you
may become the free and happy mistress of it

whenever you think (it. 1 need say no more."

The woman had been permitted to make this

long speech without the slightest interruption on
Henrietta's part, bi cause the young damsel was
under the influence of too profound a terror—too

paralysing a consternation, to be able to interject

a.single word or comment. She sat down in a dull

dumb stupor,—her eyes (ixed vacantl}' ia the di-

rection of tlie wi)idow, beyond tlie iron bars of

wliich stietchod tlio smiling countiy,—tlie ver-

dure of the fields and trees all brilliant and glow-
ing in the sunliglit of tlie delicious sumnier

evening. But Henrietta beheld not now tliat

charming panorama of natural loveliness, dotted

liere and there with country mansions o; pic-

turesque cottages; the whole powers of her vision

were turned inward, in concentrated survey of"

her own sad and well-nigh hopeless position.

The woman, perhaps imagining that the young
captive had fallen into a fit of suUenness, turned
slowly away, and passed out of the suite of

rooms. As the outer door closed Henrietta started

up and listened. It was to catch whether that

door was locked or bolted upon her. Poor thing!

as if those who had taken the trouble to put bars

up at the windows would forget to secure the

door of the cage to which the young fluttering

bird was consigned ! Yes : the sounds of the key
turning and the bolts drawing, reached the
damsel's ears ; and then, with a sudden outburst
of anguish, she wrung her hands violently, her
bosom convulsing with sobs and her lips pouring
forth the bitterest lamentations.

Oh ! how dreai-y and dismal were the thoughts
which now agitated in the brain of poor Henrietta.

Would not her mother indeed have every appa-

rent reason to suspect the worse,—she who was
already so prone to suspicion ! Crucifying reflec-

tion !—and heaven only knew how long a period

was to elapse ere Henrietta would see her
mother again, and be enabled to tell all that

had occurred. And. alas! still more excruciating

reflection !—was it destined that she should
ultimately go forth pure and stainless from this

mansion of infamy? or would not her ruin be

assuredly consummated ?

Unable to endure the torturing poignancy of

these thoughts, Henrietta endeavoured to disti-act

her attention by examining the apartments to

which she had been consigned. Slio had another
reason for entering on this survey: namely, to

ascertain what chances there might be of a sur-

prise on the part of Lord Everton during the

night that was approacliing The reader has

doubtless well comprehended that it was a range

of three rooms opening one into another, and
entirely shut in from the rest of the house by
the door that opened from the landing. She
looked to see if there were any means of secur-

ing this door inside ; and she found that there

were. Yes: there was one of those little sliding

bolts at the bottom part of the lock; and when
this was secured, the door could not be opened
from without save by violence, and therefore

wi^i a noise which could not fail to awaken her.

But was there no other means of communica-
tion with this suite of apartments? Minute and
careful was Henrietta's scrutinizing search

throughout the three rooms; but no other door

save those between the apartments themselves, or

I of thecupboards in the bed-chamber, couldshe lind.

She examined the walls—likewise the wood-work
inside the cupboards—looked under the bed and

behind it—in short, left not a single nook or

corner uninvestigated.

The result of tliis search was so far of an en-

couraging nature that she felt tolenibly sure no

attempt to surprise her in the night would be

made ; and indeed, when she reviewed all tiiat the

woman had said to her, she came to the conclu-

sion that it was Lord Everton's hope oiflier to

weary orpei-suade her into a coniplianco with liia

wishes. If such were the case, it at least promised

her some days' leisure to devise means for es-

cape ; and feeling that this was her only eliance,

she said to herself, " It is useless for me to give

way to ifrief,—indeed worse than uselcsa : for the
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result must be tlie exhaustion of my physical

powers and the prostration of my mental ones.

Let me summon all my fortitude to my aid : for

heaven only helps those who help thomselves

—

and they who yield to despondency and despair,

go half-way towards meeting the crowning cala-

mity."

Strengthened by these reflections, Henrietta

grew more calm. She surveyed the prospect from
the window, and then turned to examine the con-

tents of the book-shelves. There were novels,

and poems, and travels, and some of the annuals,

—in short, a miscellaneous collection of works,

some of which were sufficiently suited to her

taste. She took down a volume, and endeavoured

to read ; but her thoughts were not yet properly

collected, nor her mind adequately tranquillized,

for such employment. She therefore laid aside

the book, and gazed forth again from the windows.
She heard the village-church of Hornsey pro-

claim the hour of seven : and then the outer door

of her apartments wasopeqod. A female servant

made her appearance, bearing a tea-tray. Henrietta

was greatly relieved on observing that it was
not the same fearful-looking woman whom she

had previously seen ; but still there was nothing

in the appearance of this servant to give her any
hope of making her a friend. She was a thin,

sharp-visaged, cross-looking woman, of about

thirty—with that decided compression of the lips

which seemed to imply that she thought it pro-

bable the young captive might appeal to her, but

that she had a negative answer ready to give.

Henrietta did not therefore speak a word to this

woman ; but when she had retired the young dam-
sel gladly partook of the refreshing beverage she

had brought up. In half-an-hour the servant re-

turned to take away the things ; and she then said,

" It was his lordship's intention to pay his respects

to you this evening, but sudden business has

compelled him to go into town, and therefore you
will not see him till to-morrow."

" Does his lordship habitually live here ?" asked

Henrietta.
" No—of course not. I suppose you are aware

that he has got a beautiful house in Belgrave

Square."
" I know nothing of his lordship's circum-

stances," said Henrietta. "Pray who is the

person who brought me up to these rooms V"

" Oh ! the housekeeper, you mean," rejoined

the servant, with a peculiar expression of counte-

nance as she spoke. " You may call her Mrs. Mar-
tin when you want to addroes her by name ; and,

for my part, I answer to the name of Susan.

Your's, I believe, is Miss Leyden ?"

" Yes," replied Henrietta ; then after a pause

she asked, though somewhat hesitatingly. "Are
there many people in tiiis house? I mean any
others besides myself—in the same position

"

Susan looked very hard at Henrietta for a few
moments, as if to fathom her reason for asking

this question ; and then she abruptly replied,

"No—none." There was another brief pause;

and then she asked, " At what time do you like

to have supper? and have you any particular

orders to give about it?"
" I shall retjuiro nothing more this evening,"

responded Henrietta.

The woman took up the tea-tray and issued from

the room, locking and bolting the door behind her

Two more hours passed, tediously and anxiously
enough : for Henrietta could not help keeping her
thoughts constantly rivetted upon her mother and
brother, who must be so cruelly afHicted at her
absence. And then her beuofactor, too,—that old
gentleman with whose name she herself was un-
acquainted,—what would he think of her disap-
peai'ance? Would he still carry out his benevo-
lent plans in respect to providing a new lodging
for her invalid mother and little Charlie ? or would
he look with so much suspicion on her mysterious
disappearance as to abandon in disgust any
farther development of his charity in that quar-
ter?

We need not however dwell any longer flpon

poor Henrietta's reflections: the reader can be at

no loss to imagine what she felt or endured iu the

first hours of her captivitj'.

At nine o'clock, when the dusk set in, Susan
made her appearance with candles, and also with
a tray covered with sandwiches, cakes, fruits, and
wine,—intimating " that Mrs. Martin had ordered
her to bring up these refreshments in case Miss
Leyden might choose to partake of them."' She
then asked if she required anything more ; and
on receiving a reply in the negative, wished
Henrietta good night and departed.

The young damsel now secured the door by
means of the sliding bolt above referred to ; and as

an additional precaution she placed a chair slant-

wise against the lock. When the clock of Hornsey
church struck ten, she resolved to retire for the

night ; she was thoroughly exhausted in mind
and body, and was moreover anxious to seek re-

fuge from her unpleasant reflections in the obli-

vion of slumber. The door of communication
between the dining-room and drawing-room was
furnished with a key—and she therefore locked

it. In the same manner did she secure the door
between the drawing-room and the bed-chamber

;

and thus she felt convinced that her rest could

not possibly be disturbed by any stealthy intru-

sion. Having laid aside her apparel and said her
praj'ers, Henrietta sought her couch, where not-

withstanding the bitterness of her thought*, sleep

soon fell upon her eyes.

CHAPTER XXXVII.

MYSTERIOUS OCClTRREXCEa.

How long she had slept she knew not : but she

awoke suddenly and with a feeling of terror, as if

pursued by the influence of some unpleasant

dream—or else startled by some noise in the room
—she could not tell which. Slie had extin-

guished the candle ere retiring to rest : but

the night being clear and beautiful, and the win-
dows draped only with muslin curtains, all objects

were perfectlj' visible iu the room. Her eyes

were cast around with that feeling of terror in

the midst of vvliich she had awakened: but she

beheld nothing to justify lier alai-ms. Still that

terror was upon her—positive and real in its

painful sensation—but vague and undefined as to

its cause. The perspiration was standing out in

large drops upon her forehead j and she felt the

cold tremor of consternation all over her.

Then she strore to recollect what she had
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Been ctreamhi^of: but she' could not remembBr that

he hod been dreaming at aB. She lay perfectly
I

still, unable to move a limb, and with aU the senea- •

tions of having experienced some alarm, either in a

vision or by the unknown circumstance that had

thus startlingly awakened her.

Perhaps five minutes might have elapsed while

she was in this state of consternation ; and then she

heard a strange rustling of clothes in the room.

Yes—she distinctly heard it; and the flesh crept

upon her bones—her hair stood up by the roots

—

the perspiration broke out again, cold and clammy
upon her. But now all was silent once more. What

|

could it be? Suspense grew intolerable—and yet

she dared not spring from the bed to search if any

erne were in the room. For another minute a solemn

silence lasted ; and then she again heard the rustling

oi garments, and distinctly beheld one of the half- i

drawn curtains at the foot of the bed slowly pulled i

bick. Her eyes were rivetted in awful ten-or upon

the spot; and then she perceived a human shape

appear in the opening between the curtains. She

endeavoured to shriek out—but her tongue clave

to the roof of her mouth: she could not avert

her eyes even if she had wished to do so. The
|

shape was that of a man enveloped in a dressing-

gown gathered by a cord at the waist; but for

the fii'st few moments Henrietta could not see

his face clearly in consequence of the shade of

the curtains. Slowly however he bent forward;

and then, his countenance was revealed—but, Oh ! a

countenance so ghastly pale, so sad and mournful in

its look, that the young damsel felt convinced it was

eome apparition from the other world that was thus

gazing upon her. She gave one gasping moan of

iqefi'^le horror—and her senses abandoned her.
[

When she awoke again, the sua was shining—the

room was filled with light—the birds were singing

in the trees of the garden—and everything seemed

cheerful and gay. The horrible and mysterious in-

cident of the night arose in her memory ; and shud- '

deringly she flung her looks around with the dread

01 again beholding that unearthly figure. But she

saw nothing to terrify her. She sat up in bed

—

gazed more searchingly about—and gathering cour-

age, descended from the couch- Still she saw

nothing to revive her terrors. She glanced towards

the door—it was shut; and a closer examination

showed her that it was locked as she had left it. Now
she began to suspect that what she had beheld was
merely in a dream ; and yet she was slow and hesi-

tating in her progress to such a conclusion, inas-

much as every detail of the occurrence was so

vividly impressed upon her mind. She remembered

having been awakened—remembered also the terror

she had then experienced, as if from the instinctive

knowledge that there was something dreadful in the

room even before it had looked in upon her between

the curtains. She remembered likewise its shape,

and that sad pale face which had bent forward

towards her.

But was it not possible that though she might

have awakened in terror under the influence of

some unpleasant dream, she had gone to sleep again

and hud then in another dream, or in continuation

of the former one, seen the figure which was so im-

pressed upon her memory ? TJiis was indeed the

only rational solution of the mystery : for however

deeply her superstitious terrors might have been

aroused in the solemn silence and setifii-obaCarity of

the night, Henrietta was by no means inclined to
put faith in apparitions now that the sun waa
shining, the birds were singing, and nature seemed
so gay and cheerful without. She never had be-

lieved in spirits—she could not new : but if it were
not a spirit, it could scarcely have been a living

figure, because there was not the slightest indication

of how it could have obtained ingress to the room,

or have efiected its egress. The do(*r was locked,

and there seemed no other door save those of the

cupboards in the chamber.

Henrietta passed into the drawing-room, and

found the door at the farther extremity likewise

locked as she had left it. She proceeded on into the

dining-room, and found the outer door also as she

had left it. The sliding-bolt was fast, and the chair

was slant-wise against the lock.

" Then assuredly it was a drean !" said Henrietta

to herself. " But how singular a dream—impressed

with all the vividness oi .reality! No wonder is it

if weak-minded persons, after such a dream as this,

should entertain the ineradicable conviction they

have seen spirits from the other world!"

But eten while thus coming to the conclusion

that it was naught save a dream, Henrietta Leyden
experienced a lingering doubt—a latent uncertainty,

in the depth of her soul. There was moreover a

depression oi spirits, altogether apart from the in-

fluence of the thoughts excited by ber captive

position. Her nerves had been shaken, and on

returning to her bed-chamber to perform her toilet,

she found herself every now and then looking

anxiously around with the apprehension of seeing

that shape, with its pale and melancholy counte-

nance, standing behind her. She examined the

bed-curtaius ; and though it certainly struck her

that one at the foot of the couch had been drawn

back somewhat more than it was when she retired

to rest, yet she could not be positive on this point.

Having dressed herseU', she removed the chair

from the outer door of her suite of apartments;

and soon afterwards Susan made her appearance

with the breakfast-tray. The table was speedily

spread with a most tempting repast, if the poor

girl had experienced any appetite for the viands

thus served up: but a cup of tea and a piece of

bread-and-butter were all the sustenance she could

take. She longed to communicate to Susan the

incident of the past night : she not only telt that it

would be a relief to unbosom herself in that respect,

but she likewise experienced a secret anxiety to

ascertain whether the woman could help her in ac-

counting for the occurrence in a natural way, other-

wise than by attributing it to a dream—in short, if

it were possible that any one could have intruded

into her chamber. But when she looked at the for-

bidding countenance of the servant, and remarked

the decisive compression of her lips, her entire air

repelling any advances towards friendly or familiar

intercourse,—the poor girl was constrained to hold

her peace and ponder the matter in her own mind.

After breakfast Mrs. Martin ascended to Hen-

rietta's rooms. The young damsel recoiled with an

ill-concealed aversion from the presence of this

woman, whom, although she knew nothing of her,

she could not lielp associating with everything vile

and depraved. Indeed, such was the impression

that Mrs. Martin's looks were but too well oalcu-
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Ukted to leave upon the mind; and Henrietta would

much rather have remained in the companionship

of her own thoughts than have the society of this

woman forced upon her.

"I am come to ascertain whether you have found

everything comfortable, and also to inquire into

your present frame of mind:"—and as Mrs. Martin

thus spoke, she fixed her searching eyes earnestly

upon the young captive.

" You may surround me with al! the riches of the

universe," was the reply ;
" but they would give me

no comfort in my present position. As for the

state of my mind, it is not to be comprehended by

one who has admitted herself to be inaccessible to

sympathy as a marble statae,"

" At all events, your spirit is not broken, Miss,"

said the woman, with that same biting irony which

she had displayed on the preceding evenLug.

Henrietta gave no answer : she did not choose to

be drawn into a war of words nor. an altercation

with Mrs. Martin.
" I am sorry to see that you are alike obstinate

*nd perverse," resumed this woman: "but such a

humour will Ln no respect tend to your tranquillity.

Lord Everton will be here by mid-day : he will see

you then—and I should advise you to treat him
kindly."

"Infamous woman'" ejaculated Henrietta, her

cheeks becoming crimson and her eyes flashing fire,'

—those ejes that were wont to beam with so mild

end serene a light. " It is impossible not to com-

prehend the detestable meaning which is clothed in

your words. If you yourself are utterly callous to

all ideas of virtue, at least do not think so ill of

your sex as to imagine that all are equally in-

famous."

"These are harsh words, young woman," said

Mrs. Martin, as she bit her nether lip, and her eyes

for a moment glared fiercely upon the young cap-

tive : then suddenly conquering her excitement, she

said, "Am I to understand then that you -do not

choose to be on friendly terms with me ?"

Henrietta flung a glance of disgust at the woman,
and then said, " If you purpose to remain here, be

•o kind as to decide in which of the three rooms you
choose to sit."

" So that you may seek another?" was Mrs.

Martin's bitterly uttered response. " But no—it is

n.)t my purpose to force my society upon you.

Perhaps the time will come when you yourself will

seek it. For mark me, HenrieKa Leyden ! a pri-

soner are you here to remain so long as you refuse

the overtui-es of Lord Everton ; and when the days

hang wearisomely long upon your hands, you will

welcome my presence with gladness."

" Never !" was Hemuetta's emphatic response.

The woman threw upon her a mocking glance,

and then took her departure, locking and bolting the

door behind her.

In nervous suspense did Henrietta await the

threatened visit from Lord Everton ; and when she

heard the clock of Homsey church proelaita the

hour of noon, her e^citemenc rose to a pitch that

was almost intolerable. She could not settle her

mind to the adoption of any particular course. At
one ii\stant she resolved to overwhelm him with re-

proaches—at another to throw herself at hie t'cet auil

beseech him to restore her to liberty. Tlion she

thought that she would do well lo array herbclt' iu

' the garb of hypocrisy, and by holding out hopea of

I

eventual surrender throw him off his guard and ob-

tain relaxations of her imprisoumeut which might
furnish an opportunity ef escape. But against thia

project the purity of her soul revolted : she could

not bring herself to play such a game of duplicity,

—and moreover, on second thoughts, she doubted

whether it would succeed with one so wary and ex-

perienced in all degrees ot cunning as Lord Everton.

1

Thus, when that nobleman made his appearance

shortly after mid-day, Henrietta was Ln that ner-

vous agitated state which left her altogether unde-

cided in what manner to receive the author of her

present sufierings. His lordship has akeady bees

;

described to the reader as an old man of about sixty-

five, made up with all succedaneous contrivances

and with all the artifices of the toilet, so as to wear

j

a youthful appearance. Not only was he one of the

I

richest but also one of the most depraved and profli-

' gate members of the aristocracy ; and a long careef

I

of crime, practised with impunity, had rendered him
bold and daring in adopting the means to gratify his

passions. For this sole purpose indeed did he seem
to exist,—regarding wealth on'y as the instrnmcMt

whereby the aim was to be accomplished, and not &
a something whereby he might benefit his fellow-

j

creatures. We will not pause now to state the cir-

eumstanees under which he had become possessed

of the title that he desecrated and the riches that he

prostituted. Suffice it to say that there wei'c «ome
strange tales told concerniug hiiu at the time he be-

came Lord Everton : but having once succeeded in

grasping rank and fortune, he, witli characteristic

shamelessness, defied the world and laughed at what

it said of him. We may however observe hero that

he was a widower and childless, and that there wa»

no heir to his title or estates. For this he cared

nothing; he had no ambition to perpetuate hit

name, being utterly indift'ercnt as to what might

happen in the world when once death should have

called him away from it. He lived, thought, and

! acted solely for himself: he was selfishness personi-

fied!
" Such was the detestable character who now eh-

tered the drawing-room of Henrietta's apartments,

1 with a smirking self-su(fieieut look, a jaunty air,

and a dcbonnair gait. Henrietta had frequently

seen him at the Opera, where she had been perse-

cuted by his overtures ; and then she had thought

him exceedingly ugly; but now she regarded liitn

' as a hideous monster—something to be loathed as

i
well as execrated—something to be shrunk from

as well as viewed with mingled indignation and

terror. For the fiirtlKr insight which she had ob-

tained into the iniquity of his character since the

first moment she set toot in Beech-Tree Lodge, had

even the eflect of enhaucing his physical ugliness

in her estimation.

" My dear Hinrietta," he began, with a tone and

manner half of cajolery and half of assurance, " I

am given to understand that you are not very weB
disposed towards me "

"My lord," interrupted the damsel, "you have

snatched me away from a mother whoso invalid

state demands all my care, and from a little brother

who will be desolate without me. How can I po8»

sibly think of such an outrage without execrating

tlie author uf it—and perhaps iu time burning 4«

avenge iti"'
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" The word revenge, my dear girl," replied Everton,

totally unabashed by the maiden's answer, " should

not be broatbed by lips that were formed only to

talk of love. However, if such be your mood, I

must leave you in it for the present. At the same
time I may as well give you sometliing to reflect

upon, and relative to which I should like an early

decision. Be mine, Henrietta, and your mother

and brother shall be nobly provided for; while to

yourself I will guarantee au annuity of five hun-

dred a year for the remainder of your life."

"Have then my decision at once. Lord Ever-

ton !" exclaimed the girl proudly and indignantly.

" My mother would sooner starve—I would sooner

starve—and we would both sooner see a son and

a brother starve, than obtain wealth on such terms.

I know that I am powerless here, and that I am a

prisoner : I know even that you yourself are

wicked enough to attempt any outrage, and that

you are surrounded by those who will only too

faithfully give you their succour. But depend upon
it, my lord, the day of retribution will come. It

may be that long impunity has made yo.u bold and
daring, and that the unfulfilled threats of former

victims prompt you to laugh at mine. But yet it

were a blasphemy against heaven to believe that

good fortune will always attend upon crime, and a

libel upon my sex to suppose that there never shall

be one with spirit enough to avenge her wrongs.

Now, my lord, I have nothing more to say."

Having thus spoken, with mingled excitement

and firmness, Henrietta quitted the room and passed

into the bed-chamber, the door of which she locked.

For two hours did she remain there without coming
forth, not knowing whether her persecutor had
quitted the adjoining apartment or not. At length

some one knocked at the door; and on inquiring

who it was, Henrietta recognized Susan's voice i:i

reply.

"Your dinner is served up, Miss," said the

servant-woman.

The young captive was about to ask whether Lord
Everton was still there; but instantaneously reflect-

ing that if it suited Susan's purpose to answer her

falsely, she would do so, she said nothing but issued

forth from the bed-chamber. Lord Everton was
no longer in the drawing-room, and as Henrietta

entered the dining-room, she became assured that

she was free from his persecutions—at least for the

present. But how long would this tranquillity last ?

She had given him her decision in reply to his pro-

posals; and it was not likely he would ask her to

reconsider them. No : there was every reason, on
the contrary, to apprehend that his conduct would
next be in accordance with his unscrupulous cha-

racter, and that he would either use some diabolic

artifice or else force to accomplish his designs.

Such were Henrietta's reflections; and fearful lest

some soporific might be introduced into the food

served up on the dinner-table, she made her repast

off dry bread and pure water. Ttie board was spread

with all imaginable dainties, suflicient in quantity

.or a party of a doaen, and af quality to tempt the

appetite of the most indiflorent : but none of all

those did the damsel touch. Susan said a few words

to induce hor to partake of the delicacies : but Hen-
rietta gave no reply—and her meal being speedily

•nded, she retired into the next room.
For the remainder of the day she saw nothing

more of either Lord Everton or Mrs. Martin ; and
so far from being encouraged by this circumstance,

she regarded it as a sure omen that her worst anti-

cipations would be confirmed. It was evident—at

least to her comprehension—that no more persua-
sion or cajolery of words would be had recourse to—
no more tempting offers made—but that stratagem
or violence would be the means next employed.
Her tea was served up in the evening: then at

nine o'clock a tray of refreshments, the same as on
the preceding night, was brought in ; and Susan,

having inquired whether Miss Lcyden wished for

anything more, took her departure on receiving a
reply in the negative. Henrietta, with a sad tight-

ening at the heart, now began to make preparations

for her defence ere she sought her bed-chamber.
She bolted the outer door—she placed a chair slant-

wise against it—and then she pushed the table,

which was heavy, up against the chair as an addi-

tion precaution. With the candle in her hand, she
looked carefully about to assure herself that no one
was concealed in the rooms ; and she secured all the

doors as she had done on the previous night. Now
therefore, behold her once agam locked up in the

bed-chamber, where she hkewise instituted the most
rigorous search. But no one was secreted any
where ; and she felt assured that there was no means
of reaching her chamber except by previously pass-

ing through the two other rooms. Those were so

well secured that an entry could only be efl'ected by
violence; and if this took place, the noise would be
certain to arouse her.

The clock of Hornsey church was striking ten as

the poor girl sat down in her bed-chamber to reflect

upon her position. The tears trickled like diamonds
down her cheeks as she thought of what must be her

mother's anguish and little Charley's grief at her

absence and her silence. Vainly did she endeavour

to tranquillize herself—she could not : her mental
agony became almost maddening—she felt as if

frenay were fastening upon her brain. But at length

the tears flowed more quickly—they gushed forth in

a torrent—the pent-up sobs which surcharged her

bosom, found an issue—and when the outpouring of

her anguish was over, she felt considerably re.

lieved.

Now she thought of retiring to rest : but gra-

dually into her mind stole the recollection of the

incident which had so terrified her during the past

night—and a superstitious awe which she could not

shake off, came over her. To toll the truth, she

was afraid to seek her couoh. Still more than half

believing that what had so much alarmed her was
nothing more than a dream, yet she did not alto-

gether believe it was so: and her mind, attenuated

by grief, was all the more susceptible of the influ-

ence of terror. Persons of the strongest nature

have known a position like this, in which on the one

hand their good sense tells them that their fears

might be accounted for by natural means, while on
the other hand those fears themselves will not be

thus reasoned away. Such was Henrietta's con-

dition—and she dared not commence disapparelliag

herself.

There was a large easy chair in the room ; and
she thought that at all events she would not imme-
diately go to bed, but would recline herself in this.

She placed it in such a manner with its back towards

tae window that she could command, as she sat ia
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it, a view of the door, the bed, and the cupboards.

Poor girl ! with her substantial terrors lest her per-

secutor should obtain admittance into her chamber,

were blended her superstitious fears lest that shape

with its pale, sorrowful face should again appear

before her

!

She reclined in the large arm-chair,—the candle,

which stood upon the chest of drawers, showing

forth every object in the room. We need not any

farther attempt to analyze the reflections which en-

gaged her mind : suffice it to say that she sat think-

ing—dismally, drearily thinking—until the clock of

the village-church struck eleven, and soon after-

wards she fell into a doze. She slept for about an

hour, when she slowly wakened up as the clock was

proclaiming the hour of midnight. But it was not

an immediate and sudden awaking as on the pre-

vious night : it was the gradual arousing from the

lethargy of slumber, with a heaviness upon the eyes

and a cloudy confusion of the brain.

For a moment she scarcely recollected where she

was : but as consciousness became more distinct,

she opened her eyes wider. The candle was still

a-hght, but burning dimly—for the flame seemed to

be struggling around an immense length of wick.

It was a sort of mystic gloom rather than a clear light

which filled the cliamber; for the night without was
starless and clouded. Gradually a cold tremor came
upon Henrietta as she thought she beheld some-

thing standing in the deep shade of the curtains at

the foot of the bed. Wildly she strained her eyes

at the same instant that something moved : it came
forward—and now, to her indescribable horror, she

recognized that same shape she had seen ou the

previous night

!

Again did she endeavour to cry out—and again

was the power of utterance choked. Every limb

grew rigid—the blood appeared to freeze in her

veins—every function of life stood still. And yet

her mind had a horrible clearness ; and her eyes too

faithfully fulfilled the power of vision. She beheld

that shape approach :—it was a tall gaunt figure,

thin and lank, wrapped around with a dark garment
resembling a dressing-gown, and confined at the

waist by a string or cord. But the countenance

—

Oh ! the countenance which gazed upon her—surely

it did indeed belong unto the dead ! No tint of

vital colouring had it—but colourless and corpse-

like was it. The eyes were fixed upon her with a
glassy tare; and the expression of the face was
that of solemn sadness—a deep and mournful
gravity—yet fixed and rigid as the look of the dead
ever is.

This shape advanced to within a few feet of where
Henrietta, half-leaning forward in awful horror, sat

gazing upon it. Slowly it raised its hand— its lips

appeared to move—and then so overpowering was
the consternation which lay like a weight of lead

upon the unhappy girl, that sho fell back insen-

sible.

When sho awoke again the candle was still burn-
mg ; and no one was there. The shape, whatever
it were, had disappeared: Henrietta was alone.

For some minutes sho sat utterly unable to move,
and pondering awfully and solemnly upon what had
taken place. Then, obodieat to an impulse which
suddenly prompted her, sho fell upon her knees and
breathed a prayer invoking heaven's protection.

Strengthened by her devotions, she ruM; and

trimming the candle, made it give forth a clear light.

She no longer felt any excitement in her mind, but
a deep and solemn awe sitting upon her soul : nor
was she even frightened now. She knew that she

had done no harm—her conscience was pure—and
if the grave really gave up its dead, surely it could

not be to do her an injury ? Taking up the candle,

she carefully examined the room: but everything

was precisely in the same order as ere she had fallen

asleep. She sat down again, and reflected in a de-

liberate manner—without nervousness, without ex-

citement. That this recurrence of the mysterious

visitation was no dream, she felt convinced : she
knew that what she had seen was with her eyes

wide open in full wakefulness, and not with her
mental vision and in the depth of slumber. Tlie

only question that remained therefore was to decide

whether it was an apparition from another world,

or a mortal denizen of this ? Henrietta dared not

think the former—yet scarcely knew how to believe

the latter. For, admitting the last named hypo-
thesis, how could the individual possibly have ob-

tained ingress to her chamber? wherefore had he
aflected the solemn gravity of a ghost ? why had
he come to frighten her instead of speaking to

her? Could it be a trick on the part of Lord
Everton and his myrmidons in order to enfeeble

her mind, shatter her energies, and reduce her to a
state in which she might the more easily become
the vile nobleman's victim ? No : not for a single

instant could it be held probable that tliis was the

solution of the mystery ; for completely in Lord
Everton's power as she was, such trickery was alto-

gether unnecessary. In short, she knew not what
to think or which conjecture to adopt as tho most
rational.

As she sat in the arm-chair giving way to her re-

flections, sleep gradually stole upon her; and at

length she fell into a profound slumber.

When she opened her eyes again it was broad

daylight, and the sun was shining. She began to

revolve in her mind the transaction of the past

night; and though she still remained convinced that

it was not a dream, she was still as far ofl" as ever

from discovering any solution for the mystery. Sho
was ill through not having taken her proper night's

rest—her spirits were deeply despondent—and she

felt that two or three more days and nights passed

in the same manner would throw her altogether

upon a sick bed. Somewhat refreshed however by

her ablutions, Henrietta issued forth from her

chamber, and found the drawing and dining rooms

just as she had \e(t them over-night. She removed

the chair and table from the outer door ; and soon

afterwards Susan made her appearance with tho

breakfast things. The tea was most welcome to

Henrietta: but sho had no appetite for substantial

food. Having partaken of the beverage, sho opened

one of the windows and wooed the breeze to her

throbbing brows and heated cheeks. Then sho

longed to descend into the ganlcu and walk amidst

the parterres of flowers, or in the shrubbery at tho

end. She was about to express her wish to tho ser-

vant—for sho really felt as if tho monotony of those

rooms would drive her mad—but she cheeked her-

self with the rcilei'tion that by doing so she would

be giving some evidence of a gradual roconcilemcut

to her captive state. But then sho thought again,

that if sh« could obtain a view uf the back part oi
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Iho premises it might possibly suggest a means of

otcape. She accordingly said, "I feel so unwell

through having passed two bad nights, that exercise

and fresh air become absolutely necessary ; and the

person whom you call Mrs. Martin told me I might
walk in the garden if I chose."

"Yes, with Mrs. Martin herself to accompany
you," returned Susan.

" Be it so then," answered Miss Leyden after a

moment's hesitation : for she decided that it would

be better to view the premises even though it were

requisite fur the purpose to endure the presence of

the most odious and detestable woman she had
ever met in her life.

" Then follow me," said the servant : and Hen-
rietta, hastily putting on her bonnet, proceeded

down stairs in company with Susan.

The latter summoned Mrs. Martin from one of

the rooms opening out of the hall; and this wo-

man conducted Henrietta along a passage termi-

nating in a green-house filled with beautiful plants,

and whence a flight of steps led down to the

garden.
" You appear pale and ill, Miss Leyden," said

Mrs. Martin, fixing her sinister-looking eyes ear-

nestly upon her.

"I have no reason to seem cheerful or well,"

was the response. " Indeed I have passed two very

bad nights "
" But you were not disturbed by any noise P"

demanded the woman quickly. "You heard no-

thing strange—unusual "

Henrietta, struck by the peculiarity of Mrs.

Martin's tone, turned her eyes upon her, and
noticed the earnestness of her gaze. It instan-

taneously occurred to her that there was something

in this: and she accordingly said, "I certainly

was disturbed in the night

—

each night," she added

emphatically.

" Indeed— you were disturbed ? But how ?"

exclaimed the woman in a kind of alarm.

"If there be anything in the house that could

disturb me, you are doubtless aware of its exist-

ence," answered Henrietta, determined to see what
course the conversation would take if left to her

companion to direct it.

Mrs. Martin looked in a strangely suspicious

manner at Henrietta, but made no immediate re-

mark. They walked on in silence until they

reached the extremity of the garden; and then,

as they turned to retrace their steps, Mrs. Martin

said, " It is quite probable that you may have

heard some unpleasant noise in the house—and yet

it is strange that I did not overhear it."

These last words she uttered rather in a musing

tone to herself, yet audible enough for Henrietta

to hear. The young damsel said nothing : she was

(Itftermiued not to give explanations, but to elicit

tliem if possible—because it naturally struck her

that if her ghost-like visitant were really a human
being and an inmate of the house, the same means
which afforded him admittance to her room might

furnish her with an avenue of escape. She now,

while retracing her way by Mrs. Martin's side along

the gravel-path, carefully scrutinized the rear of

the building. The garden huil high walls on cither

side, and was bounded by the shrubbery at the bot-

tom. Tlin New River Howcd past the outer edge

U the shrubbery, and thui> hemmed the cucloauro

in at that extremity. The walls stretched down to

the river's brink; and the ends of the masonry
were garnished with long rows of iroa spikes, ao

as to prevent any one from passing round them.
The back of the mansion showed merely a number
of windows, all furnished with iron bars; and the

result of Henrietta's survey was the sad conviction

that even if she could escape from her room into the

garden, she would be as much a prisoner as ever.

" You have not explained to me," resumed Mrs.
Martin after a long pause, "the nature of the

sounds which alarmed you during the night ?"

"You admit then the existence of the proba-

biUty of such alarm ?" said Henrietta : " or in other

words, you are aware that there may have been
strange noises heard ?"

" Since you say so, I am bound to believe you,"

rejoined the woman, who evidently was as much
disinclined to be communicative on the point as

Henrietta herselfl She waited for a reply—bt-.t as

the maiden gave none, she went on to say, " If you
hear anything more to-night you can tell me to-

morrow. But let us now change the conversation.

Are you not becoming weary of this obstinacy on
your part ? Depend upon it you will soon grow
tu'cd of it—if you are not already "

"Instead of changing the conversation," inter-

rupted Henrietta, " let us drop it altogether. I

have now walked enough, and will return into the

house."

"Just as you please," responded Mrs. Martin
coldly : and she led the way back into tho dwelling

through the green-liouse.

When once more alone in her own suite of apart-

ments, Henrietta sat down and reflected on the few

words which had been exchanged between herself

and Mrs. Martin. That in connexion with Beech-

Tree Lodge there was some mystery into which

Henrietta had as yet received small if any insight,

she felt convinced: for when she had spoken of

being disturbed in the night, Mrs. Mai-tin had
suggested noises as the cause, and had evidently

been uneasy that such noises should have been

heard. What noises could they be ? for Henrietta

had really heard none : and whence Mrs. Martin's

uneasiness ? The young girl could not help asso-

ciating wliat she had seen with what Mrs. Martin

supposed her to have heard ; and therein perhaps

lay the mystery. But was the house really haunted

after all ? No: Henrietta felt convinced that there

was some mj-stery connected with natural and not

with preternatural things. In short, was the being

whom she had seen a prisoner within those walls P

and was it some noise made by himself that >[rs.

Martin fancied she might have heard ? But still

recurred the one paramount aud bewildoring ques-

tion -namely, how on earth he had obtained itd-

mittance to her chamber P

Throughout that day she saw nothing of Lord
Everton. Susan brought her up her meals accord-

ing to the regular routine: the evening came—the

usual question was asked between nine aud ten

o'clock, whether she had any farther orders to give

—and on the ncg.itive being returned, the servant-,

woman bade her good night. Then commenced the

same i>rocess of securing and barricading the outor

door as hitherto—the locking of the other doors

—

aud the careful oxaminatiou of her bed-chamber era

Henrietta thoujjhl of takiiij; repose.



THB MTSTTITITES OV TKB COTTBT. 175

All this being done, she deliberated with herself

what course to pursue. Should she sit up, keep

awake, and watch to see it' the mysterious shape

(whether apparition or living being) would revisit

her ? Yes : this was her decision, notwithstanding

she felt exhausted and in need of repose. She

would not entrust herself to the luxurious softness

of the easy chair, lest sleep should overtake her

unawares : but she sat down in a common chair, on

the alert to cast her eyes to any part of the room

whence the slightest sound might emanate. Pre-

sently however she felt a drowsiness stealing over

her ; and then in order to shake it off she rose up

from her seat and paced to and fro. She snuffed

the candle, so that there should be no dimness

wherein she might be taken by surprise; and as

time wore on she grew more nervous, more anxious.

The village-church proclaimed twelve; and Hen-

rietta stood still to count the strokes, so that she

might be assured of the right horn*. The metallic

sound of the iron tongue of Time rolled oscillating

thi'ough the still air of the night ;—but mingling

with the last vibrations of that sound, there seemed

to be the mournful lament of a human voice. Hen-
rietta listened with a sudden feeling of awe ; and she

could distinctly hear a prolonged lamentation—not

loud, but still plain and unmistakable. All in an

instant this was broken by a wild thrilling cry

good heavens, what a cry ! that seemed to rend the

whole edifice in twain. It ceased—all was still-

but the poor girl sank trembling with affright into

the easy chair, which was the nearest to her at the

moment.
Her heart beat with such loud palpitations that

she could hear them as if a clenched hand were

thumping against the cushioned side of the chair in

which she was now reclining. Every fibre and
nerve in her frame seemed galvanized with the sen-

sation of terror. But gradually this feeling sub-

sided ; and she thought to herself that instead of ex-

periencing alarm on her own account, she ought to

feel sympathy on that of the unhappy wretch whose
lament and shriek she had heard. All continued

still and tranquil : the silence which had followed

that appalling cry had something dread and stupen-

dous in it. Henrietta sat in the easy chair, wonder-

ing what it could all mean, and associating in her

mind those lamentations and that cry with the

noises to which Mrs. Martin had alluded, and the

whole with the visitations she had received in her

chamber.

There is a terror the excess of which produces a

re-action that merges into a lulling effeot,—the na-

tural stupor which inevitably follows the extreme

tension of all the nerves. Thus was it with Hen-
rietta Loyden, and insensibly did a sort of dre^iy
repose steal upon her as she reclined in that arm-
chair to which she had in the first instance been so

fearful of entrusting herself.

Her sleep was not however 'sound. It was that

kind of dozing in which cimsciousnoss is not alto-

gether lost, but confused and hazy,—a sort of semi-

sleep from which the slightest sound will startle one.

And thus was Henrietta all in a moment aroused into

complete wakefulness ; and springing up from the

ohair, she beheld some one in her room. But it was
not the mysterious figure of the two former nights

:

it was Lord Everton.

"Wretch!" cried Henrietta in wildest alarm;

and her eyes swept round the room to see if any

open door showed the moans by which he had ob-

! tained admittance : but the survey was vain—and it

I

seemed to her as if he had sprung up from the very

I

floor beneath her feet.-

I

" Charming Hcurictta," said the nobleman, " this

passion will not serve you. Foolish girl that you

are to refuse all the brilliant advantages which I

offer you, but which nevertheless shall be yours in

spite of yourself
"

I

" Coupled with infamy !" murmured Henrietta in

' a hoarse but resolute voice. " No, my lord—never,

! never !"

'
" Let us sit down and converse tranquilly," said

the nobleman. " You perceive that you are in my
power "

I

"Lord Everton, I command jou to quit this

room!" interrupted Henrietta, flinging round her

eyes in search of some weapon of defence. " You
may use force, my lord—but the struggle will be a

' desperate one."

"In which you must succumb!" exclaimed the

old nobleman: and maddened by his passion, ho

suddenly sprang forward and caught the young

captive in his arms.

I

At that instant a third person appeared upon the

I scene—gliding in swift as a fleeting shadow— so

[

suddenly, so quickly, that Henrietta, especially in

I the trouble and excitement of her mind, saw not

whence he came and observed not how. But she

did in an instant recognize this shape : it was the

one she had twice seen before—the one enveloped

I in the flowing gown and with the pale sad face; but

the features now wore a &Orce and terrible expres-

j

sion.

I

"Monster!" was the single word which fell upon

I

Henrietta's ear, and which was addressed to Lord

Everton, who had instantaneously relinquished his

hold on her : and the utterance of that word was

accompanied by a terrific blow dealt by the new
comer, and which laid the old nobleman prostrate

and senseless on the floor.

" This way, this way !" said the stranger, quickly

grasping Henrietta's wrist, and thus proving that

he was indeed a being of flesh and blood.

Then quick as thought he led her round the foot

of the bed to an opening in the wall, through which

they both darted; and now Henrietta found her-

self in a corridor communicating with a staircase

which she saw at a glance was not the principal

ope of the mansion, nor one which she had seen

before. A lamp burnt in that corridor, and another

on the staircase, down which Henrietta was hurried

by her companion. With such mad precipitation

did he proceed, that it was a wonder he was not

hurled to the bottom, dragging her .ilong with him;

and full evident was it tliat he knew it to be a

desperate attempt at escape which they were thus

making.

A vain one too ! For all in a moment the rushing

noise of several footsteps was hoard. " Seize them !

seize them !" were the words which reache<l the cars

of the fugitives ; and in another moment they were

encountered by Mark Bellamy, the footman, Mrs.

Martin, Susan, and the gardener, who all emergofi

from another corridor joining that same staircase ol

the lower storey.

With a dcspcratj^ blow from his clencho<l fist,

Mark Bellamy struck dowq Henrietta's companion j
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and he fell heavily without uttering a word, either

f'tunncd or killed. A piercing shriek burst from

the damsel's lips; and overcome with terror and

despair, she fainted in the arms of the females.

When she returned to consciousness, she found

herself undressed and lying in the bed of that cham-

ber which she knew too well, and whence for a

n»oment there had seemed the hope if not the cer-

tainty of escape. In a word, she was still a cap-

tive at Beech-Tree Lodge.

CHAPTER XXXVIIL

THE MA9QUEKADB.

The Duke and Duchess of Harcourt gave a grand

masquerade-ball at their splendid mansion overlook-

ing the Green Park. Tliis palatial edifice had only

been recently built : it occupied an enormous space

of ground—immense sums had been laid out alike

on its architectural arrangements and its internal

embellishments — and in all respects it was said

to rival the Sovereign's palace in the immediate
'icinity.

The Duke and Duchess of Harcourt were giving

a splendid series of entertainments to celebrate their

•Jistallation in their new residence ; and this

jiasquerade-ball formed one of the festivals. His

Jracewas about sixty-four years of age, and boasted

his descent from one of the oldest families in the

kingdom. Eotrospecting over a long line of an-

cestors— or contemplating their portraits in the

picture-gallery of his new palace—he might safely

reckon amongst them as large a number of mis-

creants, marauders, and ruffians, together with as

pretty a sprinkling of demireps, as ever entered

into the catalogue of any aristocratic genealogy.

But with this point we have at present nothing to

do: suffice it to say that his Grace the Duke of

Harcourt was supremely proud of his bloodstained

ancestors and courtezan ancestresses ; and therefore

we may safely leave him—certainly unenvied— to

such pleasant satisfaction. He was an ultra-Tory

—not from honest conviction, because he was too

shallow-minded to be able to understand great poli-

tical questions or national interests : but he was a

Tory, for the simple reason that his father, his

grandfather, his great-grandfather, and so on, were

all Tories before him—and therefore he inherited

their prejudices along with the hereditary title and
estates. In person, he was a short, thin, lanterii-

visaged, mean-looking little man ; and when stand-

ing next to his valet or his butler, if a stranger had

been asked " Wliich ia the Duke P" he would have

been sure to point out either the valet or the butler

in preference to the Duke himself.

The Duchess was twenty years younger than her

husband—tall, stately, and in the glorious embon-

point of forty-four. She had a proud and haughty

look ; bnt was withal vain, conceited, frivolous, and

narrow-minded. Half-a-dozen children whose ages

varied from sixteen to twenty-four, were the

issue of her union with the Duke of Harcourt : but

we will not now intrude upon the reader the long-

winded and high-sounding names of the three sons

and three daughters forming the olive branches of

this ducal family. Suffice it to say that my Lord
Marquis tke eldest son, who was heir to the t>*4e

and estates, already an M.P., and with the f eeiage

in prospective, was little better than a drivLling

idiot : while his two brothers, having finished their

education at those pandemonia called Universitiea,

were looking out for government places; and hit

three sisters were vain and frivolous girls, reflect,

ing the character and example of their mother, and
looking out for husbands as their brothers were for

places.

It was at Harcourt House, then, that this splen-

did masquerade-ball was given. The aristocracv

and " elite of fashion " (as Court sycophants and
servile scribes phra.se it) had been talking and
thinking of the forthcoming ball for a month past,

and had been making ample preparations for their

appearance at it. When the wished-for evening

arrived, all the approaches to the mansion were
thronged with carriages; and the police showed,
themselves mighty busy with their staves in clear-

ing the way for those brilliant equipages amongst the
" mob " and " rabble " (as the aristocracy term the

working-classes). Two thousand invitations had
been issued. Not that the Duke and Duchess of

Harcourt had any friendly feeling towards a quar-

ter so many persons : but they gathered together

such a vast quantity of guests in order to show
the world what an immense multitude their new
palace could accommodate.

The entrance-hall was thronged with servants in

gorgeous liveries—the immense s'aircases were hung
with flowers that festooned above the statues and
around the numerous lamps—the landings were

embellished in a similar manner—and the spacious

saloons were a perfect blaze of light, splendour, and

magnificence. The guests, almost countless as they

seemed, were multiplied tiver and over again in the

immense mirrors which adorned the walls ; and so

numerous were the apartments thrown open for

their reception, that they constituted a perfect maze
for those who were not familiar with them. The
largest of all was the concert-room, which was sur-

rounded with boxes resembling those of a theatre,

and m which the elderly or more quiet portion of

the guests might seat themselves and enjoy the

splendid coup (Tceil presented by the busy, bustling,

joyous crowd on the floor below.

Nearly all the company wore masques, or fancy

dresses of some kind ; and the grotesque, the ludi-

crous, and the fantastic blended strangely with the

splendour, gorgeousness, and elegance of the whole.

We will not pause to individualize the costumes

:

sutRce it to say that unusual efforts had been made
by many of the guests to introduce novelties of all

descriptions—some pleasing, others startling—but

all characterized by the display of wealth.

The carriages had begun to arrive shortly before

ten o'clock ; and by eleven all who intended to be

present were there. So immense was the new
palace, and so numerous were the saloons thrown

open for their entertainment, that there was no

inconvenient crowding—except perhaps here and

there, where some masque by the novelty of his ap-

parel or the fluent wit of his conversation succeeded

in engrossing the attention of a large group around

him.

Amongst the earliest of the arrivals were two

gentlemen, the taller of whom was attired in the

elegant costume of a Spanish Cavalier, and the

other in a suit of admirably devised pasteboard
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" My dear friend," rejoined the dissipated young

(loblumaj, " I must confess that I have not behaved

woU—especially as you know I am very fond of Flo.

But when one gets hold of a new mistress
"

" [Juderstand me, Edmund," interrupted Lord

Harold, " I do not at all object to your amour with

Einily Archer : but I must remind you that being

engaged to my sister, you at least ought to show her

proper attention. However, if you pay your re-

spects in Cavendish Square to-morrow, you can

luake some apology for your neglect. Take cure

how you keep the vizor of your helmet up too long

while drinking your lemonade ; for some one might

enter this alcove abruptly, and recognize you—in

which case you would lose all the arausemeat of

the incognito for the rest of the evening."

"Trust me," exclaimed Edmund, "I do not

m£an to spoil my fun, I can assure you."

" Tell me, my dear fellow," said Staunton, " what

on earth put it into your head to wear such a dress

as that ? It must keep you as stiff as if encased in

buckram. And as for dancing, of course you will

not think of such a thing with your pasteboard

armour."
" I will tell you, Harold, why I had this suit

made for me," resp(mded Saxondale. " You know
that I am descended from an ancestor who founded

my family in the time of the Tudors ; and so I

thought I could not do bettor than represent my
ancestor here to-night."

" Are your mother and sisters coming ?" inquired

Harold.
" To tell you the truth I know vei7 little about it,

but! believe that Juliana and Constance had faney-

dresses made. And as for my lady-mother, I have

not heard her say anything on the subject. For

myself, I had my pasteboard panoply sent, as you

know, to your lodgings
"

" Yes—and a precious deal of trouble Alfred and

I had to put your armour on for you," observed

Lord Harold. " If the knights of the olden time

had so much difficulty in getting on their mail, they

must have spent half their lives in dressing and the

other half in undressing again."

" And now I bethink me," exclaimed Saxondale,

as a sudden recollection struck him, " we were so

occupied in fitting on this precious*armour of mine,

when I was with you in Jermyn Street this even-

ing, that you had not leism-e to finish the anecdote

you had commenced."
" It can be told in a few words," rejoined Lord

Harold. " But here—read this note, if you can

manage to do so through the bars of your helmet.

You may perceive it was dated the day before yes-

terday."

Thus speaking, Staunton drew forth a billet,

which he handed to Lord Saxondale, who received

it with his pasteboard gauntlet ; and having clumsily

managed to open it, read the following lines :—

" TO THB LORD HIKOLD STATINTOS,

" A lady who loves you, but of whose passion you are

not awaje, desires an opportunity of conversing with you

for a few raiuutes and without restraint. This opportu-

nity will be attbrdod by the luSsquerade-ball given by

their Graces the Duke and Duchess of Harcourt next

Wedaesday evening, and to wliioh you are no doubt in-

vited. It will be desimble, for the purposes of mutual

recognitioiv, that the costumes we are respeetively to

wear, should be previously known to each other. Permit

me thorefure, !>y virtue of my 8ei, to dictate to you

the apparel in which you must appear, and which wil
best become that handsome person which hag mad« so

deep an impression on my heart. Lord Harold, for that

occfuion you must play the part of a Spanish Cavalier :

and inasmuch as it is po3»il4e that there may be other

gentlemen who will choose the same elegant and pic-

turesque style of costume, I beseech you to wear in front

of your cap the diamond-clasp which I enclose. You
may know me by the costume of Queen hahnlli nf Spain
—not the child-Queen of the present day, but the wife

of the great Ferdinand and the patroness of Christopher

Columbus, As the Queen of Spain therefore, it will only

be fitting and proper that I should receive your homage

;

and I shall accordingly expect to be accosted by my
gallant Spanish cavalier on Wednesday night at Har-
court House. In order to give additional weight to thii

mandate, I sign myself fo.- the present,'

" ISABELLA OF SPAIN."

The writing was in a female hand, but evidently

disguised ; and as Lohl Saxondale returned the note

to Harold Staunton, he glanced through the bars of

his helmet at the clasp alluded to therein. It was

a beautiful and costly ornament, and was therefore

an unmistakable token that the fair writer of the

letter, whoever she might be, intended no jest, but

was in downright earnest.

" You are a fortunate fellow, Harold," observed

Edmund :
" and this love-affair promises to be of a

very interesting nature. Of course, you have not

the slightest ides, who the lady is ?"

" Not the slightest," responded Staunton. " I

know nothing more than you yourself have gathered

from that letter. It was left at my lodgings the day

before yesterday, by some messenger who imme-

diately went away. Whether the lady is old or

young, handsome or ugly, tall or short, I know no

more than yourself: but I should hope and imagine

thiit she possesses some shave of beauty—otherwise

she cannot expect that her gift of the diamond-clasp

will be sufficient to chain me to her chariot wheels."

" Depend upon it she is handsome," observed

Edmund :
" for she must have great faith in her

own charms and be accustomed to conquest, thus to

single you out as the object of her passion."

"That is just what I think," rejoined Staunton;

"and unless she is a very great fool, she must be

tall and elegant, and possess a queenly figure to

have chosen the costume in which she is to make her

appearance. But the room scorns to be filKng now

:

let us lounge forth from this alcove again. "We

shall have to separate presently, Edinimd, when my
unknown iiujmorata makes her appearance, and

perhaps she may engross me for all the rest of the

evening. Therefore we may as well make an ap-

pointment for to-morrow—that is to say, unless

you intend to cut me altogether and devote yoiu-seli

entirely to Emily Archer."
" How can you say such a thing, Harold ?" ex-

claimed Saxondale. " You know very well that I

' consider you my best friend. We will dine together

I to-morrow evening at Long's, and chat over all

things interesting to ourselves. So that is an ap-

pointment, remember. By the bye. have you made

any progress in your pursuit of the beautiful Angola

ViValdi :-"

I

" Candidly speaking, my dear Edmund, I have

not," answered Lord Harold Staunton. " I cannot

even find out where she lives ; and you know per-

fectly well that the idea of obtaining access to bar

at tiie Opera is pivjKvaterous. But I have not
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abandoned the pursuit, and mean to devote myself

pretty closely to it in a few. days——

"

j

" Unless," observed Edmund, "this new love-

affair which presents itself in so mysterious a shape

by means of that letter and the appointment for

to-night, turns all your thoughts into quite another

direction." 1

"WpII, it may do so," remarked Lord Harold,

carelessly. " But even if my unknown inamorata

be beautiful beyond expectation, I do not think her
,

ch rms can possibly come up to those of Angela ,

Vivaldi."
_

I

The two young noblemen finished their lemon-

ade, and re-adjusted the one his mask and tlie

Otlier his vizor over their countenances. They then

lounged forth from the bowery alcove, and made
their way amongst the multitude of guests that had

been pouring into the saloons during the half-hour

spent in the preceding colloquy. As we have al-

ready said, there were costumes of every variety

and all descriptions. Amongst those worn by gen-

tlemen, were several Spanish Cavalier dresses ; but

with none were the plumes of the eap fastened by
'

means of so brilliant a diamond clasp as that which
^

shone above Lord Harold Staunton's masked coun-

tenance. There were also amongst the female cos-

tumes several representing the apparel of Spanish

queens and princesses of the olden time : but none

which identified itself with that of the wife of the

illustrious Ferdinand. Half-an-hour passed, and

the two friends were still lounging about together,

when all of a sudden Lord Harold nudged his com-

panion's elbow, and said in a hasty whisper, " Now, '_

Saxondale, we must separate." I

Edmund cast a look in the direction towards

which Lord Harold was himself at the time gazing

;

and ho beheld a tall, stately, and majestic female

figure, clad in a queenly apparel which set off her
;

fine shape to the fullest and noblest advantage.

She wore a black mask upon her count-enance ; and

the silken fringe descended so low as entirely to

cover her chin, the vizard thus concealing the entire

face, save and except the bright eyes which sent

their glances flashing through the holes.

" I wish you success," whispered Saxondale ; and

turning awav from his friend, he walked off to

another part of the room.

Lord Harold Staunton advanced towards the lady

who had jue* entered, and whose appearance seemed

to correspond with that of her whom he was ex-

pecting : bat he dared not immediately accost her,

although he felt convinced that the costume which

§he wore was intended to represent that of Isabella

of Spain, Not long was he suffered to remain in

suspense; for the lady herself, no doubt singling

him out tTom all other Spanish Cavaliers then pre-

sent by the diamond-clasp upon his cap, made a

slight hcckoning signal wliieh his eye immediately

caught. The next inntant he was by her side ; and
Bha at once placed her arm in his.

He led her gently amidst the brilliant assemblage,

in thd direction of the alcove where he and Saxon-

dale had so recently been; and not a word was

spoken by either of them as they advanced towards

that spot. Lord Harold felt himself a prey to

mingled rapture and confusion. Though the lady's

cour.tenance was so od'ectually concealed that ho

could not obtain the slightest glimpse of it,—and

thus if she had been his own lister ho could not
>

have recognised her,—yet he felt assured that be

hind that mask was a countenance well worthj

to be gazed upon. His eyes swept over the su«

perb outlines of her noble and majestic shape ;

and he thought to himself that a form blending

so much voluptuous symmetry with dignified ele-

gance and feminine grace, could not possibly be

associated with an ordinary, much less an ugly

counteuanee. And then, too, there was something

in the whole bcAring, the gait, the gestures, and
the walk of his companion which seemed to indi-

cate a lady of the highest rank : so that while ha

was excited with a pleasurable suspense as to what
the style ef her beauty might be, he felt embar-

rassed and confused as to the way in which he

should address her. Indeed, for one with \^^hom

timidity was not very prevalent, this awkwardness

on his part was singular, and could only have arisea

from the presentiment that it was no ordinary or

commonplace love-adventure in which he was en-

gaged. But who the lady might be, he could not

form the remotest conjecture. Not only did the

mask so effectually conceal her countenance, but the

drapery which she wore upon her head and which

descended upon her shoulders, altogether veiled

her hair, and even the shape of that head, the car-

riage of which upon the arching neck and fine

shoulders wjis nevertheless statuesque and queenly.

Above the drapery she wore a crown, the diamonds

of which reflected with jets of liglit the lustre of

the many lamps suspended to the ceilings and
ranged round the walls ; and her flowing garments

were embelhshed with precious stones. There

seemed to be a real royalty about her, as thera

was likewise a mystery which enhanced the ro-

mantic charm of the love-affair wherein Lord
Harold Staunton thus found himself engaged.

It must not be supposed that this meeting be-

tween the young nobleman and the unknown lady

had anything marked or estraonlinary in it so as to

attract the notice of the other guests; for there

were plenty of encounters of the same kind, and ac-

cording to preconcerted arrangements: besides, no

one could tell whether a lady, when thus meeting

a gentleman, was not being joined by a brother,

an intimate friend, a near relative, or an acknow-

ledged suitor. Certain it was, however, that on her

first entrance the lady did attract much attention,

but solely on account of the tasteful elegance of her

dress and her own imposing and grandly symme-
trical figure. We have 'already said that a pair of

dark eyes sent then- fires flashing through the holes

in the mask ; and as Lord Harold caught those

glances, ho behold therein an additional reason for

supposing that the countenance to which suck

eyes belonged must be eminently handscjme.

They passed amidst the brilliant asseml)lage, not

with the haste of persons wishing to break the

spell of silence as specthly as possible, nor as if

they were purposely seeking the alcove for the sake

of retirement from the rest : but they proceeded ia

the slow and gracefully lounging manner which is

adopted in the ball-room—and on reaching the al-

cove, they passed into it with the air of a couple

seeking no studied seclusion, but merely availing

themselves in a casual manner of an opportunity

to retire for a while from the midst of the mora

heated atmosphere of the saloon.

"And now, fair lady—or rather, I should laj
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your Majesty," observed Lord Harold Staunton, in

a tona of courteous gaiety, as he conducted his cotn-

piniun to a seat in the alcove and placed himself

by her side,
—" may I be permitted to behold that

countenance which is to shed the li;^lit of such joy

upon my heart, and the beauty of which is to ren-

der me for ever the most devoted of your ad-

mirers ?"

" Lord Harold Staunton," replied the lady, in a

voice which was not merely low and subdued, but

also disguised,—a tone which, we may here remark,

she preserved throughout ttic entire discourse that

followed,—"you will perhaps find that this adven-

ture in which you have embarked, is of a more

mysterious and romantic character than you could

possiblv have conceived it to bo. As yet you stand

but on the threshold of it. If you hesitate to pro-

ceed farther, you ai-e at full liberty to retreat at

once —and there will be no harm done : but if you

decide upon following up >he enterprise, you must

prepare to obey my dictates in all things, and to

render me good service ere you can hope for your

reward."
" The adventure has already become so interest-

ing," at once replied Staunton, " that I am pre-

pared to fall upon my knees at the feet of Qaeen

Isabella of Spain, and vow the homage of my heart

and the service of my arm."
" Speak not too quickly. Sir Cavalier," replied the

unknown lady :
" for I ought to address j'ou accord-

ing to j'our assumed character, and not as Lord

Harold Staunton. But again I say, speak not too

quickly—promise not too hastily—lest you should

repent of your rashness and precipitation."

" It must be something of an extraordinary ch^-

racter which your G-racious Majesty has to command

your humble servant to undertake that you should

be in any doubt as to whether he will accept the

service :"—and as Lord Harold thus spoke, he took

the lady's hand in his own.

"The pressure of this hand," she at onoe said,

suiting the action to the word, "is for the present

the only earnest you can receive of that love which

I bear you. For I warn you beforehand that I sha 11

not even remove the mask from my countenance

this evening—nor tell you who I am—nor allow you

the slightest cue to the discovery of my name. That

it is a proud arvd a noble one, I give you the solemn

assurance——

"

"And I am not to behold that countenance

which 1 feel convinced is so handsome ?" said Loril

Harold, in accents of mingled cajolery and disap-

pointment.
" No—not this evening. And yet I swear to you

that it is handsome —handsomer perhaps than your

imagination may depict—of a beauty indeed that

may court comparison with the charms of any Indy

01 this brilliant assemblage. And that 1 love you,

my own cavalier,—if such I am indeed to call you,

and ii such you will prove,—I have already avowed

and hesitate not to avow again. I am rioh also,"

continued the lady ;
" and if it bo any proof of my

love to lavish my wealth upon you, that testimony

shall likewise bo given. Now, will you accept this

love of mine ? will you become the favourite cava-

lier on whose head Queen Isabella may shower her

bounties? and will you in anticipation of the crown-

ing recompense of all that woman can bestow,

bliadly and devotedly enlist youi-seU' in my sers'ioe ?"

" Devoted!}/—yes," rejoined Lord Harold: "but
bU>idlj/—l do not comprehend the sense in which
you use the term, most Gracious Queen."

" I mean that you will undertake to fulfil the

task I shall enjoin you, without questioning me as

to my motives—without in any way seeking to dis-

cover them, until the time may come when I shall

be permitted to reveal them. Now say. Sir Cava-

lier, have you sufficient faith in my love and my
beauty, as well as in my gratitude, to devote your-

self thus blindly to my service ?"

" Yes—Oh, yes !" answered Lord Harold, lost in

mingled wonder and infatuation; and even aa he

pressed the lady's gloved hand between both his

own, he felt a thrill of ecstatic pleasure quivering

through his entire frame.
" I shall not express my gratitude now for this

assurance which you give me," she went on to ob-

serve, "because it is but the meet, and adequate

! return you are making for the love which I have
I already given you. I have long loved you, my own
handsome cavalier—I have often thought of reveal-

ing the secret of this love ; but I have not dared to

do so I And when I give you this assurance you
will perhaps take it as a proof that it is no dis

sipated creat\ire, no debauched demirep, no trafficker

in numerous amours, who is now addressing you,

—

but one who has never yet proved faithless to the

duties of her sex—never yet stained the purity of

her reputation!"

"But the service you demand of me—tell me
quick, my adored Queen Isabella," urged Lord
Harold, "that I may undertake it with the least

possible delay, and thus bring myself nearer to the

crowning happiness which is to be my reward."

" I have already told you, Sir Cavalier," repUed

the unknown lady, " that it is a service of the

valorous arm which I demand of you."

" Oh ! but all this must be a mere jest, beautiful

Queen Isabella," exclaimed Lord Harold. " Yel if

it suits your whim or caprice to carry on the con-

versation in the same stjde
"

" You see," interrupted the lady, " that in order

to be consistent with circumstances, we must be in

all respects what we suppose ourselves—I Queen
Isabella of Spain, and you my own cavalier. Now
then, such being our present belief, wo are living in

the ago of chivalry when gallant warriors court

deeds of danger in order to distinguish themselvee

that they may win the admiration of their ladyo-

loves. Know, then. Sir Cavalior, that I have an

enemy—a mortal enemy, of whom I wish to be rid-

No matter how he became my enemy, nor what

he has done, nor wherefore I wish to extirpate him

from my path. It is sulficicnt for you to know
that I have this enemy, and that the devoted cham-

pion who shall give him his doom, becomes the

master of my heart."

The lady paused—but Lord Harold Staunton

knew not what observation to make. He could not

regard her words as serious; and yet they were

uttered full seriously. He theretore held his peace;

and through the eyelet-holes of his mask did ha

gaze upon the disguised unknown with a poignant

desire to penetrate the mystery wliioh enveloped

her.
'• Perhaps you imagine," she resumed, all (lie

while speaking in a low and dissembling voiot,

"that this is a mere mas-iuerading whimsicality

f
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Bat it is not so. We will if you please drop our

fancied characters, and resume our real ones :—that

is to say, you shall be once more Lord Harold

Staunton, and I will be an unknown lady of high

rank and title who loves you, who demands a ser-

vice at your hand, and who offers you everything

that woman can give as the recompense of that

service when it shall be accomplished. It is true,

as I have been telling you, that I have an enemy—
j

true that he must be removed from my path : but
j

start not, Lord Harold Staunton—I ask you not to

commit the foul crime of murder ! No—there are

other means of accomplishing the aim. First of

all, however, I ask that you will believe me when I
i

assure you I have been insulted by a certain indi-

vidual ; and secondly, that I am serious in demand-

ing his punishment at your hands."

" If you indeed be serious, most incomprehensible

unknown," replied Staunton, " I will undertake to

punish any man who has insulted you."

"This is what I require," continued the lady.

" You must seek out this individual to whom I

allude; and without appearing to have any special

purpose in view, or to be prompted by a pre-

meditated design, you must provoke him to a quarrel

—level some insult at him—and then For I un-

derstand that with the pistol no man in England

can outvie Lord Harold Staunton
"

" But you are »of serious—you cannot be serious""

ejaculated the young nobleman, who was not so

thoroughly depraved as to listen without emotion to

this murderous project. " If it were to inflict per-

gonal chastisement upon the individual to whom you

are alluding, I should not hesitate
"

" And would not that inevitably lead to a duel
?"

asked the lady.

" True !" ejaculated Staunton : then in a slow and
deliberate manner he said, "But to seek in cold

blood a dispute with some one who has never injured

me "

"Our interview may end here," said the lady

curtly as she rose from her seat. " I have been
'

mistaken in Lord Harold Staunton ; and I am sorry
\

that I should have given him the trouble to listen
j

to me thus far still more sorry," she added in a

murmuring voice, as if she were deeply moved,
" that I should have bestowed upon him my love !"

[

" Stop one moment—do not let us part thus !"

exclaimed Harold, whose head was turning with I

the bewilderment of his ideas and the infatuation of

his senses. " Forgive me if I hcnitiited : but all

this is so singular—so romantic—indeed, it ap-
!

pears to belong to another age and ano; ber coun-

try—" _

_
!

"And yet it belongs to this age, to this country,

and to the present moment," rejoined the lady,

Buffering herself to sink down again upon the sofa,

in compliance with the movement which Harold
imparted to the pressure of his hand as he grasped

her own. " But in this age aa well as in any other,

and in this country too, the aspiring lover must
|

often do something to win hi? beauteous mistress

;

and I have assured j'ou, thougli I myself say the

words, that the lady in the present case is worth the

winning. Now listen to me for a minute longer.

You are gay, Lord Harold—and the love of a
beautiful woman cannot be indifferent to you : you
are compax-atively poor—and the wealth which she

can lavish must bean object to you. You are asked

to risk your life for her, that you may clear her path

of an enemy ; and if you accomplish this, you need

not accept her love as a favour or her wealth as a

boon, but demand them both as a right."

"I yield—I consent—I am your devoted Cava-

lier—and you are once again my Queen Isabella^ to

whom all homage is due !" and as he thus spoke,

Lord Harold Staunton pressed her gloved hand to

bis lips. " Now, name to me this individual
"

"No—not to-night," at once replied the lady.

" I must leave you a few hours to think well over

the matter. To-morrow, soon after nine o'clock,

you shall receive the name of the individual in a

letter. But I must exact from you, my own cava-

lier, the most solemn and sacred promise that you

will not breathe aught of all this to a single living

soul. If by any accident you should suspect or

discover who I am before the time comes when I

may choose to reveal myself, you must still more

religiously than ever keep the secret in your own
breast. If you prove indiscreet I am certain to

hear of it : if you breathe a single syllable in the

ear of another, although you may exact an oath of

inviolability from that other, yet shall I be certain

to find out your imprudence—I will even call it

your treachery. And in that case my love would

turn to hatred; and instead of looking for a re-

compense, you would have to beware of my ven-

geance ! But on the other hand, if you prove faith-

ful to your promise—if you keep the secret as reli-

giously as if it were one revealed from the dead—
and if you serve me to the fullest extent, not de-

viating one single inch from the course I have laid

down, there is nothing you can ask of me that 1

shall not be prepared to grant."

Having thus spoken, the lady rose; and Loru

Harold likewise quitted his seat. He would have

detained her still longer — he would have be-

sought and conjured her to throw off at once the

mystery wherewith she had surrounded herself—bu(

she took his arm, and in a firm though still in a

low and disguised voice, said, " Enough for th«

present ! Let us now lounge forth again amongst

the company."

They accordingly issued from the bowery alcove,

and threading the whole range of state apartment«,

conversed upon indifferent topics. But there was

to a certain degree a restraint and embarrassment

on the part of both ; and the lady, appearing to feel

this, suddenly observed, " Lord Harold, let us sepa-

rate for the present. Remember your promise:

remember also that I love you !"

She then quitted him abruptly, and mingling

amongst the thickest of the multitude, was speedily

lost to his view. He remained standing where she

had left him for two or three minutes, wrapt up in

profound thought, from which he was aroused by

being sujenly caught by the arm. It was Lord

Saxondale in his pasteboard armour who had thus

rejoined him.
" Well, my dear Harold, how got you on with

your mj'sterious unknown ?" he asked. " Is she

mysterious still ? is she still unknown ? and was it

all a mere masquerading trick ? Or arc you really

and truly blessed with tlie love of some lady whose

beauty outshines her virtue ? By heaven, though I

cannot see your face, yet I can tell that you are nut

altogetiier aa you ought to be
!"

" My dear Edmund, if I made a gesture of imp*-
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ti«tice jou must not take it as unkind," responded

Lord Harold Staunton :
" for I was thinking at the

moment of all that had passed between that ladj

and myself."

" Then it is really a settled love affair," observed

Edmund. "But I suppose you mean to tell me all

about it after showing me the letter : besides

which, you and I never have any secrets from each

other
"

"Oh no, never!" ejaculated Staunton. " Only
on the present occasion I have nothing to tell.

Have you amused yourself ?" he inquired, en-

deavouring to turn the conversation into another

channel.

"Yes, uncommonly well. I have had such fun

with some of the masques : they have endeavoured

to find out who I am, but cannot for the life of them.

My sisters are here—they are dressed as Maids of

Honour in the time of Louis XIV : but my mother

is not. I did not much think she would come—and
the girls have just told me that she has shut herself

up in her apartment at home in a fit of the sullens,

or something of the sort. But come, let us go into

the refreshment room and seize an opportunity of

getting some wine without standing the chance of

revealing who we are."

" Willingly," answered Lord Harold, glad that he
had thus escaped at least for the present from far-

ther questioning on the part of Lord Saxondale.

We need not dwell any longer upon the incidents,

pleasures, or details of the masqued ball at Harcourt

House. Suffice it to say that at two o'clock in the

morning the supper-rooms were thrown open ; and
then it was expected—as indeed it was necessary

for the purpose of partaking of the banquet— that

nil the guests should remove their masks. This was
done ; and infinite was the amusement produced by
the revelation of countenances that now took place.

But Lord Harold Staunton did not wait for the an-

nouncement of supper ; and retired at an hour so

parly as to astonish and almost disgust Lord Saxon-

dule, who declared his intention to remain until the

end : but his friend pleaded sudden and severe in-

disposition as an excuse for his premature depar-

ture. The truth was that Harold was most anxious

to reach his own lodgings, and ponder well upon all

that had occurred between himself and the unknown
lady. He was more infatuated with that mysterious

being than it seemed possible for one of his reckless

and dissipated character to become, aud more than

he himself could account for. When he retired to

rest, sleep did not soon visit his eyes ; and when it

did come, he was pursued with the most fantastic

dreams, Queen Isabella of Spain appearing conspi-

cuous as the heroine.

He rose before nine in the morning, an/1 anxiously

awaited the arrival of the promised communication.

Nor was he kept in suspense much beyond the pro-

mised hour. A letter was broujlit u;i b3* lii3 valet

Alfred at about half-past nine o'clock, and the ad-

dress of which was written in (he s-ame disguised

female hand as the billet he had shown to Lord

Saxondale. On opening the letter he perceived at

the first glanqe a bank-note for one flhousand

pounds; and inside the envelope was written a

name nothing but a name

!

" Ah !" ejaculated Lord Harold Staunton as that

name met his eye—the name of the lady's enemy
with whom ho was to seek a dispute: and then.

having given vent to that ejaculation, he fell into a
profound reveria.

CHAPTER XXXIX.

THE GARDEN.

A WEEK had now elapsed since Fiorina's dream of

bliss had been so cruelly destroyed by the tale she

had heard and the discovery she herself had made
relative tc William Deveril. That tale from the lips

of Lady Saxondale naturally seemed to the youag
maiden to be fully corroborated by what she had
seen at the villa near the Kt-gent's Park ; and she

could come to no other conclusi m than that Deveril

was a depraved, profligate, and unprincipled young
man. No dotibt lingered in her mind upon this

point : she would have hoped if there had been room
for hope—but there was none : she would still have
furnished him with an opportunity of explainijjff

his conduct—but she felt that there could be nothing
to explain. That he was living with the fiminent

ballet-dancer was clear beyond the possibility of

doubt ; and with this proof of his depravity it was
impossible any longer to suspect the truth of Lady
Saxondale's narrative.

Fiorina wrestled with all her strength against the

grief which she experienced ; but the shock had been
so rude, the disappointment was so severe, that she

could not help feeling it most deeply—most keenly.

Her aunt Lady Macdonald, not for an instant sus-

pecting the real truth, fancied that Fiorina was in-

disposed ; and the young lady did not contradict the

supposition. At the same time she declared that

she was not suUiLiently an invalid to require the at-

tendance of the family physician, but that in a few

days she should be herself again. The greater por-

tion of the week was passed by Fiorina in the soli-

tude of her own apartments,—but not with hep

ivory-painting nor her music. All the implements

connected with the former did she place out of

sight, inasmuch as they reminded her of him from

whom she had learnt the art ; and as for her music,

she was not in spirits to enable her to play enliven-

ing airs, and was already too sad to practise molaa-

choly ones. It was a long and anxious week fur

poor Fiorina : often and often did the tears flow down
her elieoks—often and often too was her bosom con-

vulsed with sobs !

But during that week, had Deveril made no at-

tempt to communicate with her? The reader will

recollect that when he called at the house on the

same day as Lady Saxondale, the door had been

slmt in his face, and he was dismissed with the in-

timation that his services were no longer required,

but that he was to send in his account. At tirst

he thought that Lady Macdonald had discovered what

had taken place between himself and Fiorina; and

he was thus plunged into the deepest despondency.

But on the following day he learnt trom other

sources how Lady Saxondale had been propajjating

the most odious calumnies concerning him; and he

now at once understood the motive of the treat-

ment which he had received at Lady Macdonald's

house in Cavendish Square. He thereupon ad-

dressed a letter to Lady Macdonald, stating that

the tongue of slander had been busy at work to

iijuie him, and beseechiig an opportunity to e»-
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plain and vindicate his conduct in respect to Lady

Saxondale. But Lady Mucduuald returned lirm his

letter in a blank envelope. Ke wrote to her again

;

and the second letter was returned unanswered.

He called at the house once move, but was sternly

denied an interview with her ladyship. Subse-

quently he waited about in the neiifhbourhood, on

various occasions, in the hope of seeing Fiorina:

but in this expectation he was disappointed. Not

for an instant suspecting that it was she whose

voice he had heard under such mysterious circum-

stances, that evening when she visited his villa-

residence and when she had fled so precipitately, he

of course knew not that she herself had any reason

more than her aunt for thinking ill of him; and

in his own heart he hoped and believed that Fiorina

had not put faith in Lady Saxondale's story. Thus
Deveril buoyed himself up with the idea that Fio-

rina herself iiad not turned against him, but at all

events that if her suspicion or her jealousy had been

excited, a word of explanation from his lips would

clear up everything. He was therefore most anx-

ious to find an opportunity of seeing her : but the

whole week passed away without furnishing him

Wich an occasion.

On her part Fiorina learnt from her aunt that he

had called a second time and had also sent letters,

but that his visit had been refused and his commu-
nications returned to him. It was only in a casual

manner and in the course of conversation that Lady
Macdonald mentioned these circumstances to her

ni^ce ; for, as before stated, she entertained not

the slightest suspicion that the young lady experi-

enced any degree of interest in William Deveril.

But what did Fiorina think of the young man's

pertinacity in seeking to communicate with her

aunt ? She could only set it down to a brazen

effrontery ; and her unfavourable opinion of him
was thus materially enhanced.

" He knows not," she said to herself, " that it was

I who was indiscreet and imprudent enough to re-

pair to his country-residence, and even penetrate

up to the very threshold of his door, on that night

when the fatal truth of his profligacy wa^ made
known to me. No—he could not suppose for an
instant that I should have taken such a step—that

I should have compromised mj^self in such a

manner ! Ua therefore fancies that the mode in

which he is living is utterly unknown to me, and
that therefore it is but Lady Saxondale's story

which he has to explain away. This he seeks to do

through the medium of my aunt, in the hope that if

he succeeded therein he would stand on the same
footing as heretofore in respect to myself. Alas,

alas ! the deeper the insight I obtain into William

Deveril's character, the greater does his duplicity

appear. Ah ! and I who woulj have trusted my
happiness to such a man^Oh! what a wreck should

I have made of it. Better, bettor far to become the

wife of Edmund Saxondale, who simulates no vir-

tues, and therehjre in his vices is at least free from
hypocrisy, than bestow my hand on William De-
veril, who is all deceit, all falsehood. I must banish

his image from my memory would that I had
not loved him as I have ! But after all, the lesson

is perhaps intended by heaven to render mo obedient

to the wishes of my relatives, and entrust my happi-

ness to their guidance. Surely, surely, my aunt,

who has been so kind aad good to me, can have but

one motive in wishing me to espouse Edmund
Saxondale?—and that motive is for the best. I

will accept my destiny—and henceforth will be ruled

by her who has supplied to me a mother's place."

Such was the train of reflections into which Lady
Fiorina Staunton fell one evening, at the cxpiratioa

of the week which had elapsed since the discoveries

made concerning Deveril. She was seated in an
apartment which looked upon the garden at the back
of the house. The window was open—the bright

green foliage of the trees outside waved around the

iron railings of the balcony—and the perfume of the

flowers was wafted into the room. There was a

gentle breeze fraught with a refreshing influence

after the sickly warmth of a sultry day ; and Fiorina

stepped forth upon the balcony to woo the coolin"

zephyr to her throbbing brows and flushed counte-

nance. For her cheeks had a hectic red, and
seemed to burn with the fever-heat which was upon
her and which had arisen from the troubled state of

her mind.

It has already been stated in a previous chap-

ter that there was a means of egress from the

premises at the back part of the house. This con-

Eisted of a side-gate opening from the garden into

a carriage-way tnac ran between Lady Macdonald's
mansion and the adjoining one, the stables belong-

ing to both being at the bottom. As Fiorina

stepped forth on the balcony, from the height whero
she stood she could see over the enclosure-wall into

the alley just spoken of, and it was with feelings

which suddenly becauie strangely agitated and con-

flicting that she beheld the object of her thoughts-
William Deveril

!

Yes—there he was, standing in the lane, evidently

watching for her appearance ; and the ejajulation

of joy which burst from his lips the moment she

stepped forth upon the balcony, reached her ears in

the stillness of evening. Hor first impulse was to

retreat : but a still more po.rcrful feeling held her

rivetted where she stood. What followod was the

work of an instant. Deveril flew to the gate—tore

it open-^and rushed into the garden. There was
something which struck Fiorina as so audacious, so

full of a matchless efl'rontery in this proceeding, that

all her patrician dignity came to her aid in a mo-

ment. Drawing herself up tj her full height, shp

waved her hand, saying, " Depart, sir—dare not to

intrude yourself within the privacy of this garden !"

Deveril stopped suddenly short beneath the bal-

cony, and gazed up with a look so full of astonish-

ment and mournful reproach—so full of mingled

tenderness and deprecating sorrow—that Fiorina

felt a gush of inclfable emotions welling up from

her heart, making her bosom throb, and producing

a suflbcating sensation in the throat,—so that her

whole appearance grew suddenly changed and ske

seemed melting, yielding, forgiving!

" Lady Fiorina," said \Villiam Deveril, " I be-

seech you to grant mo a few minutes' interview.

It shall be to say that everything is at an end be-

tween us, if you will—but let me not be discarded

for over from your heart in consequence of a vile

calumny. After everything wliicii has taken place

between us, I have a right to expect the opportunity

of giving an explanation -anti you can scarcely bo

80 cruel or unjust as to refuse n>c one."

The young man spoke in a subdued but earnest

voicu. He spoke thus in a low tone for fear of
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heing overheard at oth«r wiadrws of by the neigh-

bburs; but so clear was hia voice in its masculine

melody, and so earnest were his accents in their

manly pleading, that not a syllable was lost to Lady

Fiorina's ears, akhou<.'h the balcony in wbich she

stood was a considerable height from the ground.

Tnen too, as she gazed down upon that young man
whose personal beauty was of so fascinating a cha-

racter, and whose form was so perfect in its statue-

liko symmetry—the music of his voice, too, flowing

with such tender earnestness upon the evcniug

zephyr, as if the melody of the human soul mingled

with the perfumes which the flowers sent forth,

—

Lady Fiorina felt all her stern resolves thawing

away, aud the hostile feelings which had frozen in

ica round her heart melting beneath the influence

of reviving tonjLU-ness. Still she answered not im-

mediately, but with a softening and mournful look

gazed down upon him whom she had loved so ten-

derly and 80 well, and whom she would give the

world to be able to love again 1

" Ah ! I see that you have believed the tale which

has reached your ears," resumed Deveril as he

anxiously watched her looks and thought that he

understood all that was passing in her mind :
" but

now that you see me you can bt'lieve it no longer

!

Lady Fiorina, will you descend for a few minutes

into the garden ? or will you tell me how I may
forward a letter to you ? 1 have longed—Oh ! I

have longed to write, but was fearful of com-

mitting an indiscretion— afraid of compromising

you "

" Compromising me !" echoed Fiorina, with an

access of scornful feeling, a sudden and total change

taking place within her all in a moment, etTected by

that talismanic word which he had so unfortunately

uttered: for she felt that she had indeed been

compromised by having been beguiled into an

avowal of love to that young man who dwelt pri-

vately with an opera-d-iucer. " Compromised !"

she repeated bitterly ;
" Oh, you have already com-

promised me too much witb myself !—and I know
not how it is that I have so far forgotten all the

proper pride of mj' position and my sex, to lin-

ger here even for the few moments that I have

suffered you to address me."

Another instant, aud Fiorina had disappeared
' from the balcony 1 She flitted away like an ap-

parition—thus abruptly retreating into her apart-

ment; and it seemed as if by magic that siic had
gone so suddenly. The casement was imtuediately

closed ; and Deveril, almost staggered by the blow,

felt as if hope had suddenly perished within him.
" Good heavens !" he murmured bitterly, " has

Lady Saxondale so successfully spread the venom
of her calumny ?"

He lingered for a few moments, gazing up at

that balcony where the bright and beautiful object

of his adoration had just before stood, aud whence
she had vanished as swiftly as hope also had van-

ished from his own heart. All in an instant he felt

that he should be wrong to remain any longer

there; and with a deep sigh he turned away. But
as he issued forth from the garden-gate, he came

in somewhat violent contact with an individual who

" Lord Harold Staunton !"

And then there was a pause, during which Ibe

young nobleman looked strangely upon the yo'ith-

ful artist—while the latter had somu diihcul'y iu

r<;covering from the confusion into which this most

disagreeable and unexpected encounter had thrown

him,
" May I inquire, sir," at length said Lord

Harold sternly, " what you are doing here ?"

" I came," at once responded William Deveril,

"to give certain explanations which I have sought

to give by all legitimate means -"

"I understand from my aunt. Lady iLicdonald,"

interrupted Lord Harold Staunton, " that she ha-<

forbidden you the hi>use, and that you have been

persecuting her with calls and letters. I presuina

therefore that you have now been endeavouring t<,

force your way into my aunt's presence—or that

you penetrated hither for that purpose, but think-

better of it, were beating a precipitate retreat »"

"Your lordship must put what construction you
will upon my conduct," returned Deveril, mildly

but firmly: aud he was determined to say nothing

that should compromise Fiorina.

" What ! you dare treat the matter thus coolly ?*

exclaimed Lord Harold. " Know you not, sir, that

a nephew is bound to protect his aunt against sue'

intrusion, or attempted intrusion as this ?"

" I am well aware that my conduct must soem
suspicious," replied Deveril, still calm and unexcited

—and he was inwardly rejoiced to perceive that

Lord Harold Staunton entertained not the slightest

suspicion that it was to seek an interview with his

sister and not with his aunt, that ho (Deveril) had
come thither.

" Suspicious indeed 1" exclaimed the young noble,

man, working himself up into a rage. " It is more
than suspicious, sir—it is downright impudent—in

short, it is conduct which deserves personal chastise-

ment. Pity it is that no lacquey was at hand to

kick you out of the premises into which you have

dared intrude."

" My lord," said Deveril, his cheeks now redden-

ing, " it would grieve me sorely to aggravate the

impropriety of my conduct by saying anything

harsh to you : but I must beg to remind your lord-

ship that you are using language which I cannot

listen to without indignation. I am well aware

that I have been indiscreet in entering Lady Mae-
donald's premises in a surreptitious manner: but I

have not done so without some excuse. Vilely ca-

lumniated, I was refused admittance at her lady-

ship's front-door—my letters were returned un-

opened—and not choosing to incur her ladyship's

evil opinion without giving explanations on my own
part to vindicate my character, I certainly soujht

admittance into her dwelling."

" You have be'fen expelled her front door, and

your letters have been returned unopened?" ex-

claimed Harold Staunton, repeating Deveril's word?

in a taunting manner. " Surely those iudicitions

were sutficient to convince you that your presence

could be dispensed with; and any attempt t» in-

trude again becomes an acf of the grossest rudenes*

and most flagrant indecencv. We will not Wowpver

was about to enter They both retrcatoil a step or i discuss the question farther. You must giv# m*
two, and their lips gave ejaoulatory utterance

each other's names.

"Ah! Willimm Doveril

!

I

satisfaction, sir, for your impertinence."
" My lord," replied Deveril, mow assuniui|^ t

haughty dignity, wliich, as he waa no ariitoeral, waK
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«ntire)y his own—the natural pride of a man of

high feeling,
—" had you spoken in other terms. I

ihould certainly have held myself bound to make
an apology for my intrusion within the precincts of

Lady Macdonald's dwelling. Indeed, I have already

said as much as to express my sense of its impro-

priety, and therefore my sorrow that I should have

benn guilty of such conduct. But, considering the

tone which your lordship now thinks fit to adopt

towards me, I decline to offer a single word in the

shape of excuse or apology."

" Ah ! is this your decision ?" exclaimed Lord

Harold fiercely.

" It is—most positively," returned Deveril, with

increasing hauteur.
" Then," immediately rejoined the nobleman,

" you will name the friend to whom I may send

mine."

"What! would you provoke me to a duel?"

cried Deveril, who had scarcely apprehended that it

was Harold's intention to push matters .to this ex-

treme—and his heart smote him at the idea of

standing up in a hostile manner against the brother

of her whom he loved so devotedly.

" I have already tdid you, Mr. Deveril," was

Staunton's answer, " that you must afford me satis-

faction. I do not wish to give any unseemly pro-

Tocation on nay part : but as it appears," he added

scornfully, •' that you yourself require some such
|

inducemeat tO' make you show your courage, I am '

forced to act thus. Consider, sir, that I havo given

jou a blow:"—and with the tips of his fingers he

touched Deveril on the cheek. '

" Enough, Lord Harold !" exclaimed the young
|

•rtist, his own spirit now thoroughly aroused. " You
!

have asked me to name my friend—I refer you to
|

Mr. Forester, whose apartments are in the Albany."
|

" I have some slight knowledge of Mr. Forester,"

responded Lord Harold, " and Avill lose no time
I

in sending a friend to communicate with him."

He then bowed coldly and distantly, and turning

on his heel, walked away without entering the pre-

cincts of his aunt's dwelling.

William Deveril lingered for a few moments to

let him get to a distance, and then likewise f>ro-

ceeded up the lane into Cavendish Square.

We may here observe that on quitting the bal-

cony. Lady Fiorina retreated into another apart-

ment, which did not command a view of the garden

nor of the premises at the back of the house. She

therefore did not observe that WUKam Deveril, on
issuing forth from the enclosure, had encountered

her brother in the alley.

Deveril bent iiis way direct to the Albany, where

he inquired for Mr. Forester ; but learning that this

gentleman was not in at the moment, he penned a

hurried note to prepare him for the visit which he

might expect from Lord Harold's friend in the

course of the evening. Having left this note with

the porter of the Albany, Deveril proceeded to his

lodgings in Pall Mall ; on reaching which he imme-
diately sat down at his writing-table and wrote the

following lines :

—

" Pall Mall, i past 8 o'clock.

" Dearest Angola,
" I promised you to be home by supper-time this even-

ing : but urgent business retains me in town. I intend

to s.eep at ray lodgings, but h*pe to be with you enrly in

tha forenooD to-morrow. Your sirectionate

•' WILLIAM."

This note Deveril at once despatched by a porter

in a cab to his villa-residence in the neighbourhood
of the Regent's Park. He then resumed his writing,

and penned several letters. The first was also to

Angela—another was to Mr. Gunthorpe—a third to

Fiorina, and the others to friends or acquaintances.

The task had occupied him nearly two hours; and
when he had finislied this correspondence, he sealed

the several letters and packed them all up together

in a sheet of paper. He then wrote upon the out-

side of the envelope, "It is earnestly requested that

the letters contained herein, may he delivered immt'

diatehf to their respective addresse*." He theD

locked up the packet in his writing-desk, and put the

key in his pocket.

It was now half-past ten o'clock ; and a double

knock at the front-door resounded through the

house. In a few moments Mr. Forester was an-

nounced. He was a young man of four-and-twenty,

with a pleasing countenance, a genteel figure, and an

air of mingled good-nature and frankness.

" My -dear Deveril," he said, taking our hero'i

hand, " how the deuce have you managed to get

yourself into this scrape with Lord Harold Staunton

-^you who are of such a peaceable disposition and

excellent temper?"

Deveril gave Mr. Forester a hurried outline of

what had taken place—or rather of stich particular*

as he thought fit to describe,—leaving Fiorina'*

name altogether out of the question, and suffering

his friend to retain a similar impression to that

which Lord Harold himself bad received in respect

to his intrusion into the g*rden ; namely, that it w«»

to seek an interview with Lady Macdonald, for

the purpose of explaining away Lady Saxondale's

calumnies.

"Well, it is an unpleasant business," said Fore*-

tei :
" but it seems there is no alternative save to

exchange shots. Ofcoui-se you know. Deveril

and mind, I do not say it because I think it will

make any undue impression on your mind but

it is my duty to mention the fact, that Lord Harold

Staunton is what is termed
"

"I know what you mean," obeerred Dereril

quietly, " a crack shot. I have heard it mentioned

that he has performed the most astonishing feats

with the pistol."

"I have seen him," rejoined Forester. "But

you, my dear fellow—what sort of a marksman do

you consider yourself ?"

" I have never practised, and scarcely ever fired •

pistol in my life," responded Deveril. "Besides,

you do not think for a mome»t, Forester, that I

mean seriously to attempt the taking of my adver-

sary's life ?"

" You will be insane if you do not," was his

friend's answer :
" for if you risk your own life, you

certainly ought to do your best
"

" Enough upon that point," interrupted Deveril

"At all events I shall do my duty. And now

tell me, have you received a visit frrim his lordship's

friend ?"

" Captain Lennox of the Guards called uiwa m»
at half-past nine o'clock," replic«l Forester. " I had

just returned to my rooms in the Albany, and had

received your note, which not a little astonished me.

However, everything is settled. You had better

come and i>ass the night with me—we will have

supper and champagne, and so forth
**
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""Thank you—but I must decline your hospitality.

I will breakfast with you at any hour you name in

the morning."

"That must be at five punctually," rejoined

Forester :
" for we have to be upon the ground at

half-past six o'clock."

"And which is the appointed place?" asked

Deveril.

" The fields in the immediate vicinage of Hamp-
Btead Heath. By the bye, Captain Lennox under-

took to bring the regimental surgeon with him;

and therefore we need not trouble ourselves on that

point. Have you got pistols ? No. 'Well, I will

take mine—and at all events you will have the be-

nefit of good ones. And now, wliat are you going

to do with yourself? You will not come with me
to my rooms—shall I stay with you ? or shall we go

out together for an hour or two ?"

" I wish to remain alone," answered Deveril.

" Do not think me rude or churlish, nor insensible

to your kind intention
"

" Not at all, my dear fellow," exclaiined Forester.

"In these circumstances one does exaclly as one

chooses. Good night, thes. You will be with me
ftt five ?"

"Not a minute later," answered Deveril: and

M.7. Forester thereupon took his leave of the young
artist.

CHAPTER Xlb

Ip we look into Lord Harold Staunton's lodgings in

Jermyn Street, at precisely the same time when the

precedmg interview took place between Forester

and Deveril in Pdl Mall, we shall find that noble-

man seated alone in his drawing-room. Captain

Lennox had just luft him, having communicated the

arrangements made with Mr. Forester, and having

settled the hour of appointment when they were to

meet again in the morning.

Lord Harold's countenance was grave and serious.

It was not that he feared the duel, nor dreaded its

consequences in respect to himself: but he scarcely

admired the part he had played in provoking it.

" When once I stand in the presence of William

Deveril," he said to himself, " I cannot help taking

a deadly aim at him. It is for this purpose I have

provoked the duel—and I almost wish that what

has been done could be safely and honourably un-

done. But no : that is impossible ! I am a for)!,"

he suddenly exclaimed, speaking aloud and rising

from his seat, " to let these feehngs grow upon mc.

What is a duel after all ? It is an incident in the

life of every man of the world, and is fraught with

an eclat of a flattering nature. Well, but somehow
or another I cannot sec the thing in this light on

the present occasion. Pshaw! this is drivelling

folly—I will and must be gay I"

Scarcely had he spoken these words, when a, loud

double knock reverberated through the house ; and
Lord Sasondale was speedily introduced.

" A pretty follow you are, Harold, to make an
appointment with me to dine at Long's and then

Dreak it. So I had to dine by myself. Good turtle

and venison, however—and iued-punch excellent.

Ihose were comMlalious."

"You must forgive me, my dear fellow," an-

swered Staunton ;
" but some pM-ticular busuiess

kept me away from you. However, we can now go
out and pass an hour or two together."

" What the deuce is the matter with you ?" ask«4
Edmund, surveying his friend with attention :

" you
have a strange look, and a sort of forced gaiety.

Has anything happened? I hope nothing bad.

Perhaps your creditors have been dunning you——"
"Well, it is something of that sort," observed

Staunton, compelling himself to laugh, although ho
was not altogether in the humour. " But come—
let us go and amuse ourselves somewhere."
"That is exactly what I wish," returned Saxon-

dale. " Emily Archer is dancing away to-night

at the Opera—and she will not have me to escort

her home."
" What do you mean ? You have broken with

her already."

" Not I indeed ! I mean that since I am going
to amuse myself with you, she must amuse herself

alone for once. Come."
The two young noblcmati now strolled forth to-

gether. First of all they visited the gaming-table,-

and Sarondale, though by no means a shrewd oV
server, could not avoid noticing a continuation of

that peculiarity which he had already seen in his

friend's manner : but Harold had his own reasoas

for saying notliing to Edmund relative to the pcnd-

irg duel. He gambled recklessly, and drank large

draughts of wiue. His purse was well filled with

money: for the reader will recollect that he had
received a thousand-pound-notein the morning from
the unknown lady of the masquerade. At least

three hundred pounds of this sum he lost in about

haU'-an-hour; and then suddenly flinging down the

dice box, he said to his friend, " Come, Saxondale

—

I have had enough of this. Let us be Off."

Sallying forth from the gambling-house, the two
young noblemen visited the cider-cellars — then

looked in at the Coal Hole—smd subsequently be-

stowed the honour of their presence upon three or

four other places of the same sort,—Lord Harold
everywhere drinking immoderately. At two o'clock

in the morning they wound up their amusements
with a supper of devilled kidneys and Welch-rabbits

at Evans's in Covent Garden ; and then they sepa-

rated, Lord Saxondale going home uncommonly
tipsy in a cab, and Lord Harold Staunton proceed-

ing to Jermyn Street on foot, that the fresh air oi

the morning might cool his heated brows. Not that

he himself was intoxicated. He could always im-

bibe with impunity a large quantity of liquor; and
though wit'uin the last few hours he had partaken

of far more than even (jn such occasions he was

wont to do, yet he scarcely felt the efVects thereof.

On entering his lodgings he bade Alfred— to

whom he had confidentially communicated the

pending duel—call him precisely at five o'clock : lis

then threw himself, dressed as he was, w\vn\ the

bed, and sank into a troubled and agitated sleep.

But we must now transport the reader's atten-

tion to Mr. Forster's rooms in the Albany, and su[»-

posc that the hour of five in the morning was beinj

proclaimed from all the steeples of the West End.

Punctual to his appointment, William Deveril made

his appearance. Forester grasped him cordially by

the hand, and surveyed him earnestly to see how he

bore the prospect of the hfo-and-dcath allau' about
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to take place. The young artist seemed as cool and

collected as ever ; and a stranger gazing upon him

would not have known that there was anything

unusual in his mind. He was dressed with his

usual neatness, and appeared as if he had enjoyed

several hours of calm and refreshing sleep.

An excellent brciikfast was served up, of which

Deveril partook. When it was over Mr. Forester

looked at his watch, saying, " It is now half-past

five—my carriage will be at the door in ten minutes.

If you have anything particular to say, you had

better do so at once."

"I have but one request to make,' answered

Peveril, producing a small key from bis pocket.

" Take this—it opens the writing-desk at my lodg-

ings. If I fall, you will know what to do."

" Depend upon it, my dear fellow," returned

Forester, "whatever your instructions are they shall

be fully and faithfully attended to. Have you any-

thing more to say ?"

" Nothing," responded Deveril, " except to ex-

press my thanks for your kindness."

Mr. Forester's valet entered the mom to announce

that the carriage was in waiting. Tliat gentleman

now produced from a cupboard an ominous-looking

box in a green baize bag ; and this the valet at once

conveyed down to the carriage. Forester and
Deveril followed, and took their seats in the vehicle,

which then drove rapidly away.

Diu'ing the ride to Hampstcad the two gentlemen

•onversed upon indid'eront matters ; and Deveril

showed that young as he was—being, as the reader

is aware, scarcely twenty, though he looked a year

or two older—he possessed a firm and courageous

mind. Not that he treated the matter with unbe-

coming flippancy—very far from it : there was a

certain gravity and sedatcness in his mien and tone

which became the position wherein he was placed,

but which was as far removed from the sentiment

of fear as it was from levity.

On reaching the heath. Forester and Deveril left

the carriage, which drove away to a distance so as

not to excite suspicion in the neighbourhood ; and

they proceeded on toot to the appointed place.

Forester had purposely put on a loose over-coat that

lie might carry the pistol-case concealed beneath it

:

for the ominous-looking box before referred to, was
the one contaming the deadly weapons. It was
twenty minutes past six as they entered the field

where the duel was to take place; and the quick

glance which Forester threw around showed him
that they were first upon the ground.

It was a beautiful morning : the sun was already

shining brightly—the birds were singing in the trees

—and nature, reviving from the lethargy of night,

was arraying herself in her most cheerful smiles,

Deveril could not help heaving a sigh as be reflected

how perverse was the heart of man, that by its pas-
' sions it could lead to the desecration of a world which
the Creator had made so fair and beautiful, and
the sunny joyousnoss of which too often formed so

Itrong a contrast with the deeds enacted by its

tuman denizens.

llis meditations were however cut short by a sud-

den ejaculation from the lips of Forester, who cried

out, " Here they come !"—and Deveril, looking in

the direction where his friend's eyes were fixed, be-

lit-ld his opponent aecompauiod by two individuals

advancing across the field.

Lord Harold Staunton, ere quitting his lodgings,

had made certain hasty improvements in bis toilet:

nevertheless his appearance was not altogether cha-

racterised by the same degree of neatness as that of

William Deveril. On the contrary, he looked as if

he had passed a portion of the night in a debauch.
His companions were Captain Lennox and the mili-

tary surgeon. The former was a fine tall man, of

commanding appearance, and evidently of great

physical strength ; he wore a moustache, which to-

gether with his thick brows and keen piercing eyes,

gave him a certain fierceness of look ; while his air

was haughty, sclf-sulhcicnt, and aristocratic. Aa
for the surgeon, he was altogether of an opposite

appearance—being short and stout, with a rubicund

face and a particularly red nose, as if he were
amazingly addicted to the pleasures of the ta-

ble.

Lord Harold bowed with distant politeness to

Mr. Deveril, who returned the salutation in a simi-

lar manner. The two seconds—namely, Captain

Lennox and Mr. Forester—almost instantaneously

proceeded to a settlement of the preliminaries,

—

measuring the ground, and loading the pistols in

each other's presence,— during which proceeding

the military surgeon walked apart, and while pre-

tending to blow his nose, applied a brandy-flask to

his lips. The seconds, having made their arrange-

ments, placed their principals in their proper sta-

tions ; and thus, to use Captain Lennox's military

phrase, " the ground was made clear for ac-

tion !"

" You have nothing more to say to me beyond
the instructions already given ?" inquired Mr.
Forester of Dqvcril, as he handed him a loaded

pistol.

" Nothing," was the answer, returned in a tone

of grave firmness.

" Then there need be no farther delay," re-

joined Mr. Forester. " It is arranged that Captain

Lennox will give the signal. Observe where he has

now taken his place willi a white kerchief in his

hand. When ho drops that kerchief, you will avert

your head, raise the pistol, and fire."

Deveril intimated that he understood these instruc-

tions; and Mr. Forester drew aside to a little dis-

tance, so as to avoid the chance of receiving Lord^Ha-
rold's bullet. This nobleman had in the meantime re-

ceived his weapon from Captain Lennox, who had

immediately after posted himself in such a position

that he formed with the two duellists the apes of

a triangle. The military doctor had seated himself

imder a hedge, where he regaled himself with a se-

cond dose of the contents of the brandy-flasK to set-

tle the qualms of an empty stomach.

Everything was now read}-: but just at the very

instant that Captain Lennox was about to let the

handkerchief fall, a loud stentorian roico roared out,

" Stop !"

AH eyes being turned in the direction whence
this command emanated, the unmistakable tiguro

of Mr. Guuthorpe was seen clambering over a gate

in the hedge close by where the doctor was seated.

Up jumped the medical gentleman, as much star-

tied as if a whole posse of policemen had appeared

upon the spot: but on perceiving that the new
comer was alone, he regained his self- possession,

and deliberately took a third pull at the brand^;-

flask. Over the gate did Mr. Gunthorpe scramble.
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—his naturally red face being quite purple witli

excitement, while the pei:spiration rolled in large

dro])s down it ; and his brown scratch wig had got

turned all awry under his broad-brimmed hat. He
brandished liis gold-headed cane as if it were a con-

stable's staff, and rolled ahjng on his little fat legs

towards the spot where the duellists and their se-

conds stood.

" Wlio the deuce is this ?" exclaimed Captain

Lennox, twirling his moustache. " I suppose it's

some justice of the peace "

" No, sir," interrupted Mr. Gunthorpe, who had
just arrived near enough to catch the remark. "I
do not come in a magisterial capacity

"

" I should think not indeed !" observed Lord Ha-
rold contemptuously. " Magistrates and county-

justices don't usually take up their quarters at a

boilci-bcef house on Holb(jrn Hill."

" This affair can proceed no farther," said Mr.
Gunth(jrpe, bestowing not the slightest heed upon
Lord Harold Staunton's insolent observation : but

placing himself midway between the two duellists'

he said, " I did not choose to involve you all in ex-

posure by bringing the police authorities with me

:

but I am nevertheless determined to put a stop to I

this business. So if 3'ou mean to fire, gentlemen,
|

I must become your target." 1

Williaip Deveril had started with astonishment

on seeing Mr. Gunthorpe ; and Forester, observing

tiie effect thus produced by that gentleman's pre-

sence, hastily inquired of Deveril if he knew who
he was ?

" Yes—I do indeed know who he is ; and have
every reason to do so," responded the young artist.

' He is one to whom I am under many obligations.

But it is most provoking that he should have found

us out!"
I

" Oh I he must not be allowed to interfere in this
'

yitiy" added Forester. " 1 will see what Lennox '

says."
j

He and the Captain thereupon accosted Mr. Gun-
|

thorpe, and asked iiiin by what right he strove to
|

put a stop to this affair of ho-aour ?
j

" An affair of honour do you call it !" exclaimed

the old gentleman indignantly and scornfully. "Ij
pronounce it to be an affair of rf/shonour

"

" Beware, sir, what you say !" interrupted Cap-

tain Lennox fiercely: "for with that remark you
impeach the characters of all concerned—and if you
dare repeat your insolence, I shall be compelled to

pull your nose for you."
|

"It is a great pity, sir," rejoined Mr. Gunthorpe,
" that the people should have to pay taxes to main-
tain a set of-military bullies of whom you are a very

fair specimen." 1

" By Jove, this is too much !" ejaculated Captain
Lennox. " I must chastise you, sir."

|

" And I will knock you down with my cane, if

you dare touch me," at once retorted Mr. Gunthorpe,
holiling his stick in a manner which showed that he

was serious.
|

" Don't hurt the old gentleman," said Mr. Forester,

seizing tlie arm ot Captain Lennox who was about

to commit a promi)t onslaught on Mr. (runthorpe.
" Let us cndcavcjur to reason with him."

" You will not reason me into giving my consent

to this duel," observed the object of the remark.
" And so you call it an affair of honour, do you ?

What ! is it honoui-able for two young men to staud

! up and endeavour to take each other's life, for Rome

I

trumpery cause or another ?"

[

" Permit me to ask," interrupted Mr. Forestet.

j

" whether j'ou are acquainted with the motives

I

and causes which have led to the present meet-
ing?"

I

" No—I am not," at once rejoined Mr. Gun-
thorpe; "and what is more, I do not want to kn iw

them. It is sufficient for u\i\ that by an accident I

ascertained what was going to take place ; and so 1

j

hastened off to prevent it."

' " I will tell you what we must do," exclaimed
Captain Lennox :

" we must tie the old fellow to

I

yon gate, or else to a tree."

[

" Yes—that's the way to dispose of him," said

i

Lord Harold, who for the last two or three minutes
had not been mingling in the conversation.

I

" No," said Deveril, now advancing towards the

group in tlie middle of the ground :
" I will permit

no indignity to be offered to Mr. Gunthorpe. At
the same time I must earnestly represent to Mr.
Gunthorpe himself, that he will sec the impropriety

of persevering in his attempt to stop this pro-

ceeding."

I

"What! such words as these from your lips,

I

William Deveril?" said the old gentleman reproach-

j

fully.

" My dear sir," responded the young artist, " I

have admitted to Mr. Forestei that I am acquainted

with you—and your presence here may therefore

be construed in a light prejudicial to* my cha-

racter."

"Oh ! they will say that you were afraid to fight,

and that you got a friend to stop the duel— will

they ?" exclaimed Mr. Gunthorpe. " Well then,

I pledge my honourfthat such is not the case. In-

deeil, it was quite in another way I learnt what was
going on "

" We are not bound to believe you, sir," remarked
Captain Lennox stiffly ;

" and therefore, as Mr
Deveril has observed, you will only prejudice his

honour by persisting in your interruption."

" Nevertheless, I do persist," said Mr. Gunthorpe
resolutely.

" Then, sir, we must remove you by force," at

once rejoined the Captain : and with a sudden move-
ment he wrenched the gold-headed cane out of Mr.
Guulhorpe's hands.

He and Forester together, then dragged the old

gentleman off towards the gate, which they managed
to do despite his struggles and resistance.

' " Deveril—William Deveril !" exclaimed Mr. Gun-
thort^e, in accents of mingled anjer and reproach:
" is it possible that you staud idly by and see this

indignity committed ? What, sir ! you do not move P

—I am ashamed of you !—I am astonished at you!

After all But I will have nothing more to do

with you. Lord Harold, you too shall smart for

permitting this ! Will you not help me ? Oh ! you

refuse, do you ? Well, mind wluit you are about

!

You will repent it, I say—you will repent it 1

Deveril, you declared you would not see me ill-

treated—and yet you—you "

While thus giving rent to broken ejaculations,

poor Mr. Gunthorpe, breathless and oxhaustcd with

his cries and his struggles, was hurried uj) to the

gate; and there Captain Lennox and Mr. Forester

bound him securely to the rails with their handkor-

chicfs. Lord Harold laughed contemptuously »(



190 THE MY3TEE1E3 OF THE COURT.

the old gentleman's threats: but William Dcveril

stood with his arms folded, his looks bent down, his

face pale, and his lips white and quivering. He
said not a word; and yet it was evident that he

deeply felt the indignity offered to Mr. Gunthorpe.

The Captain and Mr. Forester, having done their

work, hastened back to the measured ground in

order to hurry on the proceedings as quick as pos-

sible, so as to prevent farther interruption. The

military surgeon walked up to Mr. Gunthorpe, who
was struggling desperately to emancipate himself

from his bonds ; and producing his brandy-flask, he

offered to pour some down the captive's throat, " in

order to soothe him." But Mr. Gunthorpe bade

him begone with such fierce indignation, that the

doctor did not persist in his proposal.

Meanwhile Captain Lennox had resumed his

former position, with the white handkerchief ready

to drop : Lord Harold and - William Deveril again

found themselves confronted according to the laws

of honour—the signal was given—but only one

pistol was fired. That one was Lord Harold Staun-

ton's. Deveril however stood unhurt.

" You did not fii'e, sir !" exclaimed Captain Len-

nox to the young artist.

" It was not my intention," was the latter's cold

but firm reply. " It was not I who provoked this

duel
"

"Enough! say nothing, Deveril!" interrupted

Mr. Forester. "I presume that Lord Harold

Staunton' is now satisfied P" he added, turning

towards that individual.

The young nobleman hesitated what reply to

give. His better feelings prompted him to answer

in the affirmative : but the empire which the lady

of the masquerade had acquired over him, became

paramount—he felt that to obtain the crowning

favour of her love he must prosecute the murderous

game still farther—and his decision wa* therefore

taken accoi-dingly.

" I cannot consider it an act of bravery on Mr
Deveril's part to abstain from firing," he said:

" but I choose to regard it as a proof that he was

resolved to avoid the chance of a second exchange

of shots. Therefore I am not satisfied."

" We must proceed, Mr. Forester," said Captain

Lennox, with cold-blooded laconism.

"This is nothing short of downright savage

butchery and barbarous murder !" vociferated Mr.

Gunthorpe, now struggling more desperately than

ever to extricate himself from his bonds. " Deveril

—Lord Harold "

But here the old gentleman's throat became so

dry with excitement and hoiirsencss, that his voice

failed him and he could say no more.

Fresh j-istols had in the nieiinwhile been handed

to Lord Harold Staunton and William Deveril

—

Captain Lennox again took his post— the signal

with the white handkerchief was given—and a sharp

report rang through the morning air. Again was

it Lord Harold's weapon that was alone fired : but

this time not without effeot—for Deveril dropped

upon the grass

!

"You have murdered hiiu !" cried Mr. Gun-

thorpe, now suddenly recovering his voice : and

with a superhuman effort ho broke away from the

gate to which he had been bound.

The military surgeon wus already rushing to the

spot whore Forester and Lennox were raising Mr.

Deveril. Lord Harold, much agitated, likewis*

lent his assistance. The young man's eyes were

closed—his shirt and waistcoat over his right breast

were already saturated with blood—his hps moved
not—the breath of life appeared to waver there no
more

!

" Fly, fly !" exclaimed the military surgeon :
" he

is dead; It is useless for you to remain."
" Dead ! My God, is it possible ? Dead ! no

—

no !" ejaculated Mr. Gunthorpe, who now reached

the spot : and falling upon his knees, he bent over

the inanimate form of William Deveril.

" Here, sir," said Mr. Forester. " You are in»

nocent of any hand in all this—take that key—it

opens a desk at jjoor Deveril's lodgings—and there

you will find certain instructions to be fulfilled. For

God's sake, do not neglect them."

Thus speaking, Forester thrust the key into the

hands of Mr. Gunthorpe, who was sobbing and
weeping over the young artist as if his heart would

break. Forester then sped away, along with Lord
Harold Staunton and Captain Lennox,—Mr. Gun-
thorpe and the surgeon alone remaining with him
who had fallen in the duel.

It must not however be thought that Forester

meant to leave them to manage as they might in

the matter. He made straight for the spot where

he was to meet his carriage, and ordered it to pro-

ceed as near to the field as it possibly could get

—

likewise giving instructions to his domestics that

they were to hurry to the scene, render what assist-

ance they were able in removing the body into the

vehicle, and then hold themselves entirely at the

orders of Mr. Gunthorpe. Having done this,

Forester rejoined Lord Harold and Capi ain Lennox,

and hastened away with them in their own vehicle.

CHAPTER XLI.

MORE SCENES AT SAXONDAXE HOUBB.

It was about half-past ten o'clock at night, whem
the tall form of a man, with a hat slouched over hia

countenance, and muffled in a cloak, advanced hur-

riedly up Pi\rk Lane. Considering that it was the

middle of summer, it was doubtless somewhat sin-

gular for an individual to be thus apparelled ; and

such a superduity as a capacious mantle could only

be for the purpose of disguise. So thought the po-

liceman who was sauntering leisurely down the

street : but in that aristocratic quarter the consta-

ble could not think of interfering with the object of

his notice. He set it down as some aflfair of gal-

lantry, a ad proceeded on his way.

The muffled figure stopped at the door of Saxon-

dale House—knocked and rang—and during the

few moments that elapsed ere his summons was

answered, appeared excessively impatient and ner-

vous. The door was however soon opened ; and at

once entering the hall, he himself, anticipating the

functions of the porter, shut the door quickly; then

removing his hat, he revealed the countenance of

Lord Harold Staunton. He hkewise threw off his

cloak,—at the same time saying in an agitated

manner to the porter, " Of course you know what

has occurred P Hence this disguise ! Is Lord Saxou-

dale at home ?"

" 1^0, my lord—be is not," was the rcplj.
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Lord Harold appeared to hesitate—and tuun said,

"Do you know where he isP"

Again the answer was in the negative, accom-

panied by the intimation that Lord Saxondale had
been absent the whole day.

" Perhaps her ladyship knows ?" immediately re-

joined Harold :
" and she will tell me—for it is

highly important that I should see my friend. Is

her ladyship within?"
" Yes, my lord," responded the porter.

" And alone— disengaged ? But perhaps the

young ladies are with her '("

" No, my lord : they ai-e gone to a party, and her

ladyship is alone."

The hall-porter, to whose ears certain flying ru-

mours ©f the duel had been wafted, was at no loss

to understand wherefore Staunton had come thus

disguised, nor why his looks were wild and haggard.

But he of course made no remark in allusion to the

subject; and forthwith summoning a footman, de-

sired him to escort Lord Harold to the room where
Lady Saxondale was seated. This was accordingly

done ; and in a few moments the young nobleman
found himself alone with her ladyship.

" Perhaps you did not expect to see me here to-

night ?" he said, throwing himself upon a seat near

the sofa where Lady Saxondale was placed.

" Indeed I did not," she answered coldly ; " and I

am much surprised that you sh«uld come at this hour

and under such circumstances."
" You are surprised ?" ejaculated Staunton, now

gazing upon her with amazement the mest un-

feigned. " Have I not fulfilled your injunctions ?

yes, even to the very letter !"

" My lord," answered Lady Saxondale, haughtily,

but still with some degree of astonishment, " I am
at a loss to understand you. Reports of what hap-

pened this morning have reached me, and I there-

fore can come to no other conclusion than that your

reason is affected."

"Lady Saxondale," cried Staunton, starting up
from his seat as if goaded almost to madness by this

unlooked-for reception, " is it possible that you can

treat me in such a manner P Now, do not think

that though I may seem excited I have in any way
compromised you with the servants : for I purposely

asked after Edmund first, and appeared to wish to

see i/ou only as the result of a second thought and

for the purpose of ascertaining where Edmund is."

" Compromise me with my servants '." said Lady
Saxondale, slowly rising from the sofa ; and draw-

ing herself up to the full of her superb height, she

bent her magnificent dark C3'es with eagle look upon
tlic astounded young nobleman :

" I am at a loss,

my lord, to understand such language. Thiuk you

that because your sister is engaged to become my
son's wife, that you possess the privilege of having

the run of the house—to enter it at such an hour

as this—^force your way into my presence No,

my lord!"

Harold had remained stupified while Lady Saxon-

dale was tlius speaking : but when she ceased, a

sudden rage seized upon him, quick as the gust of

the whirlwind sweeps over the ocean; and while his

eyes flashed fire and his lips were white with rage,

he said in a thick hoarse voice, " Madam, your con-

duct is abominable !"

" This to me ?" cried Latly Saxondale : and she

reached her baud towards the bell-pull.

'No!" ejaculated Staunton :
" you must not adil

this crowning ignominy—or I will killyou—by the

eternal heaven, I vrill kill you !"

Lady Saxondale seemed suddenly dismayed, and
her countenance became pale : but speedily recover-

ing herself, she said, " It is but too evident that the

calamity of this morning has turned your brain. I
must not therefore be too hard upon you."

Thus speaking, she resumed her seat, with a slight

relaxation from that cold dignity and freezing hau-

teur which for the last few minutes she had main-
tained. Lord Harold, still standing, fixed upon her
the keenest scrutiny, as if to fathom what was really

passing in her mind, and penetrate beneath the

mask of studied reserve and repelling chillness

which he fancied she had purposely put on. But at

length resuming his own seat likewise, he said,

"You have alluded to the calamity of this morning.

Can you look me in the face and tell me that you
really regard it as a calamity ?"

" What !" cried Lady Saxondale :
" to kill a per-

son in a duel—is not this a calamity ?"

"Stop!" said Lord Harold imperiously. "Does
your ladyship know this ?"—and he produced the

diamond-clasp which he had worn on the front of

his cap at the masquerade.

"No—certainly not," responded Lady Saxon-
dale, just deigning to fling one glance upon the

jewel.

"Nor this?" continued Lord Harold Staunton,

next producing the letter which made the appoint-

ment for that self-same masquerade.
" What a question !" cried Lady Saxondale with

a contemptuous curl of the lip. "As if I knew
aught of your correspondence !"

" Then perhaps your ladyship is equally ignorant

of this?"—and now he produced the letter which
contained naught save a name—and that name was
William Deveril !

" My lord, I begin to grow very weary indeed of

these follies. I have put up with them for tlie

last ten minutes out of compassion for your state

of mind : but I must beg that they be not per-

severed in."

•'Lady Saxondale," answered Lord Harold Staun-

ton, with a strange and ominous outward calmness

which rather denoted than concealed the pent-up
fury of wrath and rage concentrated below :

" it

suits your purpose to treat me thus—but you will

not succeed ! No : it shall not be permitted to any
woman to make use of me as her blind instrument

for a particular object, and when that object is ac-

complished, cast me off. Nay, worse than oast mo
off—ignore my services and repudiate me altogether !

Madam, it was you, who scut mo that clasp—yoM

who wrote that letter

—

you also who penned tliat

name inside the envelope, which moreover contained

a certain sum of mone\'."
" Lord Harold, your friends will liave to put you

under restraint," responded Lady Saxotiilale.

" We shall see !" he rejoined drily. " Now,
madam, you arc giving me proof of the most

matchless effroutery tliat over woman rlispliiyed or

that the world saw. Can you jiossibU niaintaia

that it was not you yourself who gave me the ap-

pointment to bo at the masquerade—you wko en-

joined mo to remove your enemy from your path—
you who wrote me the name of that enemy on tliia

paper, that name being William Deveril? Maditin.
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no earthly conjoctare could I iurm as to wlio Queeu

Isabella of Spain mi^ht be, unlil the morninfj after

the masquerade But when I received this missive

mentioning the name of the enemy with whom I

was to seek a quarrel, provoke to a duel, and thus

extirpate from your path, my suspicions iiistan-

taneously fixed themselves upon you. Suspicions?

—no ! It was a certainty—a conviction, beyond

the possibility of doubt. And could you yourself

have been so insensate as to hope that 1 should not

fathom your secret ? Why, all London was ringing

with the affair between William Deveril and your-

self. He had insulted you—at least such was your

story—and at all events you had taken the trouble

to make the round of your acquaintances and spread

the intelligence. There was a malignity in this

conduct on your part which showed a determination

to ruin William Deveril. What cause subsequently

impelled you to wish his destruction, 1 know not

:

but that the Lady Saxondalo to whom I am now

speaking, was the Queen Isabella of Spain who

gave me my mission at llarcourt House, I felt as-

sured the moment 1 read the name of her enemy."

"I have listened to you in silence, if not with

patience," said her ladyship, " because I was de-

sirous to ascertain the real nature of the delusion

under which you are labouring. I now begin, lo

fathom it. You have mistaken some one else for

me."
" ifo—it is not so !" answered Lord Ilarold ve-

hemently. " I repeat that not unlil I read the

name of your enemy, did I suspect who Queeu

Isabella of Spain could possibly be. But the iu-

etant that name met my eyes, 1 knew tliat it was

Lady Saxondale. Yes—not merely because you had

notoriously some strong cause of dislike against

Deveril, but also because she who personated the

Spanish Queen was of your stature—of your form

—with the same dark eyes flashing from behind the

mask—yes, and with the same accents of the voice,

despite the consummate art with which that voice

was disguised ! Lady Saxondale, if it were tUf last

words that I had to speak m t.iis life, it would be to

proclaim to your face that you were the woman who

urged me to this deed of assassination !"

" Did I not iirmly entertain the belief that your

reason is impared, I shoulil not tolei-ate such con-

duct. Even as it is, I know not whether I am justi-

fied in permitting you to remain another instant in

my presence :"—and as Lady Saxondale thus spoke,

it was with a look so -well corresponding with her

words that for an instant Lord Harold Staunton

felt himself staggered.

But only for an instant ! The doubt vanished as

quickly as it came, giving place to a conviction

stronger than ever ; and ho said with a fiercer

look and in a hoarser voice than before, •' Lady
Saxondale, I have become a murderer for your

sake! The death cf that young man sits heavy

upon my heart : my coilscieuce is a nest of scor-

pions. Oh ! what I have done and wlmt I now

suffer, demand an immense reward ! Tliat reward

you prouiised me : that reward you shall give ! It

may be that your love-tale—wliieh I was foolish

enough to believe at the time, and have believed

since until 1 stood in your presence ere now,—it

may be, I say, that this tule of lovowa.s but the

c»iinage of your brain -an artful delusion adopted

in ordci to model me to your purpoaes. Inlatuatcd

fool that I was, to put faith in it I Yet who would
not have done so ? who could have believed that

there was treaelicry so foul—so damnable—in the

heart of woman? But no matter. I did believe

it : else never should I have suffered myself to

become the instrument of your designs—never

should I have availed myself of the opportunity

which an unlooked-for accident furnished to pro-

voke William Uevcril to the duel of death. If you
had rjally loved me, your love, Lady Saxondale,

would have been some consolation for the crime I

have committed and for the remorse which fastened

its vulture-talons upon my soul the instant that

deed was done I But if you do not love me—and

if you sought to make me alike the instrument of

your vengeance and the sport of your trickery, only

to repudiate me afterwards, and perluips laugh at

me in secret—I will still demand my recompense

that I may be avenged on you! Madam, do

you understand me ?"

'' I understand," was the patrician lady's response,
" that I have a madman for my companion at this

moment—and that if I thus bear patiently and
kindly with him, it is only from compassion for his

misfortune."
" Compassion ? I scorn the word—I disdain to

become the object of such a sentiment! Look
j'ou, Lady Saxon.lale—I am a desperate man. In

a few short hours an immense change has been

effected \Mthin me. Hitherto I have been the dis-

sipatei) rake—the reckless roue—the inconsiderate

spendthrift; but now I have become the deep cri-

nnnal- the man who bears about with him a re-

morse as the convict carries with him his chain.

Aye—and the iron of that remorse is eating into

my soul more deeply and with a more corroding

agony than the iron of the chain can eat into the

convict's llesh. What consolation, then, is there

for me ? A mad and a reckless career, composed

of all the intoxicating influences that can clrowa

thought, or the wild ecstacies and thi-illing delights

tliat can absorb roflt-'ctiou ! Wine and women-
deep draughts of wine and the glowing embrace

of superb and imi)assioned women—tliese are the

only blandishments left for me! Into this cata-

logue do you enter : it is you who must head it^
thereby fulfilling the promise that you gave 1"

" Poor young man !" said Lady Saxon lale,

shakmg her head :
" what will become of you ?

As one whom I have known for a long time— as

my sou's bosom friend—as the brother of his fu-

ture wife—and as the nephew of the esteem.'d and

respected Lady Macdonald, I am bound to enter-

tain some degree of sympathy for you. Besides,

you appear to feel so deeply the cUamity of thia

morning "

" Oh, talk to me not thus !" ejaculated Harold,

with rage upon his countenance. "If I am not

mad alreaily, you will drive mc so. By heaven, you

are grandly beautiful! I .always considered you

as eminently handsome: and since yesterd ly morn-

ing, when 1 first knew that you were the lady ol

the masquerade, I have feasted my imagiuatioa

upon your charms. Yet never did they seem s>>

maguilieent as at this moment ! Even in tliia

very conduct which you are pursuing towards me—
treacherous, ungrateful, and abominable as it is—
there is so.nothing so tantalizing that I e->ulJ

scarcely wish it to be otkv.To iae. It is tlio uerid olivo
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giving flavour to the rich juice of the grape:"

—

and Lord Harold Staunton laughed wildly, almost

with a maniac laugh, as he thus spoke.

" Now let this interview end," said Lady Saxon-

dale, rising from the sofa : and despite the calm

and dignified reserve, mingled with a slight expres-

sion of pity, which she wore outwardly, she was

evidently not free from alarm within.
|

" Is it possible that you are serious and sternly

resolved in treating me thus ?" cried Lord Harold, in

a wild mournful voice. " Woman, I have become a

murderer for your sake ! Yes—I tell you again that

I knew it was j/ou the instant I received the letter

containing the name yesterday morning. And know-

ing it to be 1/ou, I did not to-day engage your son as

my second—I did not even communicate to him the

fact that a duel was pending. See, then, all the

consideration I have manifested, in addition to the

crime which I have perpetrated on your behalf!

And now "

" I say, my lord," interrupted Lady Saxondale,
" that this inverview must end !"

"No—the interview cannot end : but the foolish

and insensate portion of it shall !" exclaimed Lord
Harold : and with wide-extended arms, he sprang

forward to clasp Lady Sasondale in his embrace.

A half-suppressed shriek escaped her lips as she

retreated to the bell-pull : but at that very instant

the door flew open, and in rushed Mabel the house-

keeper, her countenance purple with rage.

" Save me—save me, Mabel, from this maniac !"

cried Lady Saxondale, as if joyously catching at the

circumstance of the woman's opportune appearance,

and not choosing to notice her wrathful looks.

" Eh—what ?" screamed forth Mabel. " Lord
Harold, who killed Devoril this morning ! He here !"

—and the woman looked unfeignedly astonished.

Lord Harold's extended arms dropped to his sides

as if paralysed. He stood confounded for a few

moments, uncertain how to act. He dared not pur-

sue his present object any farther : for all in an

mstant it flashed to him that if a disturbance were

created in the house, it might end by his falling

into the hands of justice—and he by no means
relished the idea of being committed to Newgate to

take his trial for the disastrous issue of the duel.

He therefore saw the necessity of yielding to cir-

cumstances; and advancing towards Lady Saxon-

dale, he said in a quick hoarse whisper, " We shall

speedily meet again;"—then rushing past Mabel,

he quitted the room, and soon afterwards the house.
" Your coming was most fortunate," said Lady

Saxondale, endeavouring to make the incident itself

available for the use of language to propitiate the

woman. " I do most sincerely thank you."
" Thank me, indeed ! there's nothing to thank me

for," cried Mabel. " I didn't come for that : how
did I know what was going on ? And really," she

added, with a sneer, "your ladyship seems to bo

very unfortunate just at present: everybody is per-

secuting you with love-overtures. First poor De-

veril, who has been killed : secondly, this Staunton,

who killed him ! It's really a strange coincidence

!

But it wasn't for that 1 came : 'twas to tell you that

things are getting every day worse and worse with

me. The conduct of the servants is unbearable."
" What has happened now, Mabel?" asked Lady

Saxondale.

" What's happened? Why, that hu8»ey the

laundry-maid says she isn't to take her orders from

me: and there's the butler just refused me a bottle

of cordial, saying I must get your order. Of course

they are encouraged to do this. They see how that

jackanapes Edmund treats me— how that minx
Juliana behaves to me but I won't put up with

it; and now I am going to have things settled."

" In what way, Mabel ? in what way ?" asked

Lady Saxondale, gradually becoming deeply grave

and ominously reflective.

" Oh ! I will soon tell you what I mean," re-

joined the housekeeper insolently. " I will have you

summon the whole of th-i servants up into this

room within the hour that's passing yes, this

night I mean—and you will tell them all that you

insist upon their obe^-ing me just as they do your-

self. Now, that's what I will have done without

any more delay."

" Well, Mabel, whatever you desire shall be done,"

answered Lady Sasondale in a deeper and more

subdued tone than she was wont to adopt. " But

allow me lo suggest that it will be more dignified on

your part if you appear quite cool and collected in

the presence of the assembled servants."

"Oh! then you don't object to what I propose?"

said the housekeeper, considerably mollified by

Lady Saxondale's conciliatory words. " AU I want

is to be put on a proper footing
"

" And so you shall be, iLibel," at once replied her

ladyship. " I do indeed perceive now that your

authority is not sufiiciently established. I will call

all the sei-vants together, and give them such in-

structions as shall satisfy you for the future. Bat

wheu I think of it," she added, glancing towards

the time-piece on the mantel, "it is somewhat late

to take such an important step to-night. It is half-

past eleven. Some of the servants may already be

in bed—those who got up earliest in the morning.

Suppose I do what you wish immediately after

breakfast ? That is the better time for settling do-

mestic matters."

"Well, since your ladyship takes such a just and

proper view of the matter," observed Mabel, now
completely appeased, " I think it would be better to

wait till the morning "

" And I tell you what you shall do, Mabel," con-

tinued Lady Saxondale. " In order to give greater

effect to the proceeding, it shall appear as if you had

really been making serious complaints to me ; and I

will read the whole of the servants such a humiliat-

ing lecture in your presence, that they shall never

dai'e dispute your authority again."

" I w-M always sure that you would not see your

faithful servant ill-treated," rejoined Mabel, who
began to feel all the love of former days revive to-

wards her mistress. "I shall now sleep comfort-

ably to-night—which I have not done for a very

long time. Good night, my lady—God bless your

ladyship
!"

" Good night, Mabel—I hope you will sleep com-

fortably."

Tiie housekeeper left the room ; and as the door

closed behind her, a gloomj* look gradually settled

upon the countenance of Lady Saxondale—a look as

ominous in its expression as that which she wore on

the last occasion of her quarrel with Mabel, and

which was related in a recent chapter.

It was past midnight when the carriage returned

with Juliana and Constance, who had b<M?n to •



THE aiTSTERIES OF TUB COURT. 195

CHAPrER XLIL

THE BILLET.

party. They came home very much fatigued, and was testified by any of the domestics. Ladv Saxcn-
at once retired to their own apartments. Edmund dale however appeared much distressed by the oc
did not make his appearance ; for since his intimacy currence ; and Constance likewise shed tears for
with Emily Archer he seldom slept at Saxondale she could not help recollecting that in her girlhood
House, but was plunging headlong into dissipations she had been an object of especial favour with
and extravagances of every kind.

j

Mabel, before the temper of the latter had grown
Soon after her daughters' return. Lady Saxondale so sour and disagreeable as of late years it was.

repaired to her own chamber ; and by one o'clock
\

As for Juliana, she neither experienced any
silence prevailed throughout the mansion. I sorrow nor chose to affect it.

In the morning some surprise was experienced by !
In the course of the day an inquest was held

tlie domestics when the clock struck nine and Mabel upon the body. The medical men declared it to be
had not made her appearance in the servants' hall, a case of apoplexy ; and a verdict of " Died by the
In consequence of her restless spirit and her ever- visitation of God," was accordingly returned. For
recurring anxiety to assert her authority, she in- there was not the slightest sign or evidence to in.

variably rose at a much earlier hour, and was wont dicate that Mabel had committed suicide ; and as

to be down by at least seven o'clock, finding fault for foul play, who could possibly have dreamt of
with everything, quarrelling with everybody^being such a thing within the aristocratic walls of Saxon-
contented with no one, and discovering naught to dale House ?

her satisfaction. It was therefore a relief to the

servants generally that she was so late on the pre-

sent occasion. Her lateness however naturally

engendered surprise, for the reasons explained.

Half-past nine—then ten o'clock—and still no
Mabel. Surprise increased to alarm: but none of
the female-servants chose to ascend to her room to We must now return to Henrietta Leyden. Three
see if she were ill, or ascertain the cause of her days had elapsed since that memorable night on
non-appearance, inasmuch as there was the risk of which her attempted escape, in company with the
receiving a terrific scolding for what might be strange haggard figure in tlie loose dressing-gown,
regarded by the ill-tempered woman as an intrusion, had been so suddenly frustrate(L During this

It was however thought right to let Lady Saxondale interval she had seen nothing more of Lord Everton,
know that Mabel had not as yet come down stairs. and therefore concluded that he had either been
Her ladyship was seated at breakfast with her called away elsewhere by business, or that he was

two daughters when this intelligence was conveyed allowing her time to recover from the eft'ects of that

to her. It was Mary-Anne, the handsome maid, scene of excitement ere he renewed his persecutions,

who brought in the announcement ; and Lady She still continued to occupy the same suile of apart-

Saxondale bade her go up-stairs and knock at ments, Susan the servant-woman attending upon her

Mabel's door,—adding, "Perhaps the poor creature as heretofore. She saw nothing of Mrs. Martin, and
is ill." h>;r existence during those three days was thus

The lady's-maid did not dare disobey this com- unvaried by a single occurrence worthy of note,

mand : and perhaps she, of all the female servants That there was a secret door opening through the

of the household, stood least in awe of Mabel—her wall into her bed-chamber, she had been made
confidential position with her young mistresses giv- aware by the incidents of the night just alluded to:

ing her a certain stability in her place not enjoyed but so admirably was this door fitted into its setting,

by the others. She accordingly proceeded to Mabel's that it was no wonder if it had all along escaped

chamber : but in a few minutes she came hurrying her notice until that occasion when its existence

back into the breakfast-parlour, with a countenance was revealed to her. She remembered sufficient of

pale as death and her looks expressive of terror and its whereabouts to search for it on the following

dismay. morning ; and she then discovered how skilfully it

" What, in heaven's name, is the matter ?" asked was contrived so as to defy detection when shut.

Lady Saxondale. The paper of the room was of a pattern having
" Mabel—Mabel is dead !" replied Mary-Anne, la»ge squares to represent the wood-work of wains-

now recovering the faculty of speech, which in her cotling, and was likewise of an oaken colour and
horror she had temporarily lost. well varnished. It was marked with lines to repre-

"Dead!" echoed Lady Saxondale, starting from sent the framework of panellings; and the secret

her seat. " Poor Mabel dead ! With all her faults door was so artfully managed that it formed as it

the was an attached and faithful servant." were two of the squares (one above tiio other) of the

Thus speaking, her ladyship hurried from the paper-pattern. Tlio numerous lines, both perpen-

room, followed by her daughters and Mary-Anne ; dicular and transverse, which tinted the paper, con-

and speeding up to the housekeeper's chamber, cealed the traces of the door's coiitigui-atiou, and
they saw at a first glance enough to confirm the absorbed as it were all marks of its existence. A»
maid's statement. Yes—Mabel was dead. Kigid, a matter of course the door fitted witii the utmost

cold, and white, she lay stretched on her couch ! accuracy and tightness ; and altogether it was s*

Lady Saxondale placed her hand upon the face of well concealed that it was uo wonder if it liad cs-

thc corpse, and immediately said, "It is like ice! capcd lleurielta's notice when iu the first instance

She has been dead for many hours. Poor creature! she had searched her chamber to ascertain if th^ro

it must have been apoplexy." were any secret means of gaining admission thereto.

The intelligence soon spread througliout the man- But now that she had been made awaro of the exist-

sion that Mal5el had died iu the niglit : but we must eiicc of tiiut door, and knew wiiere to look for it«

candidly inform the reader that uo partitular grief she could just distinguish it:i outlm»ie ou the pa|»flC.
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On each of the throe nights which had elapsed since i jecta for the accomplishiient of her escape. Such it

the memorable one of her frustrated attempt to ever the case with persons in captivity, although the
escape, she -had not occupied the bed-chamber, but circumstances of their incarceration may seem to

had slept upon the sofa in the drawing-room, care- preclude the possibility of success. Oh ! if she could

fully locking the doors of communication. The escape and return to her mother and little Charley
reader may be assured that she had over and over —how happy would she be ! Tes : but when she

again examined the walls of this apartment to looked at those bars her heart sank within her
assure herself against the existence of any other And yet she went on revolving plan after plan, un-
secret door ; and having now the experience of the til she would fall into moods of such fanciful dreami-

former discovery to guide her, she was better able ness that when starting up from these reveries, she

to come to a positive conclusion on the point. So was stricken with the dread that her brain was turn-

far, therefore, as it was possible to judge from all ing and that her reason was becoming affected,

she knew, and from the most scrutinizing survey It was on tlie morning of the fourth day after the

frequently reiterated, she felt confident that in night of memorable incidents, that Henrietta arose

respect to a secret means of communication with from her sofa-couch at a very early hour, and pro-

the drawing-room she was safe enough. ceeded to put into execution something that she

Need we pause to say how profound was the un- had finally resolved upon. It was but a little after

happiness of the young maiden at this prolonged five, and tlie profoundest silence reigued throughout
captivity, or what torturing reflections she expe- and around the house. The fields were not as yot

rienced when fixing her thoughts upon home ? Her cheered with the beams of the sun ; but they ap-

position appeared to be entirely hopeless : the place peared of an emerald brightness in their own na-

of her imprisonment was as well secured as any gaol tural freshness and with the dew upon them. The
could possibly be; and moreover she had learnt reader will recollect that the garden stretched down
enough to make her aware that its ostensible pur- to a shrubbery standing upon the bank of the New
pose was that of a lunatic-asylum. She knew full Kiver, and that on the other side of the stream the

well therefore that if she exhausted herself in shrieks, meadows of the picturesque landscape stretched

and screams, and cries for succour, all would be un- onward. From her window Henrietta had often

availing. What, then, was to become of her ? Must seen persons on the opposite bank—some occa-

she indeed resign herself to the horrible conviction sionally riding on horseback tlirough the field—and
that Lord Everton would triumph at last, and that others remaining there to fish. These circumstances

she could never hope to go forth from those walls had inspired her with the idea which she was now
except dishonoured and undone ? about to put into execution.

Truly, the young maiden had sufficient topics for She had books in the room, but no writing mate-
hcr thoughts, not only in immediate connexion with rials: not so much as a pencil had she at her com-
heisoif, but likewise in respect to the mysterious mand—much less pons and ink. But she had
adventure of that memorable night. Who could the already devised a substitute. Scraping some soot

individual be that had come to her rescue, and had from the lower part of the chimney in one of the

endeavoured to accomplish her escape and his own ? fire-placea, she mixed it with a little wat«r in a
Was he indeed som.e unfortunate lunatic confined tumbler, and thus managed to form an ink which
within those walls ? or was there some deeper and would at all events answer her purpose. From one
darker mystery attached to it ? Was he still alive ? of the books she tore out a blank leaf; and with a

had ho been merely stunned by the blow with which pen-knife which she found in a dressing-case upon
Bellamy had struck him down ? or was he killed *he toilet-table, she contrived to fashion a rude but

upon the spot ? All these things were beyond the serviceable pen out of a lucifer-match. She then
power of conjecture to solve. Certain it was that sat down and wrote the following lines:

—

since that memorable night, Henrietta had heard
neither cry nor lamentation to indicate his exist-

ence: for that those lamentations and that wild ^he PolTcVaTthorities that a young female, named }Ien.
tliriUmg cry which she had heard on the same rietta Leyden has been forcibly carried off and detained
night that was so eventful to her, had come from agaiust her will in the house kept by a Mr. Bellamy and

his lips, she would not doubt. But then it was generally supposed to be a lunatic asylum Bveu if it

possible that if he still lived he had sunk into a
^'''"^ '^""^ ^^'^'"''^ *"'''* * P^T'"*". '' 's htewisc made avail-

state of quiescence again, or had been removed to
"^le for the perpetration of wrongs, and villanies whicli

,, 1 r i'T 1 1 1-1 .
require exposure. Let it not be thought that this is the

some other part of the house whence his lamenta- effusion of a maniac. For heaven", sake let not this
tions could not reach her. appeal be disregarded ! Whatever be the result, the
That he must really be a lunatic she was more person finding the billet will at least perform a, humane

than half inclined to believe: for that he had visited and benevolent act by placing it in the hands of the aa-

hor room by means of the private door on those t'»<'"'>t'es- Oh, let not this earnest entreaty be disre-

occasions when his presence so much frightened B'*'"'^^"-

her, was beyond all doubt—but wherefore had he Such were the lines which Henrietta penned by
not addressed her at the time of those visits ? means of her ingeniously-contrived writing mate-
Wherefore steal into her chamber thus, merely to rials ; and she managed to make tlie note even more
terrify her as it would seem, and then flit away legible than she had at first dared hope or than the
again ? This appeared to bo the conduct of one agitated state of her feelings seemed to promise,
whose reason was indeed unhin^^ed ; and therefore. But now. in what manner was the billet to be
as above stated, she was incliued to adopt the belief conveyed out of the house ? Her plan was already
that he was really a lunatic. si>ttled, even to its minutest details. Her corset

Hopeless as the poor gud's oondition seemed, she afl'ordcd some pieces of whalebone, whcjewith she
nevertheless revolved in her brain a variety of pro- promptly formed a bow and an arrow. Having mate-

Into whomsoever's hands this may fall, it is earnestly

requested that immediate' information may be given to
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rials i>r needlework in the room she was not at a loss

for thread wherewith to gtring her bow. Thus far

her task was compliited : and opening the window
gently, she anxiously waited until some person

should appear on the opposite bank of the river.

During the interval she measured the distance with

her eye—calculated the strength of the bow—and

felt assured that it would shoot the arrow to the re-

quisite distance. We need hardly state that the

billet she had written was fastened to the end of

the arrow.

She did not tarry long in suspense, for to her joy

she presently beheld a person mounted upon a

dark chesnut steed, riding along the river's bank.

She waved her white handkerchief in the hope of

attracting the rider's attention ; and to her joy she

succeeded—for the person reined in his steed,

stopped, and gazed towards the house. Then Hen-
rietta discharged the arrow from the bow : and to

her still greater joy she beheld it clear the shrub-

bery and the river, and fall into the field but a few

yards from where the horseman stood. The next

instant that individual sprang from the steed

—

picked up the arrow—and read tho billet. A white

handkerchief was waved as a signal that its con-

tents would be complied with : or at least Hen-
rietta hoped that such was the meaning of the sign.

The horseman sprang upon his steed again—can-

tered along the river's bank—and was soon out of

sight.

Henrietta closed the window and burst into tears

of joy : for she felt assured that her deliverance

would now be accomplished. Oh! wherefore had
she not thought of this plan before ? It now ap-

peared so simple—so natural—that she was aston-

ished at herself for not having previously adopted
it. But better late than never: and clasping her

hands in the fervour of rapturous hope, she mur-
mured, " Ah, my dear mother ! ere many hours

shall have elapsed, you will learn that your daughter
did not wilfully fly away to abandon you. And
dear Charley too—Oh, how rejoiced shall I be to

strain him in my arms once more ! But heavens !

if this long absence, so utterly unaccouutable to my
poor dear mother, should have killed her, ill and en-

feebled as she was !"

The recurrence of this dreadful thought—a thought
which over and over again from the first moment of

her captivity had haunted the poor girl—suddenly

threw a damp upon the joyousness of hope which a

few moments back had filled her soul; and now the

tears gushed forth again—but this time they were
tears of bitterness

!

At the usual hour Susan brought in the break-

fast ; and towards mid-day Mrs. Martin made her

appearance. Henrietta had not seen her since the

occurrences of that memorable night so often al-

luded to ; and the flesh crept with a shuddering chill

upon her bones, as she found that detested woman
again in her presence. It appeared to be ominous
of evil ; and the young damsel's heart sank within

her.

" I dare say you were surprised," said Mrs.
Martin, " -h&t I did not come near you : but I

thought it better to leave you altogether by yourself

for a few days, so that you miglit have leisure to

refl(!Ct upon the folly and uselessness of refusing his

lordship's overtures. Do I find you in a more pliant

mood now ?"

" No—ten thousand times no !" answered Hen-
rictta with hysterical vehemence.

" Don't put yourself into a passion," said Mrs.
Martin. " You have really no hope except in sub-

mission; and you are only quarrelling with your
own good fortune by this perverse obstinacy. Per-
haps you think that the miserable lunatic who, by
finding a means of getting stealthily out of his own
chamber, came to your assiB^ance the other night,

will prove your champion again? But we have
taken precautions against the possibility of such an
event. He is in a more secure place now, I can
assure you !"

" Then he is not dead ? he was not murdered by
that brutal blow?" said Henrietta anxiously: for

she knew not precisely what was the meaning to be
attached to the woman's words.

" Dead—no !" cried Mrs. Martin. "Though Mr.
Bellamy struck hard, he did not kill : and besides,

that miserable wretch seems to have as many lives

as a cat."

"Who is heP what is he?" asked Henrietta,

shuddering at the idea of the ill-treatment which
the poor unfortunate creature most probably re-

ceived in that house, and to which the woman's al-

lusion appeared to point.

" Who is he ?" said Mrs. Martin : " why, what
else could he be but a wretched madman—one how-
ever of the cunningest description, I can tell you !

Those were his cries you heard and that you talked

to me about in the garden—only it did not suit me
to be communicative then : but smce you have seen
the man, there is no necessity to observe any par-

ticular mystery with regard to him. However, I
did not come to you now to talk on that subject,

but to tell you that Lord Everton will be here this

evening—and he has intimated his pleasure to sup
with you He hopes that you will receive him in a
proper manner. He has suffered much from the
blow wliich the miserable lunatic dealt him the

other night ; but that is not the only reason why he
has abstained from visiting you for three or four

days past. He hoped that during this interval you
would see the necessity of securing your own hap-
piness and accepting his proposals. What am I to

tell him ?"

''Tell him?" ejaculated Henrietta, the colour

moimting to her pale cheeks :
'• that until the very

death will I resist him ! And now let not another
word pass between us ; for your presence is abhor-

rent and revolting to me."
" Oh 1 if this is still your mood," exclaimed Mrs.

Martin, tossing her head with mingled rage and

contempt, '' the sooner you are reduced to submis-

sion the better."

With these words she quitted the room, locking

the door as usual behind her.

" Oh, wherefore does nobody come ?" murmured
Henrietta to herself, as tiie clock of Hornsey church

at this instant proclaimed the hour of noon. " Surely

there has been time for that gentleman to fulfil tho

request contained in my letter, if ho meant to do it

at all. But, alas ! he may have reasoned that it

was the effusion of a lunatic ; or even if he did take

it to tho authorities, they may have put that con-

struction upon it. Ycs~it mujt be so ! Idiot that

I was to indulge in such wild hopes. Heavens ! it

is almost a proof that I am in reality becoming
insane!"
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Hour after hour passed, and not the slightest in-

dication presented itself to show that Henrietta's

billet had produced any effect. Gradually her

epirits sank altogether; and she bade farewell to

hope. Yes : but still she did not resign herself to

the idea of succumbing to the wishes of Lord Ever-

ton: there was still one alternative—the last re-

source of despair—namely, death

!

The evening came—the sun went down—the haze

of dusk stole over the landscape—and the obscurity

deepened into gloom. Susan made her appearance

with the candles—drew the curtains—and began to

lay a cloth in the dining-room for supper. Hen-
rietta observed that she need not give herself the

trouble to do this,—adding, " You know that I

never take anything in the evening."

This she said in order to ascertain whether it was

really Lord Everton's intention to force himself

upon her; and when Susan answered calmly, " His

lordship is going to sup with you, Miss,"—the young

damsel felt as if the crisis of her fate were indeed

approaching.

An idea struck her. She could do as she did once

before—lock herself in another apartment. But

Susan, evidently anticipating her design, hastened

to the door of the drawing-room—took out the key

—and secured it about her person. Henrietta saw

that her enemies were determined; and she felt

herself weighed down by a wretchedness so utter—

a despair so profound—that the instant Susan left

the room, she seized a knife from the supper-table

with the intent of plunging it into her heart. But
the images of her mother and little Charles sud-

denly appeared to rise up before her ; and flinging

the knife back upon the table, she murmured, "No
—not now—not now. That must be the last re-

source of all!"

Presently Susan returned, followed by the foot-

man, and both of them bearing numerous dishes

containing the materials for a succulent repast.

They likewise covered the side-board with fruit and

wines; and when all this was done. Lord Everton,

extravagantly dressed in the evening costume of an

old beau, made his appearance. At a sign which

he gave, the servants withdrew; and Henrietta

found herself again alone with her persecutor.

" I hope," he said, " that you will spare me the

necessity of arguments, threats, or entreaties. You
must feel that you are completely at my mercy

—

you would do well to make a merit of your position

—and if you agree to render me happy, there are

no bounties which my hand can bestow which shall

not be showered upon you."

But Henrietta gave no reply : she remained sit-

ting in one corner of the room, with her looks bent

down j for the sight of that old nobleman—as old

in iniquity as he was in years—was indescribably

loathsome to her.

" Is it possible, Henrietta," he continued, " that

you can be so foolish? I cannot attribute it to

mere virtue on your part : for I am terribly scep-

tical of the existouce of such virtue at all in any
female—especially where there is so much to gain

by the sacrifice of the flimsy shadow. I therefore

suppose that you are indignant at having been car-

ried off—disapjjointcd at not having been able to

escape the other night—spirit-broken by the mono-
tonous existence you have led ? Well, I must en-

deavour lo cheer you. See hero, my dear girl

—

look at these bright things,—which, if youreye* can
reflect their lustre, will make them doubtly bright

also. And here," he continued, " is a proof of my
liberality. See what happiness you may now ensure

to your mother and your little brother, of whom
you spoke to me the other day."

While thus addressing her. Lord Everton dis-

played first of all a casket containing a set of dia-

monds, a superb gold watch with an exquisitely

worked chain, several rings, and other jewels,—the

whole not having cost less than many hundreds of

pounds : and in the second place he produced a

small pocket-book which he opened, showing that its

contents were a large roll of bank-notes.

Henrietta threw one languid glance towards the

objects of temptation which he thus displayed ; but
it was an involuntary glance—one dictated by a

transient and feeble curiosity, and followed by no
result in his favour. On the contrary, her looks

were instantaneously cast downward again ; and she

sat silent and motionless, the prey to a deep and
absorbing sorrow.

" This is childish to a degree !" said Lord Everton

petulantly. " Do you think that after all the

trouble I have taken I mean to let you slip through

my fingers ? If so, you are very much m error. I

have spoken fairly to you—I have just now proved

that I can be bounteous and hberal : will you force

me to use threats ? Because, remember that threats

will be followed by their execution, and will not

be uttered in vain. Now Usten—since to threats it

is evident that you mean to impel me. Here
is a little phial,"—and he produced one from his

waistcoat-pocket,—"containing a powerful narcotic,

but of a perfectly harmless character in other re-

spects. It is now ten o'clock. I mean to remain

patiently and quietly until eleven, partaking of my
supper and enjoying my wine, whether you choose

to join me or not. But if at eleven o'clock you

have not thought better of your obstinacy and pvr-

verseuess, I shall pour a few drops of this fluid into

a glass, and fill it up with wine. Then, in spite of

your resistance—in spite of your cries—in spite of

your entreaties—my servants will pour the contents

of that glass down your thi-oat. Now, Henrietta

Leyden, you understand me. You know what the

effect will be ! Insensibility ! And then But I

need say no more. One hour have you for reflec-

tion."

Still the young maiden answered not: she ap-

peared to have sunk into a stupor or apathy more

profound than even despair

Lord Everton seated himself at table, and par-

took of the delicacies served up. He then rang the

bell; and the servants who answered the summons
removed the dishes and placed the fruit and wine

on the board.
" The next time I ring," he said, addressing him-

self to Susan and the footman, " both of you will

answer the summons; aud let Mr. Bellamy and

Mrs. Martin accompany you :"—then as the door

closed behind them, he turned to Henrietta, saying,

" You perceive that I am in earnest."

Still she gave no reply. But stupified or apa-

thetic as she might seem, she was not really so.

Her thoughts were now terribly vivid withiu her.

She had heard Lord Everton's diabolical threat in

respect to the narcotic—she had heard likewise the

order he had just given the domestics—aud blie did
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not require to be told that he was quite capable

of putting his menace into execution. On the

contrary, she knew full well that he would do

80 ; and now therefore it appeared as if there

were no alternative for the poor young damsel but

to make up her mind to die. She saw that there

were knives upon the board and she resolved that

one of them should presently drink her heart's

blood. Still she lingered and lingered, painfully

feeling how the time was passing away, and yet not

daring to execute her fatal purpose. Oh ! in the

depth of her soul how sad, how sad was the fare-

well which she took of her parent and her little

brother,—saying to herself, " I shall never see you

again, but may heaven prove kinder towards ye

both than it is has been to me ! Unless indeed in

its mercy it has already taken you, my poor mother,

unto itself
!"

The tears trickled down her cheeks—she clasped

her hands convulsively—and her sobs reached the

ears of the pitiless old nobleman, who was seated at

the table luxui-iating in delicious fruits and choice

wines.

" Perhaps you have come tc a resolve ?" he said,

bending his eyes upon her.

" Yes, yes—a resolve—my mind is made up '."

she exclaimed, rising from her seat and advancing

towards the table.

Everton's first thought was that she was about

to signify her submission : but there was something

in her looks which startled and troubled him—even

for an instant filling him with dismay ; for her gaze

was so wild—her face so ghastly white—her excite-

ment so terrible.

" Henrietta," he said, rising also from his chair,

' what am I to understand ? what mean you ?"

" My lord, once for all," she asked, " is your pur-

pose settled ?"

" Yes : have I not said it ? But your's
"

" Is settled also," she rejoined quickly :
" and that

is—to die!"

Then with incredible promptitude she caught up
a fruit-knife from the table, and was in the very

act of dealing a blow at her heart, when Lord Ever-

ton, with an alacrity and also a strength of which
his enfeebled frame seemed incapable, seized her

arm and wrenched the weapon from her hand—but

not without receiving a ghastly wound across his

fingers in so doing.
" Wretched girl," he cried, " what would you do ?

But this shall not save you!"—and catching her

round the waist, he impelled her towards the bell,

which he rang violently.

Half-fainting—utterly overcome— and with a diz-

ziness in her brain, Henrietta sank upon the floor
;

and in a few moments those individuals whom Lord
Everton had ordered to be in attendance, hastened
into the room.

CHAPTER XLIII.

LADY BESS'a ENTEEPEI8H.

It was close upon nine o'clock on the same evening
of which we are writing, that La<ly Bess, habited in

her mule apparel, dismounted from her gallant

chesnut steed at the door of Solomon Patch's house
it Agar Town. The potboy ran out to hold tlio

I

horse j and the amaeonian lady entered the boozing-

ken. At the bar she inquired if Chiffin the Canni.
bal were in the house : but Solomon, without giving
her a verbal reply to the question, made a signifi-

cant sign, and beckoned Lady Bess to follow him.
Several persons were either drinking or having their

jugs filled at the bar ; and she therefore supposed
' that Solomon did not choose to speak in their pre-

sence. She accordingly accompanied the obse-

quious, fawning old man, up into that little room
which was used for private purposes, and has before

been mentioned.
" I suppose you know, my lady," observed Solo-

mon, with a mysterious look the instant they were
alone together, "that Chiffin is on the shy. Tho
truth is, he's wanted on account of the business in

Park Lane yonder "

" What business?" inquired Lady Bess. " I
have heard nothing about it. I have been down at

Dover for some days past and only returned to town
yesterday. What has happened ?"

" Why your ladyship must be informed," re-

sponded Patch, " that Chiffin and Tony Wilkins did

a bit of a crack at Saxondale House "

" Ah, indeed !" exclaimed the amazon, with a
smile which displayed her magnificent set of teeth

:

for the name recalled to her mind her freak with
young Lord Saxondale on the road to Edmonton.
" This is the first I have heard of it. But I must
see Chilhn to-night—as well as Tony Wilkins and
one or two others. It is imperative, Sol."

'' Good, my lady—very good. As for Tony Wil-
kins and two or three others," continued Patch,
" your ladyship can either see them as you like —or
I will within a few minutes send them any orders

your ladyship may have to give : for though they

ain't here at the moment, they're not very far oil"

—

not very far, my excellent lady."

" Well then," said Lady Bess, " let Tony and two
others set off and meet me in the lane behind
Hornsey church between ten and eleven o'clock.

Now I trust this to you, Sol—and you must not
fail. But what about Chiffin ? He is so absolutely

necessary to me in the enterprise I have in hand,
that I must see him. Where is he, I ask ? Come
—speak out."

" He's uncommon well concealed, my lady," re-

sponded Patch, with an obsequious but knowing
grin. ' The fact is, my lady, the detectives have
been down here to look for him. It isn't often they

trouble Agar Town with their presence; but they've

done it on this occasion. You see, my lady, when
a rich person is robbed, these fellers take more
pains and run greater risks than in or'nary cases.

But I expect, from a hint that Madge Somers let

drop, that the afluir is very likely to be made all

comfortable, and Chiffin will be able to show agaiu

soon."
" Never mind what is hoped or expected," said

Lady Bess, stam])ing lur foot impatiently. " Tell

me where I can see liini."

" I will take your ladyship to him," answered

Solomon. " !May I ri'spuctl'uUy and humbly re-

quest that your ladyship will have tho kindness to

go and wait at the foot of the nearest bridge for

me? I will jiue you there in five minutes. Tiie

boy shall just put your horse into tho stable while

we are absent. It's not very far from here—and

as it's now dark there's not so much risk."
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" But do not Tail to send word to Touy Wilkins

»nd the others," said Lady Bess. " Aud observe,

Solomon, let eack of the three have a brace of pis-

tols. You uuderstiind me ?"

Thus speakini;, Lady Bess put a few gold pieces

into the old landlord's baud ; aud with a most ob

eequious bow and fawning grimace, he said, " Your
ladyship has a knack of making anybody under

stand—or at all events, of doing your bidding. The
message shall be sent ; and I'll be with your lady

ihip on the bridge in a few minutes."

The amazonian heroine thereupon descended the

•taii-8 ; aud issuing from the house, bade the pot-

boy put up her horse till she returned, but ordered

bim not to unsaddle the animal, as she had no time

to waste. She then repaired to the bridge, and

walked to and fro for about ten minutes, at the ex-

piration of which time Solomon Patch emerged

from the deepening gloom of the evening. He re-

quested her to follow him ; and crossing the bridge

they skirted the canal for a distance of about a

couple of hundred yards,—at which poiut they

reached a flight of steps leading down to the

towing-path. These they descended ; and proceed-

ing along the path for a little way, they reached a

coal-barge moored against it.

"Holloa!" said old Solomon, in a peculiar tone:

and then he gave a short cough.

A man, whom even through the gloom Lady Bess

could perceive to be all begrimed with coal-dust,

emerged from the hatchway of the cabin-part of the

oarge ; and on recognising the old landlord, he said,

" WeU, what's brought you here ?" At the same

time he eyed Lady Bess askance through the ob-

scurity of the evening.
" All right. Tugs," responded Solomon, stepping

on board the barge.

Lady Bess followed, though she did not seem alto-

gether to admire the dirty quarters to which she

was thus being led ; for, as the reader is well aware,

•he dressed in the most exquisite style and with

what might be termed a little dandyism, as applied

tc her male costume. The grimy individual whose

name appeared to be Tugs, descended the hatchway,

followed by Solomon and Lady Bess ; and our

heroine now found herself in the close fetid atmo-

sphere of a little cabin, where by the dim light of a

candle a woman was seated suckling a baby. This

was none other than Mrs. Tugs ; and it was an in-

fant specimen of the Tugs' family which she was
nourishing at the maternal bosom.

Lady Boss expected to find the Cannibal here;

but she was disappointed, and therefore began to

wonder wherefore she had been conducted to such

a place at all. But she was not kept long in sus-

pense : for the bargeman proceeded to open a cup-

board in the bulk-head, or wooden partition that

enclosed the cabin transversely ; and then he lifted

the whole of this cupboard out bodily. The entire

orray of shelves being thus removed, left an aperture

mbout two feet wide and four feet high. A light

glimmered within ; and the odour of tobacco-smoke

saluted the nostrils.

" There he is," observed Solomon Patch to Lady
Bess.

Our heroine accordingly entered the opening
;

and in a little nook about six feet square, she beheld

ChifEn the Cannibal, sitting on an inverted tub and
pulling his pipe with a grim and sullen louk.

" Well, what is it now ?" he asked in a savage
growling tune. " I suppose you've come, Lady Bess,
to blow me up for running away and leaving you
that night in the lurch—when we stopped the car-

riage, I mean. But, by Satan ! I thought you waa
dead—or else I would have stuck by you to tL
kst."

" And how did you know that I recovered?" asked
Lady Bess.

" Cos why I saw Israel Patch from Gravesend up
at Solomon's t'other day, and he told me as how you
had rode down to Dover and thrown the rascals

overboard. It was a deuced clever thing—and if I
was in the humour I wouldn't mind saying summut
more handsome still about it."

" Never mind compliments, Chiffin," rcjo'ned

Lady Bess, with a smile :
" I know that they are

things not much in your way. But how lon^ do
you mean to remain cooped up in this den ? where

excuse me laughing you look just for all

the world like a bear iu his cage at the Zoological

Gardens."

"Ah! it's all deuced fine to make a jest of it,"

growled ChilBn, more savagely still : "but blow mo
if I like it. The detectives never were so sharp on
a fellow before. Howsumever, if what old Madgo
says is true and she really does possess any iuflacuce

in the aft'air, I expect it will be all right in a day or

two."

"And if you saw your way clear to make a few

guineas to-night, wouldu't you risk the danger and
leave this crib, which is enough to suffocate you ?"

" 'Pon uiy soul," answered Chilfin, taking the

pipe from his mouth aud pulling out an immense
cloud of smoke, " I should be glad of almost any

excuse to get out of such a cursed hole as this.

But if one does risk one's safety it must be for some
good reason or another; or else it's mere fool-

hardinoss."
" Then I propose to furnish you with such an

excuse," rejoined Lady Bess. " Come, pluck up
your courage, Chiifin—and you shall make a good

thing of it to-night."

"Oh! as for the courage, that's not wanting,"

returned the Cannibal, in a somewhat more cheerful

tone, and with an endeavour to put on a little more
amiable look. " Besides, somehow or another I've

took a fancy to do things with you. Lady Bess—for
you seem to have a deuced good run of luck. I

used to be the boy for getting safe olF: but this time

things went wrong—and so I was obliged to come
aud play at hide-and-seek here with my trieud Tugs
the Blue-ruiu Carrier."

Lady Bess now understood what the avocation of

the bargeman was : for under the cloak of keeping

an aquatic conveyance for coals, Mr. Tugs was in

the habit of receiving on board his vessel the pro-

duct of the numerous illicit stills worked in -A.gar

Town. Hence his nick-name of the Blue-ruiu

Carrier—"blue-ruin" being the patter synonym
for " gin."

" Come, Chiflln," said Lady Bess, "and propaie for

action. You have a good walk before you. But it

is now quite dark ; and by following the pathway

of the canal a little while, you may emerge safe at

some convenient spot, whence you cross over to

Uornsey church, where you must meet ma at a

quarter to eleven at the latest. Is it aa uodaf
staudinnf ?"
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" If HO b fhe objoct's worth goinjr afler," replied

he CiiniiibnI.

" I am not in the habit, generally speaking, of

eiiibiu-king in unprofitable enterprises," rejoined

Lady Bess,—" that precious affair of the lawyers

except I'd."

" Well, it is an understanding then," said Chillin ;

"and I will be at the place punctual. I've got myT
barkers in my pocket; and with ray club in ray

fist, it won't be an easy thing for two or three, or

even four detectives to take me."

Lady Bess now quitted the barge, accompanied

by old Solomon Patch ; and they retraced their way
to the boozing-ken where the heroine had left her

horse. The gallant animal was at once brouifht

forth from the stable — the amazonian lady vaulted

upon its back—and having ascertained from Solo-

mon that he had duly sent her instructions to Tony
Wilkiue and two others of the gang, she made the

best ol her way from Agar Town.

NO. 26.—THIliD SKHIKa.

At about half-pant ten o'clock Lady Bess arnvcd

on foot in the immediate vicinage of llornsey church,

wJiich, for the benellt of many of our readers, we
should observe wa-i not above a mile from her own
cottage-residence. At the place of appointment she

found Tony Wilkins and two others of the gang

whose head-quarters were in Agar Town. These

two auxiliaries were respectively known a.s Mat the

Cadger and Spider Bill—the latter deriving the pre-

fixed nickname from the circumstance of j)<)ssess-

ing very long leg>j which were excessively thin and

re3ciiil)ling in shape those of the p:\rtieular insect

alluded to. A few minutes after Lady Boss made
lior appearance, the little party was joined by

Chitfiii t!io Cannibal, who seemed in a soniewlia'

better humour than was his wont ; for the fresh

air and the prospect of " business " cheered his

spirits after having been cooped up in the close and

fetid dtmoMpherc of the barge-cabin.

Larly Boss now hastily but distinctly described
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the exact position of the house which was to be the

scene of operations ; and the little party all sepa-

rating, each individual bent his v»ay singly in the

direction named. In a few minutes they were re-

imited in front of a house which stood a little back

from the lane in which it was situated, and was em-

bowered in the shade of large and wide-spreading

trees. The gate was locked : but over this insigni-

ficant barrier the invaders promptly clambered.

Scarcely had they thus set foot itt the grounds,

when a large dog sprang towards them/ : but Chiffin

at once knocked him down with ooe blow of his

club, and with a second despatched himr. Lady
Bess and her followers then advanced up to the

front door, at which the heroine knocked impe-

riously ; while the four men stood a little aside, so

as not to be immediately observed by the person

answering the summons.

In about a minute the door was opened by a

female-servant ; and Lady Bess, glancing raj^y
around the hall, beheld no other person nigh.

"Now, don't be frightened, my good woman,"

she said, crossing the threshold :
" for no harm will

happen if you remain quiet : but if you cry out you

must take the consequences."

While thus speaking, Lady Bess produced a

pistol, merely to show that she was armed, but did

not point it in a threatening way at the woman.

The female was nevertheless profoundly frightened

;

and being overpowered by her terror as much as

coerced by the intimation given her, she held her

peace. Th'^ four ruffians now made their appear-

ance : and the whole party passing into the hall,

closed the front door behind them.
" Now, my good woman," said Lady Bess, " yoii

will remain here with one of my men, while I

eaamiue the- pi-einises with the others. Tony Wil-

kins, to your charge I entrust her."

The terrified woman sank down upon one of the

hall-chairs, still speechless with terror: and Tony

Wilkins, armed with a brac»-«f pistols, posted him-

self by her side. Chiffin, Mat the Cadger, and

Spider Bill also produced their pistds ; and led by

Lady Bess, they at once entered the rooms opening

from the- hall. Therein they discovered no one:

they accordingly descended to the kitchen-premises,

where they found the gardener and the cook quietly

eating their supper and perfectly unconscious of

what had taken place in the hall. They were how-

ever terribly frightened at the sudden incursion of

this armed band; but their fears somewhat subsided

on p«ceiving from Lady Bess the assurance that

they rfiould not be ill treated if they kept quiet.

They naturally gaaed with surprise upon this ama-

lonian leader of the ruffian-band : for at a second

glance they had not failed to discern her sex. They

were marched up into the hall, where they were

consigned, along with the other female-servant, to

the custody of Tony Wilkins.

Lady Bess and her three followers next ascended

the staircase—examined all the rooms on the first

floor—but found no one there. They proceeded to

mount the second flight ; and on reaching the landing

they heard voices speaking, and sounds as if a

•trugjjlo were going on, within a room the door of

which stood ajar.

Into this room they at once burst, Lady Bess lead-

the way : and there the following scene met their

view. A young girl upon her knees, with dishevelled

hair and anguish-stricken countenance, was implor-
ing mercy at the hands of five persons who sur.

rounded her. This young girl was, as the reader

has no doubt already suspected, Henrietta Leyden

;

and the others, whose forbearance she was implor*
ing, were Lord Everton, Mark Bellamy, tb« footman,
Mrs. Martin, and Susan. Mrs. MartiD held in her
hand a wine-glass the contents of which she waa
ordering Henrietta to drink; while Bellamy and
Susan were at the moment laying violent handa
upon her in order to compel her to swallow th«

draught.

But at the sudden invasion of Lady Bess and bet
party, the whole aspect oS tbr scene changed in an
instant. Mrs. Martin dropped the wine-glass in

alarm—Susan shrieked—Henrietta sprang to her
feet—Lord Everton looked astounded—the footman
knew not how to act—and Bellamy was the only

one who had courage or presence of mind enough
to accost the intruders at once and demand their

business.

" You see that any attempt at resistance is use-

less," replied Lady Bess, playing with a pistol ia

such a manner as to indicate that she knew how to

use it : while Chiffin on her right hand showed by
his murderous-looking countenance that h» waa
not a man to be trifled with.

As for Mat the Cadger and Spider Bill, they
seemed very suitable companions indeed for such a
person as the Cannibal ; and when it is remembered
that they were all well armed, the reader cannot be
surprised if nothing in the shape of resistance was
ever attempted.

" But what do you want ? what is your object P*

demanded Bellamy.
" In the first place, to rescue this young woman,"

responded Lady Bess.

" Oh, I thought that you were the same !" eried

Henrietta, in the enthusiasm of joy ; and she at

once bounded forward towards the heroine—for she

had no room in her soul at the instant for dismay

or misgiving at the sinister-looking aspect of her

companions.
" Yes—you have nothing to fear, poor girl !" at

once responded Lady Bess. " It is in aonsequenc»

of your note that I am here to deliver you. Stand
back for a moment, while I transact a little business

with these people."

Hemrietta, full of mingled joy and amaaement,—
joy at this unlooked-for deliverance, and amaaement
at perceiving her dehverer to be a woman in male
apparel,—glided hastily behind the heroine and her

band.
" Now secure these rnen," said Lady Bess to het

followers; "and if they dare offer resistance you
will know how to act."

The order was speedily obeyed,— even Chiffin

acting as a mere subaltern on the occasion, and by
his conduct acknowledging the ascendancy of Lady
Bess. Lord Everton, the footman, and Bellamy,

were compelled to submit to the process of binding

by means of the cords which the capacious pockets

of the intruders furnished; while Susan, retreating

into a corner of the room, gave vent to her terror

in piteous lamentations—and Mrs. Martin stood

silently watching the proceedings, but with a coun-

tenance that bespoke pi.:i'ound dismay.
" You will not harm them ?" said Henrietta, ad-

dressing herself in a tone of entreaty to Lady Bes9.
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* Cnielly as I have been used, I seek, not for re- ger and Spider Bill ; whereupon they all three pro-

venge."
j

ceodcd to rifle the persons of Lord Everton and

"My dear girl," responded the amazonian lady Mr. Bellamy, despoiling them of their watchsfl,

rurtly, " you must leave us to manage after our own ' their rings, and their purses : but they took no
fashion. It is sufficient for you that these people ' notice of the footman, nor of Mrs. Martin and

are no longer capable of injuring you, and that you ' Susan. Henrietta surveyed these proceedings with

shall be presently free to go where you will. Are
|

the most painful sensations : but she dared not give

there any other females in this house under cireura- I utterance to a word of remonstrance.

stances similar to your own P'

" I cannot say," responded Henrietta : " tut I

«m inclined to think vk&t. There is however one

individual in whom I am interested—a prisoner

under mysterious circumstances "

" Enough ! he shall bo delivered also," cried Lady
Bess.

"No—you dare not perpetrate such a foul

" Now, about this other individual whom you
wish to have rescued ?" said Lady Bess, once more
turning to Henrietta.

" You will have to search for him. I know
not in which part of the house he is confined."

" We will Boon discover that," responded the

heroine. "But you would do well to put on such

clothing as you may intend Ui go forth with, u
wrong," exclaimed Lord Everton, in mingled rage we shall soon take our departure."

«nd terror, as he litertdly writhed ba. the chair to
j

Henrietta hurried to the door of the drawing-

whieh he bad been bound,—Bellamy and the foot- room, which she had to pass through to reach the

man having undergone a similar process. : %ed-chamber : but that door was locked—for Susan,
" Who is this old reprobate ?" asked Lady Bess, be it remembered, had taken away the key. This

turning towards Henrietta. " Is he the person circumstance Henrietta at once named ; and Susan
named Bellamy ?" produced the key from her pocket. The young
"Answer no questione, iny good girl," cried damsel then took up one of the lights 4kad pro-

Lord Everton, in a voice of the most abject en- ccoded to the bed-chamber,

treaty: " I implore that you will not
!" The instant she had quitted the room, Lord

" Yes—but she will," was the cool response given Everton said to Lady Bess, " Whoever you are, I

by Lady Bess:: "for she will obey the directions af beg that you will gire me y«ur attention for a few

her deliverers.'"
j

o^mcnts—in private, I mean—or else aside "

Henrietta had certainly no reason for slwwing " Speak out," cried the heroine : " there need be

any favour towards the old nobleman, nor indeed no secrets from my companions."

any one of the individuals who had been concerned " In the first place be bo good as to tell me,"

in persecuting her ; and she accordingly named said Lord Everton, " under what circumstances

them all one after the other. you came hither."

"Oh! then the suspicions excited by your note
|

"They were ini^enious enough," was the reply,

and the result of the Uttle inquiries which I myself delivered with a smile. "A whalebone arrow, shot

iwtve caused to be privately made during the day, from one of the back windows of the house, con-

are fuUy confirmed. This then," continued Lady veyed to me a note as I was riding on the river's

Bess, " b nothing more than one of those mansions bank ; and the note gave me the intimation that

of convenience which under some plausible disguise there was a forlorn damsel to be rescued within the

eerve the infamous purpose of an aristocratic volup- walls of this terrible fortress, whereof you, Lord
tuary. Ah ! what pretty things have we here ?"— Everton, appear to be the ogre : for assuredly you
and she advaneed towards the sofa where the jewel- are not a giant either in ooui*age or size. And now,
casket which Lord Everton had intended as a what more have you to say ? for it is ridiculous

temptation to Henrietta, was lying open. "And eaough that you should play the part of a ques-

here is a pocket-book too, with bank-notes in it. tioner and I that of the questioned."

Come, you shall take charge of these little matters,"
|

" Are you not satisfied with what you have

•he added, turning towards Chiffin, whose eyes glis- done ?" asked the nobleman, who was evidently a

tened at the sight of the diamonds. pf^y to the direst apprehensions. " You cannot
Henrietta now looked aghast, and a faint shriek think of giving his release to a wretched lunatic

:

escaped her lips : for all in an instant was she made for such indeed is the individual to whom this girl

aware that her deliverers, instead of being im- Henrietta refers
"

pelled by the most disinterested purpose in respect
| "A lunatic?" echoed Lady Bess. "From all I

to herself alone, entertained predatory views as have heard and seen, I scarcely think that Lord
well.

; Everton would in reality keep a private madhouse.
" A thousand pounds—that's what this here book No, my lord : I have fathomed the nature of this

contains," said Chitfin, who had hastily glanced seeluded mansion "

over the roll of bank-notes.
|

" I can assure you," ha promptly rejoined, "it is

" My dear girl," said Lady Bess, turning towards duly licensed as a lunatic asylum—it is not mine

—

Henrietta, "you really must not attempt to inter- I have nothing to do with it—my friend Mr. Bel-

fere with our proceedings. We mean to reward lamy keops it."

ourselves for the trouble taken on your account." |
" Then wherefore arc you, my lord, ro deeply in-

"And considering all things," added Chiflin, terestcd in the safe custody of tliis alleged iunatlo

glancing towards the prisoners, "they won't dare In whose behalf my aid has been evoked?" asked

to make a piece of work about it. So there's no Lady Boss, with an incredulous smile,

need to cut any throats or blow any brains out. i At this instant Henrietta ro-appeared, with hec

But we may as well get as much as we can out of bonnet and shawl, ready for departure ; and havin({

'em." caught the last words which had fallen from Ltdv
Thus speaking, he made a sign to Mat the Cad- Bess's lips, she at once oomprohendod that during
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her temDorary absence some endeavour had been

made by Lr,rd Everton to prevent the rescue of the

mysterious vnv.cnown with the pale sad face and the

loose dressing-gown.
" Oh ! do not be persuaded against a good deffd,"

she exclaimed, in earnest appeal to Lady Bess.

"Whoever you are, and whatever you may be, I

amjure you to accomplish this night's work tho-

roughly. The unfortunate being for whom I have

appealed, is under some dread coercion here—

a

strange mystery surrounds him "

" Ah ! this becomes more and more interesting !"

exclaimed Lady Bess. " But let us see the indi-

vidual we are speaking of."

"One word in your ear!" cried Lord Everton, as

if clutching nervously at some last resource. " Only

one word, 1 beg—I entreat
!"

Lady Bess accordingly approached the nobleman,

and bent down her head to catch what he had to

say : then turning away again after he had whis-

pered a few hurried syllables in her car, she ex-

claimed aloud, "Two thousand guineas—eh? not to

interfere any further ! The ufler is a templing one

:

but it strikes me that if it be worth so much for

your lordship to pay to keep the alleged lunatic in

cu'^tody, it must be worth double or treble the sum
for us to set him free. We will do the latter."

" Mind what you are about," growled OhifBu in

a low voice, as he drew Lady Bess aside for a mo-

ment. "Two thousand guineas isn't to bo sneezed at."

"Leave me to manage," was Lady Bess's prompt

but whispered answer. " From something I have

heard strange suspicions are aduat in my mind:

and I rather think that we may make this niglit's

business worth many thousands of pounds to us."

" Well, you know best," said Chilllu, yielding to

the ascendancy which this extraordinai-y woman
appeared to assert and most assui-edly to exercise

over all those who acted in concert with her.

" Now, Miss Leyden," she exclaimed, '' we will

pursue our researches. You two," she added,

speaking to Mat the Cadger and Spider Bill, " will

remain here for a few minutes to mount guard over

the prisoners and see that these women do not leave

the room."
" One word more !" cried Lord Everton :

" only

one word—one last word—I beseech you !"

"Nut a word—not a syllable," exclaimed Lady

Bess : and as she passed out of the room, followed

by Chilhn and Henrietta, the wretched old noble-

man gave vent to a cry expressive of feelings

wrought up to an excruciating agony—while Bel-

lamy muttered deep but bitter imprecations, and

Mrs, Martin shivered from head to foot with min-

gled rage and terror. Nor were the footman and

Susan imconcerned : but probably they had less

reason to be so deeply agitated as the rest.

Meanwhile Lady Bess, ChifHn, and Henrietta

had emerged upon the landing outside; and taking

a lamp which was burning on a table there, they

ascended to the higher storey, where Miss Leyden

deemed it most probable they should find the object

of their search. They reached a passage which ap-

peared to run the whole width of the building, with

an array of doors on either side. First of all, in

pursuance of Henrietta's suggestion, they endea-

voured to enter a room which as nearly as she could

calculate was immediately above the suite of apart-

ments she had occupied in the house : for sh/; fan-

cied that from thence must have descended the

lamentations and that thrilhng cry which she had
heard one night. The door was however locked:

but a crowbar from Chiflin's pocket speedily forced

it open. The room which they now entered, and
which was tolerably well furnished, was found t<j bo
unoccupied; but it evidently had not been long
without a tenant : for the bed had not been made
since it was last slept in, while other indications

justified the belief. Issuing from this room, they

were about to examine the next, when a loud cry

coming from overhead, thrillingly reached their

cars. That cry—it was instantaneously recognised

by Henrietta! Those piercing accents—the wild

lamentation which characterised them—the pene-

I

trating anguish of the sound—all were the same

!

A staircase at the end of the passage caught th'*ir

' eyes. They hastened to ascend it ; but their way
was suddenly impeded by a trap-door closing the

top. It was secured by a staple and a padlock;

, but CbifBu's crowbar speedily forced these obsta-
' cles. The quick trampling of feet, as if some one

I

were rushing towards the trap-door, met the ears of

the searchers ; and the moment the door itself was
' removed, Henrietta beheld, by the light of the

lamp, the gliastly and unmistakable countenance

j

of her unknown friend, gazing in mingled terror

and suspense down the opening.

I

It was a long loft to which Lady Bess, the Can-

I

nibal, and Henrietta had thus found their way:
' and until the moment when the light of the lamp

\

developed the features of the scene, the captive had
been entombed in darkness. A truckle bedstead, a
washing-stand, a table, a chair, and a few other

necessaries, were all the furniture to be seen in

that dreary, dismal place. And there was the un-

fortunate prisoner himself, enveloped in tlie long

dressing-gown secured at the waist, and with that

pale thin countenance which, once seen, couid never

be forgotten !

The unfortunate being recoiled in dismay from
the ferocious looks of ChifEn the Cannibal, who was

highest up the staircase : but gathering courage, he

gazed down again, and seemed stricken with sur-

prise at beholding a female in man's attire. Then
he caught sight of Henrietta Leyden, whom he at

once recognised ; and a smile of satisfaction, amount-

ing even to joy, spread itself over his countenance.

Still, in all these rapidly varying changes of es-

,
prcssion, there was blended a certain wild va-

cancy, which if not indicative of complete mental

aberration, at all events denoted a partial disorder

of tlie reason.
" Speak to him ; he seems to recognise you," said

Lady Bess to Henrietta.
" We come to deliver you, if you like to go away

with us," the young maiden accordingly said, in

the gentle accents of her sweetly musical voice.

I
" Yes, yes—I will go away with you," was the

I response, joyfully delivered ; and without another

wortl, the stranger descended the stairs in the rear
' of the three persons who had rescued him.

I " But he never can leave the house in this

guise," said Lady Bess aside to Henrietta. "We
must obtain proper apparel for him. Let ua iee

Low it is to be managed."

"Bcrhaps the footman may have some plain

clothes ?" suggested Henrietta :
" for neither Lori

' B\-Brton'3 nor Mr. Bellamy's would fit him."
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"VViiile this rapid exchange of whispered observa-

tions was going on, the party had tlireaded the

passacre, descended the staircase, and reached the

landingr whence opened the apartment where the

prisoners had been left.

"Kemain here," said Lady Bess: and she passed

inte the dining-room.

Lord Everton at once began pouring forth the

most piteous entreaties that she would not take

away with her the individual whom he suspected

she had just rescued from captivity : but she paid

n') regard to his prayers : and ordering Mat the

Cadger to loosen the footman from his bonds, she

bade the domestic follow her. This command he

promptly obeyed; and when outside the room, Lady

Bess said to him, " Has this unfortunate creature

got any other clothes of his ovirn, besides the

wretched things he has on ?"

" Clothes ? no, sir—ma'am," responded the foot-

man, not knowing exactly whether to address Lady
Bess as a male or a female: for although there

ciiuld be no doubt as to her sex, yet he knew not

in what st^'le she herself might chooso to bo spoken

to.

"Then I suppose he has been here a long

time?" she said inquiringly.

" Yes—a long, long time," answered the footman.
" But I have got some clothes of my own," he

added, " which are very much at his service—very

much indeed."
" Hasten and fetch them," said the heroine : but

as the footman was hurrying away, she made a sign

for ChifBn to accompany him.

In a few minutes they returned, the footman

bearing a large bundle of clothing : and the mys-

terious unknown was desired to pass into the

nearest vacant room and put them on. This ho

did, and in about ten minutes came issuing forth,

considerably improved in appearance, and wearing a

look ot dehght at the change thus effected in his

garb. There was however something childish in

this look,—another indication that the mind of the

unhappy man was indeed somewhat unsettled.

Lady Bess perceived this and hesitated for a mo-
ment whether she ought really to take the strange

being away. But recollecting the intense anxiety

of Lord Everton to prevent lier—the heavy bribe he

had offered—and the information which she herself

bad gleaned during the day, she hesitated no
longer.

" Now," she said to the footman, " j'ou can return

to your employers:"—and she made an imperious

big 1 towards the door of the room where they had

remained bound to their chairs. " You can also

tell my two men o rejoin me."

"Beg pardon," said the footman hesitatingly;
" but 1 see there's most liki^ly to be a rumpus about
him,"—and he glanced towards the pale unknown.
" If so be such a thing as a witness is wanted "

"Ah! the suggestion is not bad," ejaculated Lady
Bess. " At the same time I cannot attend to the

matter to-night. What is your name ?"

" Theodore Barclay," responded the footman; "at
your service, ma'am—sir—ma'am •"

" Very well, Theodore Barclay," said Lady Bess.

"You can inquire to-morrow or next day at the

post-ofliee in llornsey if there is a letter for you
;

and should you find one, you will do well to attend

to any appointment it may indii ate,"

" Depend upon it I shall not fail. But mum's t.he

word:"—and thus speaking, he retreated back into

the dining-room in obedience to another siga hastily

and imperatively made by Lady Bess.

Mat the Cadger and Spider Bill now came forth

from that room where they had been keeping guard :

and the little party descended to the hall, where the

gardener and the two female servants had remained

in the custody of Tony ^Vilkins. These servants were

not a little surprised to behold the pale-faced stran-

ger in company with the intruders and Henrietta

;

they did not however say a word— and the party

emerged from the house.

Eeader, can you possibly depict to yourself tlie

fecUngB of lively joy—the emotions of exultant bliss

—which arose in the heart of Hem-iotta Leydeii as

she once more breathed the fresh air of liberty ? F(^r

the instant all other considerations were lost sight

of: she remembered not the evidently too desperate

character of those to whom she owed her deliverance

—she thought not of the possibility of her prolonged

absence having proved fatal to her mother—she re-

collected not that another individual had been

rescued that night. Nor was it until they were at

some little distance from Beech-Tree Lodge, that

she was recalled from that paradise of abstraction to

the full remembrance of all other things.

" Now, Miss Leyden," said Lady Bess, stepping

short near that point where the diverging road

joined the main one, " have you any settled plan to

adopt—any home to go to ? If not, I will give you
an asylum "

" Oh, yes—I have a home 'jr at least I hope so

God grant that nothing may have happened to

my poor mother in my absence !" she cried, thus

giving audible expression to the anguished thought

which suddenly recurred to her. " But I have not

as yet expressed my gratitude to you for my deliver-

ance. Oh ! may I hope," she added in a Ljw but

fervid whisper, as she drew Lady Bess aside with

the sudden force of a nervous agitation,—" may 1

hope that I have not altogether comprelien'icd some
portion of what has passed within those walls?"

" I know to what you allude," interrupted Lad)^

Bess ;
" the appropriation of certain little tilings by

the men who accompanied nie? Think no more of

: that—or at all events talk of it no more, llest con-

!
tented with your deliverance. You see tliat I diil

better than place your note in the hands of the

police-authorities, as its terms enjoined. Had I

done so, they would not have iiiterfer.-d, Beech-Tree

,
Lodge being really licensed as a mad-lu»use. I was
therefore compelled to strike a bold and prompt blow

to deliver you. 1 have done it : and surely you are

not disposed to (juarrel with the means employed ?"

i

" I am incapable of ingratitude," replied Heurietf a

energetically. " Tell me the name of her to whom I

am so much indebted ?"

j

" In my present apparel I am Captain Cliandos,"

respond*! the heroine: " if I were in a female tjarb

I should be Mrs. Chandos. Here," she continued,

' taking a card from a case, " is my address. Perhaps

you will like to learn more of that strange Deing

whom wo have this night delivered ? If so, you cau
call upon me: for I piupose to take him with me.
And now tell mo—are you happy in your own cir-

cumstances ? would money bo of any service to

you r"

^

"No, no," replied Henrietta, giving perhaj<s a
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little more \ehemeru-^ to her response than was al-

together consistent with the gratitude she owed
Lady Bes3 : but still the gill's honest feelings were

predominant at the time.

"I understand you," oaid the heroine, neither

moved nor offended. " You are afraid that what-

soever gold my purse may contain, is not honestly

acquired ? Well, if you need no pecuniary assist-

ance, so much the better. And now, one word
more ere we part. It will be well that no noise

should be made about the adventure of this night.

I have a claim upon your gratitude ; and the way
in which you can testify it is by taking care that

your friends do not seek redress at the hands of

justice for whatsoever you may have suffered from
Lord Everton. Because if once you endeavour to

put the law in force, you cannot tell half the truth,

but must explain it all ; and if you loudly proclaim

how you pot into Beech-Tree Lodge, you will be

compelled to proclaim as loudly how you got out

of it. This might lead to unpleasant inquiries after

myself; and these of course you wpuld not willingly

be the means of setting afoot."

" Depend upon it I will do nothing to compro-
mise you," answered Henrietta. " And excuse me
if I add—with the deepest, deepest sincerity—that

may God grant you never do more to injure your-

self than I shall do to injure you !"

" You are a good girl," rejoined Lady Bess

:

"but it is evident that our paths run in opposite

ways in life. Nevertheless we shall meet again:

for I know that you will come and see me."
Thus speaking, the amazonian lady wrung Hen-

rietta's hand ; and a separation then took place

—

Lady Bess, with the stranger and her companions,

proceeding one way, and Miss Leyden in another.

Long, lonely, and weary was the walk—or rather

run—which the young damsel had at that mid-

night hour (for so late it now was) until she reached

HoUoway; and thence she obtained a conveyance

into London. It was two in the morning when she

reached the court in the vicinage of Soho, where
she had last seen her mother and Charley. Oh!
with what a beating heart did she approach the

door—with what deep and painful misgivings did

she await the response to her summons! She
looked up to see if there were a light in the attic-

window: but there was none.

At the expiration of five minutes she heard steps

approaching down the passage from within: the

door opened—and the landlady appeared witJi a

light. She started on beholding Henrietta : but

hurried and breathless was the inquiry which the

young girl made. Her mother was alive: this

was the instantaneous source of an almost over-

powering joy ! But she was very, very ill : and
this second intimation produced as quick a re-action

of the feelings. She was still in the house—but in

a better room, on the first floor. The benevolent

gentleman—Mr. Gunthorp"? by name— who had

interested himself in the poor family, had wished

to have her moved into the country, a little way
out of London: but poor Mrs. Leyden had de-

clared that she would remain in that house until

her daughter returned ; so that when she did return

there might bo no unnecessary delay ere they met
—and if she never returned, then the unhappy mo-
ther would die there I

Such nan tlis information which Henrietta ga-

thered from the landlady's worda; and even thia

she would not have paused to receive, had not her

feelings been so overpowering for the first few
minutes as to prevent her from speeding up to her

mother's chamber. But at length recovering the

use of her limbs, she was enabled to obey the

dictates of her heart; and rushing up the stairs,

she was in a few moments clasped in Mrs. Ley-

den's arms. Little Charley awoke ; and that waa
indeed a happy meeting ! For in the midst of

kisses, and tears, and fervid embraces, Henrietta

breathed a few words in her mother's ears— but

sufficient to make that parent understand and gire

her the assurance that pure and stainless as her

daughter was when she went away, bo pure and

stainless did she return.

CHAPTER XLIV.

THB BABOB.

It was the night after the adventures at

Tree Lodge, and between ten and eleven o'clock.

A lantern was suspended to the ceiling of the cabin

of the barge moored in the canal at Agar Town

;

and at the little round table three persons were

seated. These were Chiffin the Cannibal, Mr. Tugs,

and the latter's wife. The cupboard was removed

from the recess which it usually occupied, the aper-

ture being thus left ready for the Cannibal to pass

into his lurking-hole should any \)sitor of a sus-

picious character make his appearance. Upon the

table stood a bottle of gin, the produi-t of one (4 the

illicit stills worked in the neighbourhood ; aad three

glasses showed that the persons in the cabin had

been partaking of the alcoholic fluid. Tugs and
the Cannibal were smoking their pip<!S ; while Mrs.

Tugs was suckling the child, which was about

eight or nine months old. She was a young wo-

man, and if clean would have appeared fresh-

looking and not altogether ugly: but she had a

somewhat grimy appearance, and waa not over

tidy in her dress.

"Well," said the Cannibal, removing the pipe

from his mouth and vomiting forth a cloud of smoke,

"I wonder whether Madge Somers will come her*

to-night? You say that she was here last night,

just after I had left the barge to meet Lady Bess ai

Hornsey church P"

"Yes: Madge came last night," rosponded the

woman, to whom the question was addressed. " Tugs
had gone up into the Town to see some of the blue-

ruin brewers"—meaning the workers of the illicit

stills
—" and so I was here all alone."

"And she wouldn't leave no message, then?"

said Chiffin inquiringly.

" On'y that she would come back agin to-night,

and that you was to keep close till she did. So I

suppose she will be here soon."
" I hope so," observed Chiffin with one of his

wonted growls ;
" for I am precious tired of being

cooped up here. At the same time, mind you, I am
very much obleeged to you, Mrs. Tugs, and your hus-

band, for making me so comfortable : but for a man
which likes his liberty, this here sort of confinement

isn't altogether the thing."

"And yet you had a little ohaug* last night,"
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observed Tugs. " It was a pity it didn't turn out

better for you."
" For my part I was precious savage at the dis-

appointment," remarked the Cannibal. "Taking
all that trouble and running all that risk without

getting a penny by it
!"

" Well, it was perwokin', no doubt," said Tugs, as

he filled the three glasses from the bottle. " But I

ay, who is that Lady Bess, as you call her? I

never see her afore. What a smart-looking creetur'

•he is."

" And doesn't she look well in that there dress

ehe wears!" exclaimed Mrs. Tugs. "What a

elegant-fitting frock-coat! It gave her quite a

man's look—except about the bust, which is rayther

too full to let the disguise be complete. I should

think she must look uncommon well in her own
proper dress—I mean when togged as a woman."

" I never see her dressed in any other way but as

she was last night," observed the Cannibal. " She
is a queer creature, no doubt."
" Do you mean she is a rum im as a woman ?"

asked Tugs.

"No—not in that sense," replied Chiffin. "I
never heard anything against her : quite t'other

way—for it is said she hasn't even the feelings and
passions of her sex—no lovers, and therefore no
intrigues. Such is what they say of her : but I be-

lieve precious few really know anything about Lady
Bess."

" She's quite the lady," said Mrs. Tugs. "And
what a nice-spoken creatur' too ! One would think

ehe was a person of quality—quite
!"

" I should say she's quite the gentleman," observed

Tugs with a laugh. " Her manners is so good, and
she has such a sort of off-hand way with her, it's

quite pleasant to hear her talk and observe her hat-

titudes. She's a dandy after her own sort : but yet
not one of them kind of dandies that you'd like to

kick all along a street. What do you think, Chifiin ?

You know more about her than we do."
" I know deuced little about her," responded the

Cannibal. "She's always in just the same mood
you saw her last night—first-rate spirits, and with
that sort of jovial frankness and open-heartedness,

as one may say, that somehow makes you like her.

And then, although engaged with her in business that

puts you on a sort of equality, you can't help feeling

tlje whole time that you are with a superior. That
woman exercises what we may call an ascendancy
over one ; and however much you mayn't like to

acknowledge it to yourself, still you can't help feel-

ing it. Did you notice what a pair of eyes she has ?

don't they seem as if they could pierce you through
and through ?"

" I never saw such splendid eyes in all my life,"

said Mrs. Tugs. "And what teeth too! I should
think the handsomest and proudest young lord in
the land would be glad to get a kiss from wch lips

s them."
" And I think that if he was to attempt it," re-

plied Chiffin, "he'd get Lady Bess's whip pretty
comfortably over his shoulders. At least, if all I
have heard tell about her is true, that she hasn't
get the feelings of the sex "

" How extr'ornary I" said Mrs. Tugs, apparently
in a musing strain. " I know blessed well I've got
all them ere feelings :"—and as she thus spoke, to

all appearance in a very sentimental mood, she

emptied her glass, except two or throe drops which

she let drain down the baby's throat.

" I see that the little creetur' likes blue-ruin ai

well as his ma," observed Chiffin with a laugh : but

there was something horrible and ferocious even in

the most good-humoured laugh which Mr. Chiffin

could possibly assume.
" It's natur'," said Mrs. Tugs. " Natur' makes

us all love lush from our wery birth. Lord bless

yer ! I've seen smaller babbies than this von suck

down the blue-ruin just as if it was their mother's

milk. But what more about this Lady Bess that

I'm quite interested in? If so be she was raly a

man, I should make Tugs jellua. Where does she

bide?"
" Ah ! that she keeps precious dark to herself,"

replied ChiiBn. " But I know that she is mostly

seen about Edmonton and Tottenham ; and one or

two of my pals have twigged her more than once

riding about them neighbourhoods in a lady's dress

—a habit as they call it,—and looking quite elegant

and tip-top like. There must be summut very rum
about that woman's history !"

"There must indeed, from all you have said,"

observed Mrs. Tugs. "And so she actually does

business on the highway ? What a bold dashing

creetur' she must be ! If I was a rich young
gen'elman I shouldn't at all mind being robbed by

such a highwayman as that. You don't know, then,

what made her take to the road ?"

" Not I," responded Chiffin. " All that I know
about her I've told you."

" And so the adwenture of last night turned out

a failure, did it ?" said Tugs as he filled the glassei

again.

" Oh ! 8 precious failure," answered Chiffin

:

" nothing got by it I But I wonder whether this

precious Madge is coming to-night. I am deucedly

in want of the fresh air
"

"Why don't you take a little stroll along the

towing-path ?" said Tugs. " The night's dark enow,

and you ain't likely to meet any unpleasant cus-

tomers. If Madge comes we can keep her till you
return."

" So I will," observed Chiffin : and having to«sed

off the contents of his glass, he ascended from the

cabin, stepped ashore, and sauntered along the bank
of the canal.

"Now, Polly," said the Blue-ruin Carrier when
he and his wife were alone together in the cabin,

"has no hidear struck you at alii'"—and he looked

very hard at her.

" You mean that Chiffin's got money about him ?"

replied the woman, returning the look.

" That's just what I do mean," said her husband,

drawing closer towards her and speaking in a still

lower and more siguificant tone. " I'm sure he

has; and I don't believe for a minute that the

affair of last night turned out so queer. Chiffin

never would have took it so quiet—he's not tha

chap."
" That's what I thought," responded Mrs. Tugs.

" And now, d'ye know why I took and quosliuuud

him so much about Lady Bess ?"

" Woman's cooiosity, I s'pose," was the response.

"Woman's fiddlestick!" cried Mrs. Tugs. "It
was just to sec whether Chiffin would speak in a

way to show ho had been disappointed with Lady
Be«9 last night. If he had, it would have appeare<l
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iu his manner: he couldn't have concealed it—i»

would have been uppermost in his mind, and so

have aJ-owed itself in liis obserwations. But it

didu't: and so I'm as sure that he got loads of swag

last night as that I'm suckling this here blessed

babbj."
" VVHrnt a clever woman you be, Polly," was the

comiilimeiit now paid her by her iiusband. " "Who'd

have tliought you was pumping tlie Cannibal all

the time you seemed to bo chatting so cosy and for-

iniliar ?"

'• Well, but it was so," replied Mrs. Tugs; "and

if that fcUor hasn't got his pockets lined with blunt,

I'll eat tliis babby up at a moutliful—I will."

" A precious mean chap he is, then !" exclaimed

Tugs now looking particularly ferocious through the

black grime on his face.

"Mean!" echoed his wife: " he's a measly skin-

flint—coming here, bolting our grub, and swallow-

ing our lush, and j.ust giving us a shilling or two

tow'rds housekeeping, when he ouglit to come down

handsome and make us a jolly good present. I'm

sick of such conduct, I be."

•' Well, Polly, if what's passing in my mind is

passing iu your'n too, we'll have the whole of his

blunt at'ore many hours is over :"—aud the man

looked hard at hia wile to read her answer iu her

countenance.
" When a chap behaves his-sclf as ChiHIn is doing

now," she replied, " I would as soon draw a knife

across his throat and sink him in the canal as I'd

eat my dinner. So if you're the man. Tugs, to do

the job, I'm the woman as will help yer."

" Then I'm blowed if it isn't as good as done," re-

sponded the Blue-ruin Carrier: "perwided we set-

tles how it is to be done—that's all."

"Done? Why, in the way I've said," was the

quick answer given by his wife. " liush! some one

calls."

Tugs hastily jumped up from his seat, and thrust

his bead out of the hatchway of the cabin. A woman
was standing in the towing-path ; aud through the

gloom Tugs at once recognised Madge Somers.

" All right !" he said. '" Come on board."

Madge accordingly stepped on the barge, and de-

scended into the cabiu. Tugs oileredher some gin:

but slic refused to take it—immediately adding,

"Where is he?"
" What news have you got for him?" asked Tugs,

evading the woman's question.

" Good news," she replied. " But where is he, I

ask?"
," Well, that's a pity," said Tugs :

" for he's gone

out for the night again."

"How provoking!" exclaimed Madge Somers.

" But if he (hdn't mind running these risks, what was

the use of ray troubling myself to get the thing put

right and square for him ? I cannot wait till he re-

turns—I cannot come back again wlien he is likely

to be here ; and therefore I must leave a message

with you. You can tell him that the business is

hushed up, and that her ladyship has intimatetl to

the police that all her things liave been restored to

her on condition that she would not move any fur-

ther in the matter, and that as slie has got them

back her object is answered. Of course a singli'

word from her ladyship was sufficient to stop the

proceedings ; and so ChiUia has nothing more to

tear in that iiuarter."

"This will be gojd news for him," said Tugt
"He told me he shouldn't be back till just upon

daylight, and I'm going to sit up for him."
" Then you can deliver my message," said Madge:

and appearing to be somewhat in a hurry, she took

her departure.
" Well, didn't I manage capital to perwent the

woman staying ?" said Tugs. " If she had, Chiflin

would have flitted away on hearing the news, and

we should have been baulked in our job—eh,

Polly ?"

"Yes—you managed capital," responded the

woman. " Now mind you manage as well presently

when the thing is to be done—that's all."

The husband and wife then drew closer together

until their faces almost met ; and in subdued whis-

pers did tliey discourse upon the murderous project

they had devised.

In the moan time Madge Somers, when quitting

the barge, had pursued her way along the towing-

path; and at a short distance she encountered Chif-

tin the Cannibal.

"Ah!" she exclaimed: 'then you have altered

your mind ?"

" Altered my mind ?" he repeated, in a growling

lone. "What th=! deuce are you talking about?"

"Why, iu comii;,'T Vock so soon—that is how you

have altered your uilrl : for I suppose you are now
on your way to th'.' hd^f^e ?"

"To be sure. I ot/ly just camo out to get a

mouthful of fresVi avV. I can't endui-e being cooped

up in that cofliu-lil'.o j-Uce."

"Then what rialj you tell Wiose people that

you did not intend to return till close upon day-

light?"

"You don't meaa to say they told you that?"

exclaimed Chiflin.

I

" But I do though : and that's the reason I did

not stop. I however left a message with them for

' you "

1
" And what's it about ? Have you made it all

:
right?"

I
"Yes— after a great deal of trouble," responded

I

Madge. " Her ladyship has intimated to the de-

tectives who had the thing iu hand, that she does

not wish the proceedings to go any farther. Tb»

excuse she made was that somebody had been to

her, brought all the things back that had been stolen

I from the house, and besought her mercy and for-

bearance ; and that therefore, as her chief object

I

was gained in recovering her valuables, she was dis-

j

posed to grant the request. In short, she g-.ivc the

detectives to understand that she did not choose to

have the trouble and discomfort of a prostvution,

especially as she was very soon going out of town.

The detectives went and called upou her ladyship

in consequence of this note which she sent them :

but as she gave them each a pretty handsome sum
for the trouble they had already taken, they of

course promised to follow her lUi-ections. So as far

as that art'air goes, you are safe enough. I saw

Tony Wilkins just now; and he told me that you

had a fine affair of it last night—heaps of money,

besides a lot of diamonds and other valuables : so

what with the swag you got from Lady Saxondale,

Hie money I g:ive you a little time back, and the

produce of last night, you must be quite rich."

" Well, do you mean to turn borrower, Madge ?"

asked Chiflin, evidently not rcUshing the wQaiaw's
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discoursp, and fancying that it was a prelude to de- I " Meet wlio ?—Lady Bess ?" exclaimed ChifEn,

maudin;; some pecuniary favour at his hands. as if utterly unsuspicious.

" Don't be afraid, Chiffin," she rcpHed, having " No—Mad^e Somers."

read what was passing in his mind. " You know
|

" Ah ! she's been then ? What news ? AVhy the

that I am not one who asks favours of that sort: deuce didn't she wait ?"

or if you don't know it, you ought to do so—for you !

" She couldn't : she had summut particular to do.

and I have been acquainted long enough. What I
,

Besides, she had on'y a word to say."

was going to say is, why don't you settle down into
,

"And what's that ?" asked ChifBn. "Anything

some quiet kind of Ufe—take » public or a shop, good?"

for instance—or even set up a lodging-house ?"
j

" Pretty well," rejoined the Blue-ruin Carrier.

"No, no—a public is the thing for me," answered
|

"Madge says that it wilt all be right in the course

ChifEn; "a good boo«ing-ken in some precious of to-morrow ; and she'll be down here by nine in

queer neighbourhood. I should be in my glory the evening at the latest, when she is certain sure

thei«; and to tell you the truth, Madge, I have of having good news to tell yer. She says you may
been thinking of summut of that kind. Now that make yourself quite easy on that score."

this cursed affair of the detectives is over, I shi

look about me. But I say, wasn't it rather queer

of these Tugs people to tell you such a precious lie ?

I can't think what could be the meaning of it."

" Evidently to prevent me from waiting to see

you," replied Madge. "You had therefore better

'Perdition take it'" growled Cliiffia, affecting to

be in a rage. " Somehow or another I fancy tliat

Madge is humbugging me. NV^hich way did she

go ? I have a deuced good mind to cut arter her."

"I didn't see which way she went," answered

Tugs. "Besides, she's been gone more than a

take care of them : there's some treachery lurking quarter of an hour ; and so you couldn't possibly

in that quarter.". overtake her, even if you knowed which way she

" Well now," observed ChifEn in a musing tone, did go."

" 1 thought them Tugs was the honestest people to-
j

" Come, Mr. ChifBn," said Mrs. Tugs, looking as

wards their pals that ever was. • Of course I didn't amiable as she could through the grimy mask upon

tell them I had anything in the shape of blunt about her face, " you had better make up your mind

me, for fear they should get on the borrowing plan ; to rest patient and be comfurtable till tc^inorrow

and one couldn't very well refuse what they asked evening. It isn't wery long to wait ; and from

after all their kindness. But there's something what Madge said, it's certain sure you'll hear good

thai isn't right in that quarter. I don't like this news then."

affair of their stalling you off from seeing me : it " Well, I suppose I must," returned the CannibaJ

looks precious suspicious."
I

with the air of one who resigns himself to a tem-
" Well," returned Madge, " you have no need porary disappointment.

to go ba'ck to the barge again unless you like." I
" Take another glass of the lush," said the Blue-

" Yes—but I have though," replied ChifEn :
" for

to tell you the truth But no matter ! I must get

back as quick as ever I can. Good night, Madge

—

and thank you for what you have done."

The woman and the Cannibal then separated, and

the latter sped along in the direction of the

ruin Carrier, as he passed the bottle. " It'

famous thing to make chaps happy and contented."

" With all my heart," responded ChilHn :• and

having tossed off the liquor, he lighted his pipe.

The conversation progressed upon indifferent sub-

jects ; and while joining in it with seeming unc\>n.

barge. He had indeed good reason for returning cem, the Cannibal revolved in his mind the course

thither; inasmuch as he had left his great that he should adopt. That Tugs and his wife

shaggy over-coat in the little nook or recess that meant treachery was evident enough : their conduct

formed his place of concealment; and in that self- in respect to Madge Somers proved this. Tiiat they

same coat he had got a quantity of bank-notes had not discovered the bank-notes in his coat, he

sewn inside the lining. But as he went back to the ' felt assured; because if so, and if they had solf-

barge, he felt in his breeches' pockets to see that appropriated them, there would be no need of that

his pistols were safe, muttering to himself the while, stratagem to keep him still in the barge. He thcre-

" If these Tugs mean- treachery, I'm blowed if I ,
fore argued that they supposed him to have money

don't make them both sleep at the bottom of the
I
concealed about his person, and meant to murder

canal before daylight—and their babby along with him to obtain it. He had his pistols in his pocketa,

'em for that matter." and they were loaded : he had a great mind to pro-

Resuming however his wonted look, which with duce -them suddenly and shoot both the man and

all his endeavour to give it a good-humoured aspect,
j

woman at once; but there was the chance o£ the

was still of the most hang-dog and sinister cha- report being heard by individuals who might be pass-

racter, he reached tlie boat and gave a peculiar ing along the towing-path, or up in the houses over-

whistle. The head of Tugs was soon perceived hanging the canal. Then he thought of suddenly fell-

thrust above the liatchway—tlie assurance that all ing the Bluc-ruiu Carrier with his club, and at onc»

was right came from that individual's lips—and turning round to despatch the wife. But if the

Chiffin descended mto the cabin. He cast a quick first blow should fail in its effect, a desperate strug-

but keenly-searching glance upon Tugs and his wife ;
' gle might take plac« : for he knew that the woman

but nothing in their looks betrayed any treacherous I
was a determined one—while Tugs himself was a

purpose. ChifEn was not however the man to be man of great muscular power— and therefore the

thrown off his guard by this seeming equanimity result of such struggle might prove fatal to him-

on theu' part. sell. His chief object was, as a matter of course,

" How unfortunate you should have gono out to recover possession of his coat : but if he went

just at the moment," exclaimed Tugs. " But per- into the little crib to obtain it, he felt assured

haps you had the good luck to meet her P" that he should be immediately attacked from be-
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liiail and murdered. Even if he got possession of dcsigu ia it. took the handkerchief amidst a great

his coat by means of a stratagem, it would be difE- deal of laughing, and at once applied it to her nose,

cult for him to get safe out of tjie barge without first At the same instant she fell on the floor of the

making away with Tugs and his wife : for if he cabin, with the babe in her arms, as if stricken

pretended to go out for any purpose, they would down by lightning : and also at the very self-same

attack him as he was ascending the ladder and he
[

moment, Chilhu's club dealt a tremendous blow on
would be overpowered. All things considered, the the head of the Blue-ruin Carrier. But this blo'

Cannibal came to the conclusion that he must an-

ticipate the intention of the Blue-ruin Carrier and

Mrs. Tugs by murdering them both. But then

again recurred the question, how was this to be

done ?

so far from being fatal, did not even stun the man,
who perhaps posses^d a skull of more than ordi-

nary thickness: or else the blow itself descended
in a manner that could do little hurt notwithstand-

ing the violence with which it was dealt. For an
Suddenly an idea struck him; and he now saw instant—and only for a single instant—did Tugs

his way clearly enough. I totter on his seat; and then springing up with a
"What a terrible close place this is to live in, to terrible imprecation, he closed with the Cannibal

be sure!" he said, in a careless sort of way, taking just as the latter was about to repeat the blow.

advantage of a pause in the discourse to make the The table was upset in an instant, and fell over the

remark. "I do believe it would kill me outright insensible woman and the stunned child as they lay

in a very short time "
.
upon the floor.

" Why, you see, me and my old woman here is For a few moments the struggle with the two
accustomed to it," responded Tugs.

|
men was desperate; and then they fell heavily

" But it's Ihc smell that's as bad as the heat," , together. The Cannibal was undermost : and for

resumed Chifliu. " Boiled pork and greens is very

nice things for dinner; but they leave an uncom-
mon disagreeable odour in the.place where they're

cooked."

"But we had fried sassages to day," said Mrs.

Tugs.
" Well, sassages loaves a smell too," said ChiiEn

"And you had cabbages too, mind."
" Bu,t the bakker smoke takes all that away,'

cried the bargeman as he refilled his pipe.

" I am sure Mrs. Tugs don't like all these here

emells," said the Cannibal—" greens, and sassages,

and bakker smoke, and the canal, and what not

—

partickler in such a close place as this—do you,

Mrs. Tugs ? Now, what should you say," he con-

tinued with a grim smile upon his countenance, " if

80 be I was gallant enough to give you a bottle of

scent, which to tell you the truth I went out just

now to buy at the hairdresser's up in the road ?"

" I should say that it was rayther an cxtro'rn'ary

thing for Mr. Chilfin to do," replied the woman,
laughing.
" Then that same cxtro'rn'ary thing I have done,"

continued the Cannibal : and as he thus spoke he

produced an elegantly-cut scent-bottle from the

breast-pocket of the coat that he had on.

" Well, did you ever ?" exclaimed Mrs. Tugs
" If Lady Bess had done such a thing as this, one

wouldn't have been astonished, 'cause she's so ex-

ceeding perlite."

"We never know," said the Cannibal, appearing

to laugh in the merriest good-humour, " whose

book wc may take a leaf out of. Lend us your
foglc, Mrs. Tugs."

" My ankercher, you mean ?" she said. " Well, I

do think I have got such a thing :"—and she pro-

duced a dirty rag which answered the purpose of

the article named.
"I like scent very well at a distance," said

Chillin, as he poured a few drops from the little

bottle on the handkerchief, holding his head some-

what back as he did so: " but I can't abear it near.

Now, just you take and smell this. It's the most
teliciousest scent you ever come near in all your
life. Put that up to your nose, ma'am."

Mrs. Tugs, who appeared to enjoy the whole
proceeding heartily, and of course saw no sinister

an instant Tugs nearly throttled him—but with a
desperate eflbrt ChilQa threw his adversary oi", and
then was uppermost in his turn. Still Tugs held

him in such a manner that ho had not the free use
of his arms : he could not reach his club which had
dropped from his hands, nor take a pistol from his

pocket. For a minute the contest was frightful:

the wretches glared upon each other with demoniac
looks, as they were thus interlaced by each other's

arms—they gnashed their teeth—foam was upon
their lips—their struggles and convulsions were the

fullest developments of extraordinary muscular
power. Again did they roll over: again was the
Cannibal in the most perilous position. Another
instant, and he would have been strangled by his

adversary : but suddenly catching that individual's

nose betvk'cen his teeth, he bit it clean off. The
man roared with the pain, and Chilfin was in an
instant covered with the blood that streamed down
upon him. The next moment the circumstances of

the horrible conteat were changed again : Tugs
was underneath—Chiflin was uppermost—and the

former, faint with excruciating pain and loss of

blood, relaxed his hold on his diabolic enemy. Then
the Cannibal was enabled to catch at his club ; and
with the tremendous bludgeon he beat out the

Blue-ruin Carrier's brains.

Thus ended this horrible combat; and the con-

qneror stood in the midst of the cabin, wiping his

adversary's blood from his face. The woman lay

insensible upon the floor—the child was inanimate

likewise. Chilfin deliberated with himself for a few

moments how he should act. Should he kill the

woman, or lot her recover as she might ? But when
she recovered, would she not denounce him as the

murderer of her husband? Assuredly she would:

and therefore she must die !

Uaviug come to tliis resolve, after a very brief

self-consultation, ChilUn drew liis clasp-knife from

his pocket—opened it— and then plunged it deep

down into the heart of (he unfortunate woman.
Not a sound escaped hex lips : there was a sliglit

convulsive movement of the body, as if a momen-
tary spasm shot througli it ; and thus she passed

from insensibility into death.

Chil&n drew out his closp-knifo from the llosh in

which it waft embedded — wiped it—and roturnoi



212 THB MYSTERIES OP THE COTET.

it to his pocket. The blood gushed forth in a tor-

rent, pouring over the babe, and thus covering it

with the sanguine tide from that very breast whence

it had been wont to receive its nourishment.

The Cannibal, unmoved by the ghastly spectacle

which he had himself created—unless indeed it were

a grim satisfaction that he experienced in having

done the fearful work and thus secured his safety

and his vengeance at the same time—now procured

water and a towel, and washed as well as he could

the stains of murder from his yerson. This being

done, he possessed himself of his coat from the

recess, and was about to take his departure, when
ho bethought himself of the bottle which contained

the chlorol'orm. He had placed it on the table the

instant he had poured some of its contents on the

handkerchief: the table had been upset—and where
was the bottle ? He searched, and found thac it

had fallen upon the garments of the woman : the

stopper had not come out; and with infinite de-

iiglit the Cannibal re-possessed himself of an arti-

cle which had already proved (according to his own
notions) so exceedingly useful, and which might

therefore bo of the same utility on a future occa-

sion.

The rufBan now at length quitted the barge, and
was speedily at a distance from the scene of his

fearful crime.

CHAPTER XLV.

THB LADT OP MANY 10\JiE3.

It was about half-jmst ten o'clock on the same
niglit of the frightful tragedy, that Lord Haruld

Staunton knocked at the door of Evergreen Villa

iu the Seven Sisters lload. The reader cannot

have forgotten that this beautiful little suburban
residence was the abode of Miss Emily Archer

—

alias Mademoiselle Emilie d'Akmbert—the fasci-

nating danseuse, who had succeeded in ensnaring

the foolish and frivolous Lord Saxondale in her

meshes. Prettily furnished as the villa was pre-

viously to her acquaintance with him, it now pre-

sented a a spectacle of almost oriental luxury : that

is to say, in miniature. Everything that the taste

of a most extravagant woman could possibly fancy,

or that the infatuation of a reckless spendthrift

could supply, in the shape of exquisite furniture,

mirrors, pictures, ornaments, nick-nacks, and costly

trifles of every variety, was now to be seen within

the walls of that villa. The connexion of Lord
Saxondale with Miss Archer had been exceedingly

brief as to tiuje, bijt had already proved wonder-

fully expensive (ta to money. She had introduced

him to a person of whom we shall have to speak

more anon, and who was supplying him with funds

at a most exorbitant rate of interest : and by far

the greater portion of the moneys thus obtained,

went to gratify the syren's whims and caprices.

Miss Ajcher remained upon the s^ago for several

reasons. In the first place she liked the oxcitoraeut

connected with the ballet—she liked the applause

bestowed upon the dancers—she liked the flattery

and the flirting that took place behind the scenes

—

and she 'liked to see the name of Mademoiselle
Emilie d'Alombert iq the dramatic criticisms ixx the

newspapers. She moreover knew that her connexioB
with Lord Saxondale could not last for ever ; and
she regarded her position at the Opera as the meant
of obtaining a ne\r admirer when circumstances
should sooner or later sever her from the present
one. She liked, too, to have an opportunity of
boasting her good fortune in the presence of the

other ballet-dancers; for she fancied that her posi-

tion was a very brilliant one, and that instead of any
shame being attaclied thereto, it was exceedingly

enviable and admirable.

But returning from our digression, we must hasten

to describe wherefore Lord Harold Staunton was on
the particular night of which we now speak, paying
a visit to Evergreen Villa. On knocking at the door
he inquired of the servant who answered the sum-
mons if Lord Saxondale were within ?—but before

any answer could be given, that young nobleman
himself rushed out of the exquisitely furnished par-

lour on the ground-floor, exclaiming, " 1 thought I

could not be mistaken : I knew it was your voice

!

Come in, my dear fellow—I am delighted to sc«

you !"

Lord Harold accordingly entered the parlour,

where a supper consisting of all imaginable delica-

cies and dainties was spread upon the table, and
where Eiuily herself was lounging negligently on
a sofa. She was dressed—or rather we should say

undressed-in a French wrapper trimmed with tho

most costly lace ; and her beautiful dark hair was
flowing in luxuriant masses over a neck more ex-

posed than was consistent with perfect mo.lcsty.

" Ah, Lord Harold !" she said, extending her
hand to the young nobleman, with whom she was
well acquainted, and indeed had been very intimately

acquainted on some former occasion: "I am glad to

see you at the villa. But, you naughty man, you I

what have you been doing ? fighting a duel ! Oh
fie ! I am shocked at you."

" It is one of those unfortunate occurrences. Miss
Archer," responded Staunton, with a forced gaiety,

"which will happen in Ufe, Here is our friend

Saxondale who will some day or another have to do

the same thing. Who knows, indeed, but that ho
may be compelled to fight a duel on your ac-

count i*"

" Oh, that would be amusing !" exclaimed Emily,

clapping her hands gleefully, as if some new source

of gratification had been suddenly developeil to her

mind; and she felt as Xerxes might have been sup-

posed to feel had anybody suggested the " new plea-

sure" for the discovery of which that royal volup-

tuary offered a reward.
" I am very much obliged to you, my dear Emily,"

said Lord Saxondale, " for wishing to place my life iu

jeopardy : but I am not enough tired of you yet to

wish to be prematurely cut off from your sweet

society,"

"Beautifully expressed!" exclaimed the d<tnseus».

"Don't you think your friend Edmund is exceed-

ingly witty and clever. Lord Harold ?"

"Oh! 1 always told him so," was t he resjxinse

:

and Staunton, as he gave it, darted at Euiily a quick
glance of mockery, which she acknowledged by a

transient archness of the curling lip. It was as

much jvs to say on Lord Harold's part, " You know
he is a fool ;" and on Miss Emilv's, " Of course I

do."

" Thank you both for the comphment," cried



THE MTSTEEIE3 OF THE COUBT. 213

Saxondale, taking it as such. " And now tell mo,

Harold, bow is Deveril ? Lave you heard anything

more about him ? For I saw by this morning's paper

that the report of his death was incorrect—that he

survived—and that the wound is not even mortal,

though terribly dangerous."
'=1 know no more on the subject than you do,"

answered Staunton. " In fact, I am playing at hide-

and-seek till the result developes itself in one way
or another. For of course until Deveril is pro-

nounced completely out of danger, I am liable to

arrest at any moment. But I want to speak to you,

Saxondale, most particularly."

" Is it any secret ?" asked Edmund, glancing to-

wards Emily, whom he was evidently fearful of

offending by excluding her from a knowledge of

what was about to be said.

" Just as you may think fit to decide," responded

Harold. " It is about that lady in the Spanish dress

that you know of
"

"Ah! at the masquerade?" cried Saxondale.
" Oh, no—what earthly necessity can there be for

secrecy on that head ? Besides, as I really have

no secrets at all from my dear Emily "

" I understand," said Lord Harold :
" you have

already told Miss Archer everything about that little

adventure of mine at the masquerade that is to

say, as far as you are acquainted with it."

" Well, to confess the truth, I have told Emily,"

observed Edmuad. " But then she is discretion

itself."

" And I do enjoy hearing of intrigues and adven-

tures of that k-ind !" exclaimed the danseuse, "Do
tell us, my dear Lord Uarolil, whether your adven-

ture has turned out as you could wish : for we know
nothing beyond the fact that in pursuance of a

certain note you met some lady at that masquerade.

Of course it is a delicious intrigue—a delightful

affair of gallantry ! Come, take some champagne,

aud then tell us all about it. What happened ? and
who was the fair inamorata ?"

" Now," resumed Lord Harold after a brief pause,

d iring which he reflected profoundly, " I have not

t'le slightest objection to state the issue of my ad-

venture : but will you, Edmund, promise that what-

soever I may say you will not be shocked or annoyed ?

In a word, will you give me free permission to speak

out frankly ?"

" Wliy, of course," responded Saxondale, sur-

prised at the question. " If it regarded either of

my own sisters, or my lady-mother, I should like to

hear all the particulars."

" Perhaps your random observation may reach a

little nearer homo than you imagine," observed

Lord Harold.
" Ah ! I begin to suspect," ejaculated Saxondale.

" Is it possible that my own lady-mother has takcu

it iuto her head to play tricks of this sort ? Well,

now that I bethink me, it was exactly her height

•ad figure
"

" And it was she herself '." rejoined Lord Harold.
"This is delightfully amusing!" exclaimed Emily

Archer. "You were saying, Edmund, the other

day that you wished you had some means of exer-

cising a power over your mother, as you know that

she is doing her best with your guardians to make
them send you abroad in the diplomatic service or

else compel you to go and live down at your old

castle in Lincolnshire till you come of age."

" It would be really capital fun," observed Ed-

mund, wth disgusting flippancy, " to be put in pos-

session of any secret which would place my motiicr

in my power. By Jove ! she should not bully mo
then : I would very soon be even with her. There-

fore, my dear Staunton, so far from offending mo,

you could not do me a greater service than by telling

me all about this adventure of your's."

" It is too complicated at the present moment,"

replied Lord Harold: "aud besides which, I want

to obtain some positive proof of the fact tliat the

Spanish Queen at the masquerade was Lady Saxon-

1 dale. In my own mind I know it was—I am
' morally certain of the identity : but as I did not seo

her face, she could of course turn round and indig-

nantly deny the fact: for you will .excuse me for

saying, my dear Edmund, that your lady-motlier is

not wanting in what may be termed a bold ell'ron-

tery."

j

" Wanting in it !" ejaculated Edmund. " On the

contrary, she has got plenty of it. But what sort

of proof is it that you require, Harold, in the case

! we are speaking of?—and can I assist you in any

way ?"

"It is precisely your assistance that I require,"

answered Staunton :
" and I am sure that you will

' give it to me all the more readily after what you

I

have been saying—because it is of course very con-

venient as well as important for you to get your

mother completely under your thumb."

I

" To be sure ! What would you have me do ?"

I

" I suppose that you would not hesitate to avail

yourself of au opportunity for searching Lady Saxon-

i

dale's wardrobes, and di-awers, and cupboards, for

I

some particular object—would you ?"

"Not I indeed! I will ransack and rummage

j
them from top to bottom if it is necessary for your

j

purpose."

" It is," rejoined Harold. "Do you not com pro-

I hend ? If we could only find the fancy-dress which

j

Lady Saxondale wore at the ma-querade, it would
I be impossible for her to deny her identity with the

I character of Queen Isabella. Tlie cliances arc a

[

hundred to one that the dress is secreted some where
. ia her ladyslflp's apartments."

i "And if so, I shall be sure to ferret it out," ex-

claimed Edmund.

I

" Oh, do, my dear Edmund," said Emily Archer,

I with witching accents and looks of cajolery. " I am
I always afraid tiiat your proud and haughty mother

will be separating you from me ; and it will be a

I

great relief to my mind to know that you are in

' possession of a secret which will put her upon her

j

good behaviour."

I

" I have already promised to do my best in the

j

matter," responded Edmund. " I will go home to-

I

morrow morning and watcli for an opportunity to

ransack the place : although, by the bye, I diil not

intend to show my face tlicre lor the next week—for

j

the old housekeeper is dead, and somehow or anotii.T

I

I have a great aversion to bo bcueatli the same roof

I
with a dead body. It is not, you know, that 1 am

!
iu any way friglilened ; but it scorns as if there was

i
a sickly suiell—a nauseating kind of odour. How-

j

over, I will return to Saxondale House ininiodiatoly

;
after breakfast to-inorrow moining. But still, my

[

dear Harold, I cannot mako ull this affair out.

! Wliat on earth did my mother meet you ab tho

I

Uorcouils' for, after writing that letter—uulctif
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it was to arrange matters for a future appoint-

ment "

"Don't question mo any.more now," interrupted

Staunton. " It is a very extraordinary story, and
I will give you all the particulars when we have

obtained the proof that you are to seek for. So

you must restrain your curiosity—and Miss Archer

likewise. I suppose I can see you here again to-

morrow evening ?"

" Yes—but what on earth is to prevent you from
staying here with us for a few days until this duel

affair is blown over? You wiU give him house-

room—won't you, Emily ?"

" Oh ! with the greatest pleasure, if his lordship

will condescend to accept such hospitality as my
humble residence aff^trds :"—but the look of proud

satisfaction which the danseuse cast around the

exquisitely-furnished room, was in flat contradiction

to the humility of her words.

"An offer so kindly made cannot bo rejected,"

remarked Staunton, with a smile. " I therefore

accept your hospitality, and will instal myself here

for a few days."

Thi-oughout the whole of this discourse the cham-
pagne bottle was frequently put into requisition

;

and it was not until a late hour that Staunton

was conducted to the chamber appropriated to his

use. In the morning breakfast was served at about

ten o'clock ; and this repast, like the supper of the

previous night, consisted of all imaginable deli-

cacies. It was about eleven whoa Lord Saxondalc

took his departure for the purpose of accomplishing

his pleasant and agreeable little task of endeavour-

ing to discover proofs damnatory to Lady Saxon-

dale's reputation.

Lord Ilarold Staunton remained alone in the

beautifully -furnished parlour with Miss Emily
Archer ; and no sooner was Edmund out of sight,

than a great and sudden change took place in the

bearing of these two towards each other. The
courteous respect with which Ilarold had treated

the handsome danseuse while Edmund was present,

now turned into the familiarity of closest intimaoy.

"Well, my dear Emily," said Ilarold, "you have
got my friend Edmund tolerably tiglit and secure

in your silken chains. But no wonder : for you are

certainly handsomer than ever."

" I would rather receive those few words of com-
pliment from your lips, Ilarold," was the lady's

response, " than: ten thousand of the mawkish and
insipid flat teries which that frivolous fellow Saxon-

dale bestows upon me. But come, sir—why do you
not embrace me for old acquaintance' sake ?"

"That shall I do most cheerfully," rejoined

Staunton: and he suited the action to the word.
"So you find my friend Saxondalc somewhat in-

sipid?" he continued, placing himself by the beauti-

ful dancer's side upon the sofa where slie was half-

rocliaing in her morning negligke.

" Of course you and I can talk these matters over

confidentially between us," replied Emily; "and
therefore we may admit to each other tliat of all the

frivolous, foolish, conceited coxcombs, Edmund Sax-

ondalc is the worst. I really do not know one ro-

doemiug quality that he possesses "

" Except the zeal which he displays in surround-
ing you with all luxuries aud comforts," remarked
Ilarold : " is it not so ?"

" But that in toul'erriug no boon upon mo,"

rejoined the danseuse : " it is the return he makes
for the show of love with which I honour him. I

understand be is engaged to be married to your
sister ? I have seen Lady Fiorina in her box at

the Opera : what a beautiful girl she is ! and what
a sacrifice to bestow her on such a being as Saxoa-

dale
!"

" My dear Emily, we must not touch upon that

point," returned Lord Ilarold, somewhat gravely.

" Marriages in high hfe, you know, are not always

affairs of the heart, and there is not much trouble

taken to assort them with the nicest regard to out-

ward looks or mental qualifications. And now let

us change the discourse and talk upon any other

topic you please. We have the prospect, I suppose,

of being many hours together; and therefore we
must render ourselves as agreeable as possible to

each other."

"Are you sorry at having this prospect before

you ?" inquired Emily, with a look of mingled arch-

ness and tenderness.
" Sorry indeed ! how could that be possible ? Ar«

you not as charming as ever—or indeed more charm-
ing ? for as I said just now, you are handsomer than

when you and I used to be tolerably well acquainted

a couple of years ago. Tell me, have you been happy
since then ? But I need scarcely ask. I have seen

you bounding with joyous elasticity upon the stage

;

and I find you occupying a most beautiful little

suburban residence. But tell me candidly, my dear

Emily—how many lovers have you had during these

two years past ?"

" Well, I will tell you candidly, my dear Harold,"

responded the handsome but prolligate danseuse,

with a look of increasing archness most mischiev-

ously fascinating and roguishly enchanting : and

then, in the same playful mood, she counted off the

names as she mentioned them on the tips of her

long taper fingers with their rosy-tmted aud almond-

shaped nails. " First there was Lord Everton : but

though he was very liberal and behaved very well

indeed, I was obliged to turn him off; for he was so

made up with falsities and artificialities—I mean in

respect to his toilet—that he was absolutely repul-

sive to me. Then there was the Eev. Mr. Tarleton,

—the fashionable preacher, you know, and whose

opinions are so strongly evangelical. He was all

very well, though he had not near eo much money
to bestow upon me as Lord Everton : but he would

insist that I should go to his church twice every

Sunday. He said that he could preacJi so much
better when he saw me in my pew : he felt that he

was preaching for some one whose admiration ho

most of all loved to secure. He cared nothing about

his wife, who is really a very handsome woman,
being present in her pew : that, he said, was by no

means the same thing. Well, I wont for five or six

Sundays : but I soon got fhed of it—and because I

flatly refused to go again, we quarrelled and parted.

Tlion circumstances throw me under the protection

of Patrick O'Flanaghan, the Member for Blarney-

ville; and as he drove a dashing four-in-hand, kept

plenty of servants, and lived at a first-rate hotel, I

tliought him a groat catch. Now, to tell you the

truth, my dear Harold, I was shamefully deceived

by that man. He drank up every drop of wine and

spirits that I had in my cellar—borrowed every

farthing of money I had saved up—and even made
mo ploilge my jewels to provide him with fresh
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fuads. He was always expecting immense remit-

tances from his Irish estates—but they never came.

He was however such an agreeable follow—so gay,

so good-humoured, so full of ftin, so sprightly and

clover, that I was quite smitten with him. It was

a sort of infatuation—so that I believed all he told

me. He used to get me to write out his speeches to

his dictation; and then he would learn them by

6eart, and go down to the House of Commons and

surprise them all with what seemed to b** a genuine

outburst of extemporaneous eloquence of the high-

est order, l^ut on one occasion he made a very fatal

mishap. Two distinct questions were coming on

for discussion on the same night, and on both

of which he intended to speak. For I afterwards

found that he had been put in for Blarney-

ville by the Marquis of Donkeyderry, the patron

of the borough; and so he was compelled to

speak, and vote, and act, precisely in obedience

to his lordship's directions. Well then, he had
these two distinct subjects to speak upon for the

sarre evening. One was the Irish Fisheries; and
the other was the case of the Rajah of Rumand-
brandypoore. So you may see that they were in-

deed very discrepant. Well, my friend Patrick

O'Flanaghan dictated two brilliant speeches, which

I wrote down for him very carefully ; and he learnt

them by heart. He then primad himsuH" with a

couple of bottles of champagne, and went down to

the House. But there, it appears, he took some
ten or a dozen glasses of whiskey-toddy at Bel-

lamy's : so that when the debates came on he dicl

not precisely know whether he stood on his head or

his heels. The first question was the Irish Fisboriea

—when up jumped O'Flanaghan and began vomit-

ing forth a perfect torrent of eloquence. But un-

fortiuiatcly it was the brilliant speech which related

to the R.ojah of Rumandbrandypoore. The House
was astonished—the Speaker sate aghast. On ho
went, rushing like a madman through the wildest

declamatiotts against the East India Company, and
drawing such a picture of the wrongs of the unfor-

[

tunate Rajah of Rumandbrandypoore that he grew
j

p(H-reclly furious with the excitomont of indignation
^

into which he lashed himself. There he was, far
,

away amidst the jungles of India—when ho ought
to have been with the shoals of herrings on the

Irish coast ! Of course this scene could not con-

tinue long: the House, recovering froui its conster-
,

nation, exploded in shouts of laughter —and poor

O'Flanaghan was at length made sensible of his

error. He fled from the House with precipitation,

ant next day accepted the Cliiltorn Hundreds. The
Marquis of JJunkoyderry then put his butler or his

head groom—I forget which, but it's all the same—
j

into the vacant borough of Blarneyvillo; and poor
O'FlanHglum was never hoard of any more. I have
been fcold that there is now a billiard-marker at

Bath or Chclteuham very much resembling' him

:

but I cannot answer for the truth of it."

Lord Harold Staunton laughed heartily at this

anecdote, and complimented Miss Emily on the
style in which she told it.

" Having thus lost my Irish lover," she con-
tinued, abandoning her hand to that of her com-
panion, " I accepted the protection ol a Judge ; and
he placed mo m very handsome apartments at the

West End. He waa compelled to bo exceedingly

oautioua in visiting mo, as ho was so well known.

He was very liberal, and indulged mo to the utmost

of his means : so that I speedily regained the

jewellery I had lost through the Member for

Blarneyville. It appears that my friend the Judge
was very fond of making pathetic speeches from the

bench when sentencing prisoners. On one occasion,

some time before I knew him, a case came before

him at the Old Bailey, in which a servant-girl was
accused of conniving with a young man to rob her

master's house. It transpired during the trial that

the servant-girl had become infatuated with the

young man—waa seduced by him—and secretly ad-

mitted him into the house at night to remain with

her. On one t* those occasions he robbed the pro-

mises, while the poor unsuspecting girl was fast

asleep. Her innocence, so far as any complicity in

the depredations was concerned, was most satis-

factorily proven ; while her lover was shown to bo
the guilty party. The Judge, in sentencing him and
discharging her, made a long and most pathetic

speech, showing the evils which arose from giving

way to sensual passions ; and he expatiated in such

terms upon tho dreadful etfects of loose principles

on the part of men and frailty on that of women,
that he drew tears from every one in the court. In
short, it was a perfect moral essay, and seemed to

prove that the learned Judge who could deliver such

sublime sentiments must himself be the most im-

maculate of men."
" But how docs this anecdote apply to any thirg

in connexion with yourself, my dear Emily," asked

Lord Harold ;
" since it happened long before you

knew your Judge ?"

" You shall hear. I had been under his lordship's

protection for about three months, when I happened
to discharge my housemaid and took another, tho

new-comer having an excellent character from lier

last place. But only conceive the s.'"ene which en-

sued, when my Judge, on arriving one evening to

sup with me, was instantaneously recognized by the

new housemaid, who was the verv same servant-

girl he had so pathetically lectured at the Old Bailey.

The consequence was the evaporation of tho learned

Judge from my lodgings ; and the next day ho

enclosed me a hundred-pound-note as a token of

adieu. I then passed under the protection of Mr.
Walter of the Opera, and thenco under that of Lord

Saxondalc. Such, my dear Harold, is a true and

faithful narrative of my proceedings during tho two

past years."
" And now tell mc, my dear Emily," said Staunton,

—"because I am really interested in you,—have

you managed to save any money dui-ing all this

tune?"
" I had saved a Kttle previous to my acquaintance

with O'Flanaghan : but he got it all out of me.

Since then I could save nothing until within the

last week or two; and now I am making a beginning

again. But you don't know how money slips awaj

with women in my positicm. When I look back and

think of what I might have saved, I wonder wln-ra

it has all gone, and why it has not been saved.

Sometimes I think what a fool I am to spend 8«

fust and so recklessly : but it is all in vain to make
good resolutions for tho future. Tho fact in, women
placed as I am can't save permanonlly. As 1 just

now said, I am saving at present; but I dare uay

.

that something will arise at no distant timetoswoop
away all these savings."
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••And tell lue, Emily, do none of the young ladies

connected with the Opera, and who are under the

protection of gentlemen, manage to save ?"

" Not one out of one hundred ever does," was the

reply. " The truth is, what they get at one time

from the doating foolishness of some of their ad-

mirers, they themselves lavish at another time in

their own infatuated folly upon penniless lovers.

But this strain of conversation is a mournful one

for me. I tell you whit it does, Harold—it makes

me think of the future : and that is something 1 do

not like to think of. I know that as long as I am
young, and handsome, and attractive, I shall be en-

abled to live in a handsome house, keep my carriage,

*nd be surrounded with every luxury : but when my
beauty begins to wane Ah I then it will be very

dill'erent! Now, this is the reflection which some-

times creeps in upon my mind, and saddens me
deeply—deeply. Yes, it steals in like a spectre at a

festival,—steals in, I say, even at those times when
I have everything to make me happy : it comes like

the gust of an ice-wind penetrating into the warm
and perfumed atinogphere of a brilliautly lighted

saloon. Do you comprehend me?"
" I do, Emily," responded Harold. " But surely

it is your fault that there should be a cause foi this

apprehension ? You have many opportunities of

saving while you are young and beautiful and

courted : why do you not avail yourself of them ?"

" Ah ! why—why—it is so easy to ask that ques-

tion why ! Ask the drunkard, when racked with

the headache after his night's debauch, why he

does not reform himself; and if he answer truly

he will say it is because he has not the moral cour-

age. Why, for instance, do you not reform your

liabits ? why are you extravagant, and wild, and
always in debt? Now you see I am speaking

plainly: but it is not to offend you—merely to

make your own conduct serve as an illustration

to account for mine. I have got into certain habits

of extravagance, and cannot get out of them. If I

have a whim it must be gratified, provided I have

tbe means ; and therefore I can scarcely hope ever

to save continuously and put by a store for the

future. I am saving now, as I have told you: but

if you, for instance, wanted money at this moment,

I would give you all my savings—because I like

you."
" You are a good girl, my dear Emily," re-

sponded Harold, bestowing upon her" another em-

brace. "But if I have been questioning you in

this way, it was not for the purpose of ascertain-

ing your means with a view of self-appropriating

them. I return you my thanks all the same."
" Well, the conversation has taken a turn to

make me rather dull," said Emily, starting up from

the sofa :
" let us go and walk in the garden. The

fresh air and the flowers will cheer and enliven us—
at least they will have this effect upon me. You
do not know how fond women in my position are of

gardens, and flowers, and the country. And there-

fore," she added with a smile, " it cannot be said

that our tastes are utterly perverted and depraved

along with our morals."

Thus speaking, with all her wonted mischievoua

archness and roguish gaiety, the h&tidsomc danseuse

led the way into the garden.

CHAPTEli XLVL

THB iANSACKINO OF THE WABDBOBB-BOOM.

While the preceding scene was taking place at

Evergreen Villa, all London was ringing with the

news of a frightful crime committed during the past

night in a barge mfx>red in that part of the canal

which intersects Agar Town. It appeared that at a

somewhat early hour that morning, a couple of

Excise-ofiicers, in consequence of certain informa-

tion received, had proceeded to pay a vbit U) that

barge ; but on descending the hatchway into the

little cabin, they were horrified on beholding that

spectacle which has been already described to the

reader. The bargeman lay on one side of the cabin,

with his head so frightfully beaten and smashed

and so covered with clotted blood, that it was

scarcely recognizable as that of a human being;

and a minuter search showed that the wretched

victim's nose had been bitten completely off and

was lying at a little distance. On the other side of

the cabin lay the bargeman's wite, who had evi-

dently been murdered by a stab in the breast ; and

as if nothing should be wanting to complete this

tragedy of horrors, the infant child had been smo-

thered in the blood which had poured from its un-

fortunate mother.

Such was tlie account which was now horrifying

all London: but from the flying rumours which

prevailed, it did not appear that suspicioQ attached

itself to any particular person or persons. The deed

seemed to be shrouded in a dark mystery. There

were all the evidences of a fearful struggle having

taken place in the cabin ; but the murderer or mur-

derers had left no trace that might afford a clue to

their discovery. Nevertheless, the most active

officers of the detective force were alreoily on the

alert to endeavour to find some circumstances that

should place them on the right scent.

Such was the narrative which young Lord Saxon-

dale heard from some tradesman whose shop he

entered to make a purchase in the vicinage ©f Park

Lane. Thence he proceeded home, and straightway

ascended to the drawing-room where his mother

usually sat. Her ladyship was there, apparently

engaged with a book, bat in reality thinking over

the various grave and serious subjects which agitated

in her mind. She was just in one of those humours
when the presence of Edmund was intolerable to

her—for what reason she herself best knew. She

did not therefore say anything to encourage him to

remain in the room ; and he accordingly resolved to

avail himself of this opportunity to pursue the

search for which purpose he had come. Having
ascertained that his sisters were in their own apart-

ment—and thus finding the coast to be clear—he

ascended to his mother's private chambers.

An exquisitely furnished boudoir opened into the

sleeping apartment; and beyond this was the

wardrobe-room whore her ladyship's dresses and

articles of apparel were kept. If any of the maid-

servants had been in the rooms at the time. Lord

Saxondale was prepared with some excuse: but as

he found no one there, the necessity did not arise

for displaying liis ingenuity in that respect. It

naturally struck him that if his mother had such

good reasons as ho supposed hor to have, fur put
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it was euro to be under lock and key. He did not

therefore take much trouble in investigating those

wardrobes which were unlocked, but bestowed his

attention upon the cupboards and closets that were
closed. His hope had been that one of his own keys

would fit these locks ; but in this he was disappointed

—and he therefore saw the necessity of obtaining

poescesion of hie mother's keys by some means or

another. Issuing forth from her chambers again,

he sauntered leisurely down the stairs, revolving in

his mind three or four projects for obtaining pos-

nession of the keys. He likewise thought of r(>pair-

ing to a locksmith and purchasing a quantity of

keys : but this latter plan he abandoned in con-

sequence of the strange suspicion it was so well

calculated to excite—or at all events he decided

upon only having recourse to it in case ot^her moans
sboBld fail.

KO 28.

—

TViHIi SKUIBd.

He returned to the roam where Ler ladyahip

was seated ; and on observing him re-enter she

could not control a gesture of impatience and a look

of annoyance.

"You appear a little out of sorts, my dear

mother," he observed, with a subdued irony of ac-

cent : for he had not failed to notice that his pre-

sence was not altogether agreeable.
" It is 80 unusual a thing for you to seek my

company now," replied Lady Saxondalo coldly,

" that I cannot help thinking you must have some
ulterior object in view."

" I only came to have a little chat, my lady,

mother," answered Edmund : and the glance which

he threw around, settled upon a bunch of keyt

lying on the table at which her ladyship was soatod.

" Have you hoard the account of the lji)rrid mur-

der which has been committud in a barge oa 8gm«
canal f"
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"I have not seen the newspaper yet," returned

Lady Snxoadale.
" I dou't think it is in the newspaper—in fact it

ran't be ; for it was only discovered this morning:"

—and Edmund then proceeded to retail such par-

ticulars as he had learut at the tradesman's shop.

Lady Saxoudale made some remark upon the

horrible nature of the case, and then appeared to

bestow all her attention upon her book.
" There will be a hanging-afiair for that, I dare

Bay," resumed Edmund with a negligent yawn.
" For although there seems as yet to be no clue to

the murderers, I have no doubt they will be found

out in the long run : because it isn't often that a

murder does go undiscovered. Now, isn't that

curious though? but it's really the case when I

come to think of it."

Lady Saxondale raised hei- eyes, and looked at her

son, as he thought, in a somewhat peculiar manner :

but the next instant he supposed it could only be

fancy on his part—and iiideed her eyes were al-

most immediately bent down upon the book again.

" When is old Mabel to be buried ?" he inquired

after a pause.
" Why do you ask ?" said Lady Saxondale quickly

" Oh ! only out of curiosity. I suppose by way of

saying something—for you don't appear to be very

much inclined for conversation."

" I am sorry to say that your conversation is sel-

dom of a very entertaining or edifying character."

"Tliank you, my dear mother, for tlie compli-

ment. The ladies don't think so generally : for I

know I am a precious great favourite amongst

them."
" With what^class of lathes P" asked Lady Saxon-

dale, her lips curling with a contempt she made no
endeavour to conreal.

Edmund was about to give some impertinent re-

ply, when a footman entered the apartment to an-

nounce that Lord Pcterslield and Mr. Marlnw had

just arrived, and had been shown into the Green

Drawing-room.

"Whew!" was the prolonged sound which Lord

Saxondale sent out from his lips at thismtelligence :

then, as the footman retired, he said, " There's not

much difficulty in guessing wjiat that old fogy and

that bustling pettifogger have come here for."

"How dare you speak thus of your guardians?"

exclaimed her ladyship. " You ought to treat them
with respect."

"Oh, yes! fine respect indeed, when they are

plotting all kinds of thines ftirainst me. But perhaps

However we shall ste.-"^—and he stopped short

abruptly.

Lady Saxondale looked very hard at him, evi-

dently to fathom his meaning, which had a sort of

mysterious self-suliiciency and assurance in it that

for the moment somewhat troubled her : then turn-

ing away with a look of disdain, as if she would not

condescend to bandy any more words \%-ith one

whom sbe certainly detested, she swept majestically

out of the room.

But the keys? there they were—left upon the

table! Her ladyship had forgotten tJiem, or else

bftd not dreamt of the necessity of taking them
with hor.

" Egad ! it was higli time that I should discover

my mother's secrets," muttered Saxondale to him-

•elf as lie triuni pliant iy laid hold of the keys.

" Petersfield and Marlow here—eh ? They nadonbl
think that they will dispose of me just as they

choose : but perhaps they will find the difference

However, I niust not delay."

Thus speaking, he hastened from the apartment-
rushed up the stairs—and re-entered his mother'i

private chambers. The keys, of which be had pos-

sessed himself, opened the locks that had previously

resisted his endeavours. He examined wardrobe,

cupboard, closet, and drawers—he scrutinized the
' various costumes and packages contained therein

:

but no Spanish dress could he discover. His in-

\

vestigation had lasted at least half-an-hour, and he

I

was about to retreat from the chambers, when he
' oljserved a trunk standing in the window-recess
' of the wardrobe-room. He was some minutes be-

fore he could find the right key to open this trunk ;

j

but ait kjDgth he succeeded—and lifting the lid,

j

observed that it contained the more costly articles

of the family plate which were not in general use,

but were only brought out on grand occasions. He
removed some of the articles, and at length caught

sight of the object of his search at the bottom of

the trunk. With an ejaculation of joy he drew
forth the dress, unrolled it, and became convinced

beyond tlie possibility of doubt that it was the same

oue which he had seen wM"n by the lady who had

jomed Lord Harold Staunton at the masquerade.

He was now all in a flutter of trepidation and

exciten>eQt lest Lady Saxondale or any of the maid-

servants should appear to interrupt his proceedings

;

and it was with no very great care that he replaced

iu the trunk the massive silver articles which he had

removed. This being done he locked the trunk

again ; and folding up the dress into as small a

compass as possible, wrapped it in liis handkerchief,

and flew away with it to his own room. There ho

leit it for a moment ; and descending to the apart-

ment wlu'neo he had taken the keys, deposited them
on the table wliere he had found them. He then

sped biwk to his own diamher, and enveloping the

ck-ess in a large sheet of paper, fastened it witix a

string. Summoning his valet, he ordered the do-

mestic to follow him with the parcel ; aijd issuing

from the house, proceeded to the nearest cab-stand,

where ho cutereil a vehicle—took charge of the

packet—and sent his servant back home.

It was about four o'clock in the afternoon when
Lord Saxondale returned to Evergreen Villa; and

the moment Lord Harold Staunton and Emily

Archer beheld him rush up the front garden with

the parcel in his hand, they knew full well that his

mission had been a successful oue. The envelope

was torn off—the dress was I'cvealed—ajid Staunton

at once pronounced it to be that which was worn by
his masked companion at the D uke of Harcourt's balL

"Now we have the proof!" exclaimed Saxondale,

as proud and rojoiecd as if he had accomplished jue

of the noblest and btist of deeds. " You will keep

your promise, Harold, and tell us all that remains

to be revealed in respect to my lady-mother. For

it now becomes more imperative than ever that I

should have the means for defying her. ^Vould you
believe it ? when I left Saxondale House she was in

deep consultation with that prosy hum-drum Petert-

field, and that talkative busy-body Marlow—*U

tluee of them no doubt laying their heads together

to dispose of mo just as it suits their good wiU and

pleasure."
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" I will keep my word and tell you everything,"

replied Lord Harold

He accordingly narrated to his astonished listeners

the whole of his adventures with Lady Saxondale,

in respect to the scene at the masquerade—the in-

Btruclions she had given him relative to Deveril

—

the reason he had therefore sought a duel with the

young artist—and the manner in which he was
treated by Lady Saxondale when he called upon her,

as already described. Astonished indeed were those

listeners ; for they were little prepared to hear that

the circumstance of the duel was in any way mixed

up with the incidents of the masquerade at Har-
court House.

" It is not perhaps a very pleasant tale for a son

to hear of his own mother," added Lord Harold

Staunton ;
" and I take heaven to witness that you

never would have heard it, Edmund, if I had been

treated otherwise by her ladyship. But after all the

indignity I experienced at her hands, you can

scarcely wonder if I sought to be revenged. My
vengeance is now consummated : I desire no more.

I have made you acquainted, Edmund, with your

mother's crime—for a crime assuredly it is that she

committed, in thus seeking the death of young Wil-

liam Deveril. She is now in your power! You may
control her and coerce her at will: she can no '

longer demy her identity with the heroine of the

masquerade. You need not fear therefore the plots

and schemings which her ladyship may have con- '

cocted with Lord Petersfield and Mr. Marlow. But
'

tell me—will there be any loss of friendship between
you and me in consequence of all that I've now ex-

plained to you ?"

" Loss of friendship, my dear Harold !" cried Ed- !

mund, astonished at the question. " How is it pos-

sible you could think of such a thing? You
had a perfect right to fall in love with my mother if

you chose ; and I am only sorry she has used you
so scurvily. As for seeking to be revenged on her

by putting her in my power, the effect is to do me
{

the greatest possible service: and therefore so far

from entertaining any ill feeling towards you, I con-

sider myself immensely your debtor. We will pass :

a jovial evening: Emily does not go to the Opera
j

to-ni;iht, and we will draw a few cliainpagne-corks

before we go to bed. To-morrow I will pay another

visit to my lady-mother—see what she may have to

say—and then if she holds out any more threats

about sending me abroad, or compelling me to live

at the castle in Lincolnshire, I will let her see that
j

I am not to be trifled with."

We need not linger over this scene, which in

many respects is a painful one to describe. Let us

hasten to observe that Miss Eiuily Archer, Lord
i

Saxondale, and Lord Harold Staunton sat down to

u delicious banquet at about six o'clock, and re-
'

mained at table until a late hour. On the fullowing
'

day Lord Harold learnt by a paragraph in the news-
j

paper that Mr. Deveril was now altogether out of
danger; and he therefore no longer feared to return

to his lodgings iu Jermyn Street. He badu- farewell

to Miss Archer, with whom he exchanged significant

looks as he thanked her for all the marks of kind-

oess and hospitality she had bestowed upon him at

Evergreen Villa; and then ho accompanied Lord
Saxondale to the West End.

|

" I should like to ku(jw as soon as possible what
Hkes place between yourself and your mother," he

' said, when they reacned the point where they were
to separate.

"Let us dine together this evening," answered
Saxondale. " I dare say I shall have something t»

tell you. Emily goes to the Opera to-night—and
' so I am well disposed to amuse myself."

\

The two young noblemen accordingly settled an
appointment, and then parted—the one returning
to his lodgings in Jermyn Street, the other beudino'

his way to Saxondale House.
It was a little past noon when Edmund again

crossed the threshold of the stately mansion; and
he was at once informed by the hall-porter that her
ladyship had ordered that when he came in he was
to be told she wished to see him on very important
business. This was exactly what he wanted: ho
was desirous of bringing matters to an issue, and
literally panted for an opportunity to display his

power over his mother. Accordingly, without loss

of time he hurried up to the apartmeitt where sh»
was seated. He found her alone, as on the previous
day; and he saw by the cold hauteur of her looks

that there was a sternly settled purpose in her mind.
"Edmund," she said, "have the goodness to sit

down and let us see if we can talk quietly and
peaceably together for a few minutes."

" Well, my dear lady-mother," he answered witli

his usual flippancy of style, as he threw lumseit
with a languid air in a half-reclining poiitiou upon
a sofa, " you can talk away as much as ever you
like, and I will listen. You needn't be afraid of
fatiguing me; because it suits my purpose very well

to lie here for the next half-hour."

" Even at the commencement you put on this in-

sufferable coicombry," resumed her ladyship. -'Do
you really think, Edmund, that it is beco.ning, or
calculated to inspire respect ? Bolieve me, you only
render yourself ridiculous. But it was not on this

Bubji'ct that I wished to speak. Are you attend-

ing ?"

" With the same respect and earnestness as if it

was to the fag-end of a tliree hours' sermon and vou
was the preacher. But you mustn't think I wasn't

attending because I had my eyes shut: 1 cm always
hear best like that."

" Now, Edmund," exclaimed Lady Saxondale,

her cheeks flushing with anger, " I began by speak-

ing kindly to y»u, and you auswi-r me in this im-

pertinent stylo. You appear to think that there is

something very fine in defying me: but depend
upon it that you will discover your mistake. Now
tell me, once for all, shall we converse as if wo were
on good terms with each other, or will you have mo
explain what I have to say in the form of commands
which are to be enforced ?"

" Let it bo wiiichcvcr way you choose," answered
Edmund, with a prolonged yawn. " I dare say it

will be all the same in the long run."
" If you tr(;at the matter thu-;, I will without

farther preface tell you what has hccu resolved upou
by your guardians and asseuted to by myself:"

—

and as Lady Saxondale thus spoke, she drew herself

up with a hiuighly stateliness. " The post of At-

tache to the Embassy at Berlin has been placed at

your disposal ; and it has been accepted on your Iw-

half by Lord Petersfield "

"How exceedingly kind!" int«rjected Edmund,
laughing ia a subdued uiauner with his crockeJ
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" In three days you will set out," continued Lady

Saxondale, not appearing to pay tho slightest heed

either to his observation or his laugh, " to under-

take the duties of this honourable post which you

are to fill. To-morrow her Most Gracious Majesty

holds a levee, on which occasion it is the desire of

myself and your guardians that you be presented to

kiss the royal hands."

"The royal fiddlesticks," observed Edmund, with

another laugh.
" To kiss the royal hands, I repeat," continued

Lady Saxondale, accentuating her words, "on re-

ceiving this appointment. The Foreign Secretary

has kindly undertaken to present you. You will

therefore lose no time in making all requisite ar-

rangements for your presentation, and also for your

departure. It is proposed by your guardians that

two hundred pounds a month shall be paid you by

a banker at Berlin to meet your current expenses :

for of course you will proceed thither and also dwell

there in a style becoming your rank. These arc

tho communications that I have to make; and I

will add, Edmund, that I do most sincerely hope

you will enter with a good spirit upon tue coui-se

thus marked out."

" An.i what if I refuse to comply with these auto-

cratic ukases which your ladyship has been issu-

ing ?"

"I regret that you should compel me to enter

iato any explanation with regard to the alterna-

tives : but if it must be so, they shall be described

concisely, though firmly. Now listen :"—then after

a minute's pause which her ladyship made to give

Bolcmiiii.y to the proceeding, she said, " If you re-

fuse to yield obedience to the wishes of your guar-

dians and myself, it is the settled resolve of Lord

Petersfield and Mr, Marlow to exert all the powers

with which the law invests them; and those per-

haps will be found to be greater and stronger than

you have an idea of. In the first place it will be by

a royal command that you are enjoined to proceed

to Berlin in the capacity already named ; and dis-

obedience to the Queen's mandate may be followed

by unpleasant consequences. In the second place,

it is resolved by Lord Petersfield and Mr. Marlow

that not another shilling shall bo paid to you in the

shape of allowance till you come of age, save and

except under the conditions already laid down ; and

if you attempt to raise any money from usurers, ad-

vertisements will be inserted in the journals cau-

tioning all such pei-sons to beware how they deal

with a minor."

"Has my dear lady-mother anything more to

Bay?" asked Edmund, with an air of twiichalant

indifference.

" Nothing, sir," was Lady Saxondale's response

:

and she rose from her scat as if to quit the room.

" But I have something more to say—and a good

deal too," at once rejoined Edmund. " In the first

place, it is not my intention to quit England at all

;

ana cnererore you had better get Lord Petersfield

»Q unao as quicKly as he can all that he may have

done in respect to this embassy-business. Secondly,

you will have the kindness to send for Marlow and

Malton, and tell them that if they dare attempt

any coercive measures with me, they shall be made

to suffer for it. Thirdly, so far from stopping my
allowance, you will at once get it doubled ; and it

will not then be necessary to put any advertisements

into the newspapers, because I shall not require the

assistance of usurers. Fourthly, you would do aa

well to have my debts paid at once, so as to pre-

vent the annoyance o( duns coming to the house "

Lady Saxondale remained standing in the middle

of the room while her son thus spoke ; and a visible

trouble came upon her—for she now saw by his

manner that he did not feel himself so completely

at her mercy as she wished him to be. Perhaps

he had fathomed one of the many secrets which

agitated in her bosom? But if so, which was it?

Knowing how intimate he was with Lord Harold

Staunton, it naturally occurred to her that the

affair of the masquerade and the circumstances of

the duel had been revealed to him.
" And pray, sir," she said, conquering the out-

ward a[)pearance of her emotions, " by whose ad-

vice are you acting, or upon what pillar are you
supporting yourself, when thus coolly defying your

mother—your guardians—even your Sovereign e"

" If you must know," returned Edmund, "it may
be as well to put you out of all suspense at once.

You need not think, my dear lady-mother, that all

your tricks have escaped my knowledge. I will

mention a name that perhaps may be suificient to

show you what I do know, and convince you of tho

prudence of leaving off your tyrannical conduct to-

wards me."

"And that name, sir?" asked Lady Saxondale,

nerving herself to hear it without agitation : for

she full well divined what name he was about to

speak.

Edmund looked with insolent hardihood in her

face; and with a still more impudent kind of leer,

he said boldly, " Lord Harold Staunton."

"Ah, I understand you!" cried Lady Saxondale,

assuming a look of sovereign contempt blended with

haughty indignation. "Tbat unhappy young man
has hatl his wits turned by the duel

"

"A duel which my dear lady-mother was th«

secret means of provoking."

"You dare not repeat so base a calumny, vile

boy !" exclaimed her ladyship, for one moment be-

coming livid with rage, and then turning the colour

of a peony.

"Calumny indeed?" echoed Saxondale: "it ia

the truth—and I can prove it."

" You prove it ?" cried her ladyship : and her

splendid dark eyes wore rivetted with scrutinizing

inteutness upon her son.

"Yes: prove it,—prove that you were the lady

that I myself saw in the Spanish dress at the

masquerade—prove that you wrote the letter making
the appointment with Harold there—prove like-

wise that tlie name of William Deveril in another

letter, or rather in a mere envelope, was penned by

the same hand that wroto the first epistle! All

these things can I prove as easy
"

"Edmund, is it possible that you believe the

calumnies uttered by a worthless young man like

Staunton, in preference to the solemn assurances of

your mother ':"'

" Ah ! but what about the dress ?" cried Ed-

mund, his countenance becoming wickedly malig-

nant.
" Tho dress P" echoed her ladyship i and for aa

iustiuit a suspicion of tho truth flashed to her mind:

but the next moment banishing it as untenable,

she said coldly, " I do not cojiprehcnd yoit"
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" Then you Tery soon suall," rejoined Edmund: while. The best thing is for us to settle the matter

"and not to mince matters any longer, you must quietly. You get Petcrsficld to have the appoint-

know that I ferretted out the beautiful Spanish ment cancelled : tell Marlow and Malton you are

dress from the great plate chest in your ward- highly delighted with me—that I have promised to

robe room "
I
reform—and that you believe me—or anything else

" Infamous boy ! reptile that I have cherished to you like to invent : only let me be left alone, with

sting me !" cried Lady Saxondale. " If you have plenty of money, my -lebts paid, and no more bother

perpetrated this atrocity, I will be avenged—I will or nonsense such as wo have been having lately,

have a terrible vengeance a vengeance of which On these conditions I keep your secret."

you little dream But tell me, tell me quick,"

she said, now speaking with hysterical impetuosity,
" have you told Lord Harold "

" Told him ? to be sure I have !" answered Ed-
mund flippantly. " Why, it was at his instigation

that I searched for it, while you were busied yes-

terday with old Petersfteld and the lawyer."

"Then, Edmund, do you know what you have

done?" asked Lady Saxondale, in a deep voice and
with an ineffable look :

" you have placed your

" And if I refuse ?" said Lady Saxondale.
" Then I must declare open war. First I shall

tell Juliana and Constance vfhat a charming example
of a mother they have got

"

"Enough, enough!" ejaculated the unhappy
woman :

" it is indeed too much ! Edmund, you
have placed me in the humiliating condition of

being compelled to accede to your terms. Go then

—everything you wish shall be done. But beware

how you drag me down still farther into the depths

mother's virtue in the power of an unprincipled of disgrace' Stop—one word more ere you depart,

young man—you have abandoned me to the will If to the ears of your sisters you breathe a syllable

and pleasure of Harold Staunton." i of all this, I swear that But no matter : things
" Then why did you put yourself into such a must take their course."

position?" cried Saxondale, utterly unmoved by the > With these words Lady Saxondale hurried from
sudden discomfiture which he had thus produced on the room ; and soon afterwards Edmund sallied

the part of her ladyship. " Don't you see, mother, forth to make some purchases (upon credit) for

it's all very easy to take me to task for being wild_

and gay, and thoughtless, and extravagant : but you
do not appear to be over-circumspect yourself. You
want to get me sent from the country to keep me
out of mischief: but I think that you ought to take

yourself out of the reach of mischief at the same
time. However, I tell you very candidly I do not

want to have any words : let us come to an under-

standing. You must do what I want, and I will

keep your secret. You have nothing to fear from
Harold. He says that he is sufficiently avenged for

j

Emily Archer, ere he kept his appointment to post

the evening with Lord Harold SUiunton.

CHAPTER XLVIL

A STAETLING DI8C0VEET.—THE rORTBAIT,

Lady SaxowdaIiB retired to h^r own private Apart-

ments in a state of mind all the tortures and goad-
ing anguish of which ean be more easily imagined

any slight you have put upon him, by betraying you
!

than described : and going straight to the plate-

to your own son; so the thing can be hushed up ' chest, she indeed discovered that the Spanish dress,

quiet enough—and all I want is for you to fulfil the I which she had hidden with so much care, had dis-

conditions I laid down just now." appeared. She sat down in the middle of the
Lady Saxondale stood gazing speeclilessly upon

j

wardrobe-room ; and the scalding tears trickled

the young man as he thus addressed her; and by
j

down her cheeks. It must have been a terrible

the varying expression of her countenance it was condition of feelings which could make that proud
evident that a flight of strange, conflicting, and

j

woman weep : for even to herself, or in the soli-

painful thoughts swept through her brain. She tudo of her own chamber, was she ever loath to give

longed to say something and do something—but !
way to what she considered the weakness of her

which she dared not either say or do. She looked sex. Not long however did she remain thus over-

as if she had it in her power to strike a terrible powered by the strength of hor emotions ; but

blow—but that she felt she herself would be crushed wiping away the tears, she passed into her boudoir

by the rebound. Therefore her ideas of loftiest ^^'^ there penned the following letter to her son's

vengeance sank down into a feeling of bitterest hate, :

senior guardian :—
which was reflected in her looks as she stiU kept .. jj ^^^ j^^^ P.fr.fleld.
thorn fixed upon her son.

|

..j ^^ve just had .n ioterview with Edmund of so
You have done all thw, she said, in the same highly » aatiafaotory n^are.that it is with feelings of th«

low deep voice as before; "and you did not take sineerest joy I am easblad to oommuaiotta ihe oiroam-

into account all that you owe me ? You had no gra- stance to yoa I explained to him the intecitions whioh

titude—no love—no respect : you have dragged your ^°^ ""^ *'''• Mario ^r h»d formed oonoerniog him ; where-

mother through tho mire of disgrace, and shame,
"Ponh' *»»"» himself at my feet, ackno^l.dg.d that be

J J. , , ji 1
had been wild, undntiful, and eiiravaaant—but beaoucht

and dishonour: you have exposed her to an unnnu- .^^ implorea not oal, my for.i.enl. but that of hi,
cipled young man, for whose keeping the sem-et ga„di«n?. The ide* of being .op irated from me and hU
there is no possible guarantee. All this have you sisters for a lengthen-d period, by being oompelled to

done; and even now your heart is not toucliied— aooept this post at berlin. atHiated him profoaadly. Hs
your soul is not smitten. Edmund, if I told you declared that when tr»»elling on the Oontiiient for only a

that I hate you, you would deserve it—and I do not '
^"^ months, some time ago. his thoughts wer« inoessanHy

know that I should be telling an untruth." I
"""^ °P°° ,'""°" ' ""*,.'»• "'• "^' ^oweret great hU

„x- I- 1 X II X .. , laalts may have been, this exile into wniob It u propo'ed"lou are uncommon candid, at al events," he .„ .„ a »._ n ». r » u . ,
,. , .^1 ., , , . i„. „T ,,

to send him will be far to severe • ohastisoment. In
replied, with tho utmost mdinerencc. I could ro- ,hort, he faithfully promi-es a thorough and complete
tort a great deal; but perhaps it ia not worth |»mendment, if hU gu*rdJaiis and myself wiU accord hi»
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cnr pardon and give him another trial. He frankly

•TOwed that he had contracted several debts, but with

the best feeling of honour besought that they might be

paid at once, so as to rescue him from the fangs of

usurers.
" Under all these circumstances, my dear Lord Peters-

fleld, I ventured to take it upon myself to promise full

and complete pardon ; and I am sure your lordship, in

the kindness of your heart, and your friendship towards

me, will sanction my proceeding. It will be easy for

your lordship to procure the cancelling of the appoint-

ment, which fortunately is not yet gazetted ; and as for

Edmund's debts, I will send Mr. Marlow a list of them
in the course of a few days, so that in the mean time you
will kindly sanction their payment : for of course what-

ever you and I agree upon, Marlow and Malton will as-

Bent to.

"You recollect, my dear Lord Petersfield, what I

hinted relative to Francis Paton : for I am fearful the

great personal beauty of this youth has made some little

impression upon Juliana's heart ; and therefore as yonr
lordship has testified an interest in the lad, I leave you
to deal with him as you think best. I therefore send

him with this note, and shall tell him to wait and see if

there be any answer ; so that your lordship may have him
into your presence and speak to him. At all events his

prompt removal from Saiondale House is most advis-

able; but as I yesterday hinted, this object should be ac-

complished in a way the least calculated to arouse

Juliana's spirit and make her adopt any rash step. It is

not however for me to dictate, nor scarcely even suggest

any particular course to a nobleman of your lordship's

profound wisdom and large experience.

" Believe me to remain, my dear Lord Petersfield,

" Your very faithful and obliged friend,

"HAKBIET SAXONDALE."

Having duly sealed tbis letter and addressed it to

the Eight Honourable Lord Petersfield, Portman
Square, Lady Saxondale descended to the drawing-

room and rang the bell. A footmau promptly

answered the summons ; and she bade him tell

Frank to come to her immediately. The footman

quitted the room ; but full ten minutes elapsed

without his re-appearance—so that Lady Saxon-

dale, growing impatient, rang the bell violently

once more. The footman now returned, apolo-

gizing for the delay, but assuring her ladyship that

he had searched everywhere throughout the man-
eion for the young page, but without being able to

find Kim; and yet it was certain that he had not

gone out, for the two hats which he had in wear

were hanging in their accustomed places.

" But he must have gone out, if you cannot find

him in the house," said Lady Sasoudale. " The
moment he returns, let him be- ordered to come
to me."

Again the footman retired ; and so soon as she was
alone. Lady Saxondale felt a strange suspicion arise

in her mind. Her countenance became pale as

death ; and starting from her seat, she proceeded at

once to the apartment where her daughters were in

the habit of sitting together, as stated on a former

occasion. There she found Constance alone;—and
in a casual manner, w ithout appearing to have any

particular object in view, she asked whore Juhana
was. Constance rej)lied that her sister had a very

bad headache, and had gone to lie dowTi. Lady
Saxondale bit her Up almost till the blood came:
for the dire suspicion which had already entered her

mind, was now strengthened. Leaving the apart-

ment whore Constance was apparently employed in

reading a book, but between the leaves of which she

had thrust a letter from the Mai-quis of Villebelle

the instant her mother had entered the room—Lady
Saxondale ascended to the storey where her daugh-
ter's bed-chambers were situated. She tried the
door of Juliana's room, but found it locked ; and
then Juliana's voice from inside asked who was
there.

" It is I," responded Lady Saxondale, adopting

her usual tone. " Constance tells me that you are

unwell "

" I shall be better presently, my dear mother,"

answered Juliana from within.

Lady Saxondale thereupon quitted the immediate
vicinage of the door ; but instead of descending from
that storey at once, she went and concealed herself

in another room—and there, keeping the door ajar,

watched her elder daughter's chamber. In a few
minutes she saw Juliana come forth—cast a hurried

look up and down the passage—and then retreat

into her room again. TLe next instant Francis

Paton issued thence and sped dowu stairs.

Lady Saxondale's suspicion was now thoroughly

confirmed. But, oh! to what a harrowing pitch

were her feelings wrought up as she thus received

the unmistakable proof of her elder daughter's

shame. For a few moments she stood rivetted to

the spot—petrified—statue-like: then in obedience

to a sudden impulse, she proceeded to Juliana's

chamber. The door was not locked now : she

entered—and her daughter, who was in a volup-

tuous deskabillee, at once tm-ned pale and became
troubled as she saw by her mother's look that every-

thing was at least suspected, if not actually dis-

covered. But this look of uneasiness was only

momentary, and was succeeded by one of mingled

indifference and hardihood, as she turned aside to-

wards the mii-ror and began fastening up the luxu-

riant masses of her glossy raven hair.

"Juliana," said Lady Saxondale, suddenly clutch-

ing her daughter violently by the ai-m, " you are lost

—you are undone—unhappy ghl that you are!"

Again for an instant did that look of trouble and
shame appear upon Juliana's countenance at thus

acquiring the certainty that everything was known

:

but it was succeeded by an expression of even bolder

effrontery, as she said, " Tlie less, mother, that we
interfere with each other the better."

" Ah ! are you all going to hurl defiance at me ?"

muttered the wretched Lady Saxondale, as she

thought to herself that Juliaua also was acquainted

with some secret which emboldened her to adopt this

mien and manner of defiance : and rehnquishing

her hold upon the young lady's arm, she staggered

back against the wall of the chamber with a feeling

so dread and so inexplicable that she knew not

whether she was about to faint or shriek forth in

hysterical fi'enzy.

Juliana went on arranging her magnificent raven

hair before the mirror : but still her hands trembled

—there was a varying Hush upon the delicate olive

of her complexion, a certain restless flashing of the

eyes, and a troubled heaving of the superb bust

which the morning wrapper letY more than half re-

vealed. For although determined to put the boldest

countenance upon her amour with the voimg page,

and to hurl all requisite defiance at her mother in as-

serting her own independence, yet she still was not

80 comjiletely depraved as to be enabled to rontem-
template without emotion the detection of her
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"Juliana," said Lady Saxondale, speedily recover-

ing her presence of mind—K)r rather, we should say,

ta unnatural degree of composure,—"tell me, I

conjure you—tell me, unhappy gii'l—am I to sup-

pose the worst—the very worst ?"

" You are to suppose, pother, exactly as much
as you happen to know," was the coldly insolent

reply given by her daughter. " I presume you have

been watching my chamber ; and therefore it is use-

less to deny anything, even did I consider it worth

while to condescend to a denial."

" Oh ! this is enough to di-ive me mad !" exclaimed

Lady Saxondale, again losing all power of self-

command and wringing her hands in mingled rage

and anguish. " Good heavens ! an intrigue with

a menial
"

'" And why not I with a menial, as you con-

temptuously denominate him, as well as yourself

with an artist ?"—and as Juliana thus spoke, she

bent a look of the haughtiest defiance upon her

mother.
" Ah ! I understand," muttered Lady Saxondale,

with white and quivering lips. " I have been be-

trayed :"—and she alluded to Edmund, thinking

that he had told his sisters everything which she had

so positively enjoined him to keep secret.

" For your satisfaction and peace of mind in one

respect," said Juliana, " I can faithfully promise

that no one has betrayed you ; but I and Constance

happened to overhear every word which took place

the Other day between yourself and Mr. Gunthorpe.

And therefore I repeat, if a lady of quality can con-

descend to offer herself as the paramour of an artist,

whose humble calling she afl'ects to despise, there

can be no harm in her daughter taking a leaf out

of the same book."
" Juliana," exclaimed Lady Saxondale, stamping

her foot upon the floor, " that I am as pure and
immaculate in respect to that young man to whom
you have alluded "

" Yes, my dear mother ; but it is not your own
merit that you are so," responded Juliana, with a

contemptuous sneer. " You must not take to your-

self the credit of a virtue which you do not possess

:

for if you did not throw yourself into William

Deveril's arms, it was for the simple reason that

they were not open to receive you."

Lady Saxondale sank down upon a chair like one

annihilated. She felt all that was disgraceful, de-

moralizing, and unnatural in this scene on the part

of a mother and her daughter. Her veins appeared

to run with molten lead—her brain was on fire. It

was a subdued frenzy that she experienced—a frenzy

all the torture of which was concentrated within

and testified itself in no other external wildness

than the workings of her countenance. She
screamed not—she shrieked not—she did not dash
herself on the floor nor against the wall ; but yet

for a few minutes she felt as if she wore a prey to a
raging madness.

Juliana the while continued to dress her hair

;

but she also felt that it would be an infinite relief

when this scene was over, no matter how it should

tnd.

" Juliana—my child," said Lady Saxondale, at

length slowly rising from her scat, and approaching
her daughter with a look so dismal, so dreary, so

woe-begone that Juliana, who was not devoid of

•ome generous feeUngs, was suddenly smitten with

compassion for her unhappy parent,—"my child,

what has been done cannot be undone ; but in tha

name of God ! persevere not in a course which must
end in dishonour and disgrace. O heavena! I

tremble to think of the consequences !"

" Now, mother, listen," said JuUana. " I really

do not seek to wound your feelings unnecessarily : I

would not have uttered a word respecting you and
William Deveril, had it not been in self-defence—

that is to say, to ward ofi" the explosion of your
anger against myself. This course, you must under-

stand, was natural enough. To be frank, I love

this youth, all menial though he be, with a pas-

sionate devotion. I knew that I could not

marry him - even as you felt that you could not
marry the young artist; and I did as you would
have done "

"Enough! we must say no more upon the sub-

ject," interrupted Lady Saxondale, again recovering

her cold and unnatural state of composure. " It is

too shocking! But henceforth, Juliana, how can
we look each other in the face ?"

" We must dissemble, my dear mother," re-

sponded the young lady, with the assumed gaiety

of an effrontery that is combined with a readiness

I

of suggestion. " You cannot be altogether a stranger

to the necessity of dissimulation, nor inexperienced

in the art thereof, woman of the world as you are:

and for my part, I am old enough to manage for

myself. Let us go on very quietly, my dear mother,

I

—you pursuing your own course and acting accord-

ing to your own inclinations, but leaving me free to

do the same. Those are the terms upon which we
must henceforth live together."

j

Lady Saxondale was about to say more—perhaps
I

to entreat her daughter to renounce her intrigue

with the page and consent to his prompt removal

from the house ; but if so, a second thought must
have told her that Juliana possessed a spirit im-

I

patient of dictation, and that at all events at the

present moment she was in a mood to assert her in-

dependence with the boldest efirontery. Her lady-

ship accordingly held her peace ; and turning ab-

ruptly round, quitted the room.

There is no power of language to describe the

state of mind in which the unhappy mother found

j

herself now. And well might she be so ! All her

childi-en seemed not only inclined to rebel against

against her, but to use such rebellion as the means
of securing impunity for their own vicious courses.

Edmund had reduced her to submission and to his

own terms, that he might continue in a career of

profligacy and extravagance:—Juliana, boj'ond all

doubt fallen from the pedestal of virtue, had like-

wise used coercion to prevent interference with her

licentious amour:—and what hone had the mise-

rable mother that Constance would prove more
dutiful or more virtuous ? ' Perhaps oven she was

already fallen ?—for Lady Saxondale was not en-

tirely without her suspicions that her younger

daughter still sustained a correspondence with the

Marquis of VillebcUe. Lady Saxondale dared think

no more upon the subject : she endeavoured to

escape from thought as one would fling o(F the coils

of a hideous reptile, or flee from the spectres haunt-

ing one in a vision:—but the task was dillicult

indeed

!

After having passed a quarter of an hour in her

own chamber to compose her foclingi as well •• th*
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possibly could. Lady Saxondale recollected her letter i education—I think lam justified in pnvuming tb*l
.- X J T.,i._ .^.ij -J - .• 1

J- J x_ ,. yjj^ ^j.g jjigyer: but mind, I do not wish you to
answer in the afBrmative without having well CAosi*

dered the question whether you are clever or not.

I may however add that if sufficiently clever, I
think I can venture so far as to promise you
clerkship in a government office

"

At this moment the footman returned to the
room, to announce that the Duke of Harcourt had

to Lord Petersficld, and again descended to the

drawing-room. Almost immediately afterwards the

door opened, and Frank Paton made his appear-

ance. With the utmost difficulty could Lady Saxon-

dale prevent herself ordering IVom her presence the

youth who was the object of her daughter's love

and the cause of her shainc. But she saw the

necessity of proceeding cautiously in whatsoever she

might do; and she bade him take the letter to !
just called and desired an interview with his lord-

Lord Petersficld and wait for an answer. Frank ,

ship.

bowed and quitted the room: but he felt that while I The cautious diplomatist looked exceedingly grave,

standing before her ladyship, he had looked troubled and appeared to reflect whether it were possible that

and confused. And no wonder, when we consider
,

the Duke could have any sinister motive in view

:

that ho was in Juliana's own chamber at the time but at length coming to the conclusion that such a
her mother had knocked at the door. result was not to be apprehended, inasmuch as his

The young page issued from the house, and took
|

Grace was an ultra-Tory and therefore entertaining

the direction of Portman Square. As he went along
\

the same opinions as himself, he resolved to see the

he thought to himself that if he had an opportunity Duke at once. Bidding Francis Paton await his

of speaking to Lord Petersficld alone, he would return, Lord Petersficld issued slowly and gravely

again fling himself upon his knees in that noble- irom the room.

man's presence, and beseech him to give him some On thus finding himself alone, Frank listlessly

—

intelligence concerning that lady whom in his or we migiit say mechanically—began to turn over

earlier years he had thrice seen, who had caressed tbe leaves of one of the books which lay upon the

Lim so tenderly, and whom he so confidently be- table. The volume which he had thus happened to

lieved to be his mother. On reaching Portman I'ght upon, was of large folio size, handsomely bound.

Square, he found that Lord Petersficld was at home;
j

but with the binding very much faded and the leavei

and he waited ia the hall while a servant took the themselves the least thing dingy with the influence

letter to his lordship. In a few minutes the footman ,
of time. The front page showed that it had been

re-appeared, bidding Frank follow him. published in the year 1829, consequently about
" Then I am about to see this nob''?man," thought fifteen years back : it was entitled Beauties of the

the page to himself, " who 1 feel convinced knows Court, and consisted merely of a number of por-

more concerning me than he has ever chosen to traits of ladies, with no descriptive letter-press

admit. Surely that letter of which I was the bearer, ' whatsoever. In short, it was one of those luxuri-

could not regard myself ?"
I
ously got up pictorial works issued to fill the pub-

But the youth had no farther time for reflection ; Hshcr's pocket by gratifying the vanity of ladiea

for he now found himself upon the threshold of the in the aristocratic circles, and therefore only fitted

apartment where Lord Petersficld was seated. He to lie upon a drawing-room table.

entered—the door closed behind him—and he was
now alone with that nobleman.

"Francis Paton," said the cautious and solemn
diplomatist, "it may be that you arc somewhat
surprised at being asked into my presence ? I do

The young page's thoughts were far away from
this volume the leaves of which he was turn-

ing over: but still as Lord Petersficld continued

absent, he went on looking at plate after plate —and
as the engravings were most superbly executed and

not say that you are—and I do not wish you to formed specimens of the very highest style of tl**

reply without previous reflection. Take time " art, it was no wonder if Fraak, who possessed u
" My lord, I am not altogether surprised," re- refined taste notwithstanding his menial position,

•ponded the young page; " because I cannot divest proceeded with the inspection,

myself of the belief that your lordship is the de- He had turned over upwards of a dozen page*,

positor of some secret respecting myself and my and had contemplated the countenances of the moat

sister. And Oh ! if it be to tell me anything on i
beauteous peeresses and the loveliest daughters ot

that point
'

"You must not speak so rapidly," interrupted

Lord Petersficld, with oven a degree of sternness :

but almost immediately wearing a milder aspect, he
said, " Neither must you assume any such opinion

the aristocracy, when he suddenly lighted upon one

which caused him to start suddenly as if galvanized

with a powerful electric force, while an ejaculatioa

of mingled wonderment and joy burst from his lips.

Then, quick as lightning, did his eye glance to the

as that which vou have so rashly, so precipitately, ' foot of the plate to learn the name of her whose
and I may even say so unadvisedly put forward, well-known and beauteous feat uies were represented

Young man, I wish to know but do not answer there : but indescribable was his disappointment on
hurriedly—I never like taking people unawares

j

beholding naught save this inscription " A PoE-
I wish to know, I say, whether you are so well xkait."

contented with your present position that you would ' A portrait! yes indeed; and one which he had
be unwilling to change it ? But understand me not failed to recognise :—but a portrait of whom ?

thoroughly. I mean, suppose that I could procure Hurriedly did he turn over leaf afler leaf of that

you a better one. But let me explain what I mean book in the hope of discovering some dcscriptiva

by the word 6<!«er in this sense ; because there never letter-press: but there was none. He looked to

should be any mistake as to the real application of the index to see whether it should happen to mea*
terms. Better signifies ahem it signifies tiou the original of that portrait : but it did oot.

bctk'r : that is to say, bettor in point of standing The pang of disappointment was however mitigated

•nd better in point of salary You received a good by the pleasure of contemplating that tnuiscoad-
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ingly beauteous countenance, of which his memory
had since his boyhood retained so faithful an im-

press : for the I'cader will not have forgotten those

words which the young page had so feelingly

addressed to the Hon. Miss Juliana Farefield.

" Even," he had said, " if I had never seen that

l;4-ly but once—and even if it wore o?dy on the first

occasion when I was but six years old—her image

would have remained indelibly impressed upon my
mind. But recollect, Miss Farefickl, that on two

subsequent occasions did I behold that lady at about

a year's interval each time, and that on the last oc-

casion I was eight years old. At this age the mind
is callous and insensible to many things, but equally

Busceptible and sensitive in other things. Amidst
the Alpine forests there is a tree which if, when a

tender sapling, a name be engraved upon it, will, as

it grows with the progress of years, retain the in-

scription thus made ; and while increasing in bulk

and height, it still preserves the name mdented
npon its rind—and the larger it becomes, the deeper,

the wider, and the more palpable grows the inscrip-

tion also. So it is with certain images which are

engraven upon the youthful heart. The human
sapling grows up to man's estate, and time, in-

stead of obliterating the inscription, deepens it,

makes it spread over a wider space of the heart,

and allows it not to be efifaced."

But let us pause for a moment to describe this

portrait in the volume of illustrations on which

Frank Paton's eyes were so intently rivetted. The
lady had a countenance of a perfect oval shape,

with a forehead of noble height; and the beautiful

face was frainoil as it, were with a cloud of raven

tresses which showered upon her shoulders and upon
her back. A single white rose adorned that hair of

luxuriant magnificence. Her brows were darkly

pencilled, but j-et with delicacy—that is to say, not

with thickness : her eyes were dark, and seemed full

of lustre even in the print. The nose was nearly

straight, with a scarcely perceptible elevation in the

classic outline ; the mouth was small, the under lip

appearing slightly full, but not pouting and very

far from coarse. The expression of her countenance
was pleasing and affable, but mingled with the con-

scious dignity of rank—perhaps also of being the

cynosure of admiration. She was dressed in

evening costume, the low-bodied dress revealing

shoulders splendidly sloped and allowing a slight

glimpse of a fine bust. Her arms appeared to be
well rounded even to robustness, but perfectly sym-
metrical; and the portrait altogether gave the im-
pression of a fine h indsomely-made woman, the vo-

I'.iptuousncss of her shape being subdued into grace-

fulness and elegance. The engraving was surrounded
by a tasteful border of tendrils and leaves, and
was decidedly the most beautiful specimen of the

art in that volume. We should add that the lady

who served as the original of this portrait, must
have been about thirty years of age at the time the

likeness was taken,—which, judging from the title-

page of the book, was in the year 1829.
" It was in 1834 that I last saw her whom I

nelieve to be my mother," thought Frank within

himself, as his eyes remained rivetted upon
the picture. " Then, according to the best of the

conception which at that age I could form, she ap-

peared to me about five or six-and-thirty. Yes

—

•he »lid look some few years older than in this

portrait—but not many ; and considering the dates,"

he added referring to the title-page to mark the

year again, "it is undoubtedly the same. Oh! not
for an instant can I be mistaken. And she was a
beauty of the Court? Here is the confirmation of

another idea which I entertained, that she was con-

nected with the Court. But wherefore is her name
not given in this book? Oh! if thou art, as I

believe thee to be, tlie reflex of my mother's c6an-

tenance, let me kiss thee here, as I have embraced
th" original

!"

And bending ilown, the youthful page pressed hia

lips upon the cokl inanimate portrait, and a tear-

drop fell from his eyes thereon. At this moment he
heard footsteps approacliing the door ; and hastily

raising his head, W pa«^c I his handkerchief across

his eyes. Lord ftitersfield re-entered the room ; and
at once perceiving the open book, he rushed to the

table in a manner totally at variance with the usual
gravity of his movements.
"My lord, that portrait," exclaimed Francis

Paton, " is one whicli I immediately recognized.

Tell me, my lord—tell me, I conjure you—was not
this lady my mother ?"

" Young man, I—I—am not accustomed to have
such home-thrust questions put to me. But where-
fore should you address such a question to me at

all ?" asked the nobleman, who in a moment had
regained his wonted composure and self-possession.

"How long will you cherish this delusion that I

am in any way connected with you or your private

affairs ?"

" My lord, you must excuse me for saying that

I can believe my own eyes. You see that my
memory is good— that I at once recognised this

portrait. It is ten years since you took me to

the school at Southampton, and I was not then too

young to have your lordship's image impressed

upon my mind, nor is the date so remote thrU hi

the interval your lordship has changed to a d<^

gree to defy recognition."

"Nevertheless you are mistaken," rejoined Pe-

tersfield, with mingled coldness and compassion,—

a

coldness of tone and yet a certain sympathy in thf

look. " Now U>t us return to the subject where
upon we were talking before I left the room. I pre-

sume that you have had leisure to reflect upon my
proposition ? But don't answer too hurriedly—

take time—never commit yourself: the most terri-

ble calamities have arisen to men and to nations

from hasty and unreflectcd speech."
" I thank your lordship," answered the youth,

with even a kind of petulance, " but I cannot de-

vote my thoughts to mere worldly matters no\r

All my ideas are centred in this portrait. Will

your lordship mate ma a present of the book ? I

know that the request is a very bold one ; but under
cireuin-Jtances I hope your lordship will excuse it.

No matter, however, if you cHng, my lord, to the

book—I will hasten and purchase a copy."

Thus speaking, Frank Paton again glanced to

the title-page, and took note of thf publisher's

name and address. Lor<l Petersfi.dd for an instant

looked annoyed ; but the next moment resuming
that diplomatic gravity which served him as a mask,

he said, "A government situation of about a hun-

dred and fifty pounds a year is something that no

youth of your age and in your position should ro-

fuse to accept. That is to say," he added, as il



THE MTSTEEtES OF THE COTTET. til

afraid of being caught iu the act of recommend-
ing precipitation for once -in his life, "having duly

considered its ehgibility. I do not think that I

transgress the bounds of propriety and prudence

—

certainly not those of the truth—when I state that

I experience some degre ; of interest in you, and will

endeavour to help you on in the world."

"My lord, at this present moment," returned

Frank, " I can decide upon nothing. It is clear

that you will give me no information upon the

point most vitally interesting to myself; and there-

fore I need intrude on your lordship no longer."

Then, without waiting to ask if there were any
letter or message to take back to Lady Saxondali>,

—without even recollecting upon what errand he

had come,—the young page hurried from the room,

rapidly descended the stairs, and issuing from the

house, continued liis way with the same precipitation

towards the street indicated on the title-page of the

book as that where its publisher resided. Oh ! to

possess the portrait of her whom he believed to be

JUS- mother and whose image his mind treasured up,

—t/iat would at least be a mitigation of the sorrow

he too often experienced when pondering upon the

mystery that enveloped his parentage !

The street was not above half-au-hour's walk from

Portman Square for a person proceeding leisurely

and deliberately : but Frank, who ran the whole

way, accomplished the distance in half the time;

and so breathless was he on entering the shop, that

he could not immediately give utterance to the

words that trembled on the tip of his tongue. At

length he stated what he required.

" I have not a copy of that book left," replied the

publisher. "In fact the whole impression was sub-

scribed for before issued ; and I do not think that

if you were to offer a hundred guineas you could

procure a single copy. They all found their way
into the hands of persons by no means likely to part

with them."

Here was a disappointment. But suddenly an
idea struck the youth,—an idea which in the hurry
and excitement of his rapid run had not occurred to

him before. The publisher most likely knew who
was the original of the engraving simply described

as "A Portrait;" and in vehement haste did Frank
put the question.

"You seem, young man," said the bookseller,

" to be strangely excited. Is it for yourself, or for

the family in whose service you are, that you want
the book ?"

" No matter," replied Frank. " Do pray answer
my question—who was the original of the picture

described as A Portrait ?"

" Well, I do recollect that there was one so de-

scribed; and I believe it was simply because the

lady herself had not enough vanity to wish her
name to bo paraded. But I can't for the life of me
recollect who she was. I entrusted the getting-up

of the book to the eminent engraver who umlcrloulc

the plates; and ho borrowed the original pictures

from the ladies themselves to make his designs

from them. I left it all in his hands, and do not

recollect anything more about that portrait you
•peak of."

" But the engraver—where docs he live ?"

" IJe is dead," replied the bookseller.

"Dead!" echoed Frank, smitten with (he de-

spondency of renewed disappoinV-ucnt. "There

seems to be a fatality about this. Have you not a
single copy even for your own private use r"

"I am confident I have not," replied the pub-
lisher. " It was but the other day I was regretting
to my wife that we bad not saved one for ourselves

—but such is the fact, I can assure you,"
Francis hngered to ask a few more questions

in the hope of discovering some means of gratifying
his wishes : but nothing favourable transpu-ed. Ho
accordingly issued from the shop with a slowness of
pace very different from the excitement with which
he had entered it. He was bending his way mourn
fully homeward, pondering upon all that had taken
place and inwardly wishing that he had torn out
the portrait from the book ere Lord Petersfield re-

turned to the room,—when he suddenly heard a
female voice exclaim, "Frank! Good God, is it

possible ? Yes—it is—it is—he is alive !"

That voice, even before the young page raised his

eyes, touched a chord whicli vibrated to the depths
of his heart; and glancing up, ho beheld his sister.

CHAPTER XLVIII.

THE BKOTHEK AND SISTER.

Ix was in the middle of a somewhat secluded street
that this sudden and most unexpected encounter
took place : but had it been in the middle of liegent
Street or any other of the most crowded thorough-
fares of London, the brother and sister would have
thrown theuaselves into each other's arms as they
did then and there. The few passers-by at the time
were naturally struck by beholding a very well-

di'essed lady of exceedingly handsome appearance
(for such the sister was) thus suddenLj- fold a livery-

page in her arms : but the ejaAdations which
escaped theii- lips, explained the close kinship exist-

ing between them.

"Oh, my long-lost sister!" cried Frank in the
wildcrment of his wild joy.

" Dearest, dearest brother !" exclaimed the lady
in accents of gushing enthusiasm :

" it is indeed

you—and you are alive ! Thank God, thank God!"
Full evident indeed wa^ it that both for the mo-

ment forgot that it was the open street and the

broad daylight of a summer afternoon that they
thus met. Exi)rc3sions of sympathy were uttered

around them by those who had paused to witness
thks affecting scene; and a shopkeeper standing on
the threshold of his establishment, in face of which
the occurrence took place, considerately stepped for-

ward and with much kindness of manner invited

the brother and sister to walk into his house. They
at once accepted the proposition ; and the worthy
tradesman, having condueted them up-stairs, to a
neatly furnished apartment, left them there.

The brother and sister being thus alone, and free

from observation, embraced again and again ; and
when the first excitement of feelings attendant upon
this meeting was over, they naturally begiui to ask

each other a thousand questions, so that neither for

the first few moments could give any replies. It

was a perfect torrent of tender and affectionate

queries—but no answers.

"My dear Frank," said his sister, at longtU

laughing at the confusion into which the very ccs-

tacy of their emotion plunged them, "we shall



128 THE MTSTEEIES OF THE COTTET.

never get on at this rate. You must answer me
first. Whose livery do you wear ?"—and her looks

became suddenly disdainful as she spoke : not dis- i

dainful of her brother—for him she caressed fondly

at the same time ; but disdainful in respect to that

garb of servitude.

" I am at Lady Saxondale's," he replied.

" Lady Saxondale's !" she echoed, with something

like a sudden start, and even a changing of the

colour on her truly handsome countenance.
j

"Yes. Do you know her?" cried Frank, per-

ceiving those evidences of emotion.

" No : but the name is familiar to me," returned

his sister. "Dear Frank, I am so rejoiced—so in-

efifably rejoiced to see you—you know not how
much !"

" And now tell me, dear Elizabeth," quickly re-

sumed Frank, "why for the last four or five years

you have not written to me? why have I never

heard from you P"

"Why, my dear brother?" she exclaimed, now
becoming red with indignation, and her eyes flash-

ing fire. "Oh, why? 'because I was given to

understand that you were dead. Ah! my dear

brother, you know not how bitterly, bitterly I wept

for your supposed loss! It was treachery of the

foulest description : but I can fathom it all—yes,

all ! Heaven be thanked that you are alive ! I

could scarcely believe my eyes when they fell upon
you—and yet I knew you in an instant

!"

" But you spoke of treachery, dear sister," said

Frank, in astonishment. " Who behaved threacher-

ously ? What is it that you can fathom ?"

" The story is much too long to tell you now, dear

boy," she replied, speaking with a sort of maternal

air at the moment : for, as the reader has been in-

formed, she was nearly eight years older than her

brother. " Besides, I am now somewhat pressed for

time, and must hasren elsewhere. To-morrow, my
dear Frank, Tou shall come to me: and that," she

added emphatically, " shall be the last time you
wear this badge of servitude. Tell me, dearest

Frank, have you been happy P But I am afraid to

ask the question : for when I met you just now, you
seemed to be absorbed in profound and melancholy

thought."
" I cannot say, dear sister, that I have been alto-

gether happy. I have been much troubled by your

unaccountable silence : but that source of grief is

now, thank heaven, removed. Oh ! I am so de-

lighted to behold you again, and to see by your ap-

pearance that your circumstances must be good.

But tell me, dear Elizabeth, have you obtained any
clue to

"

" The reading of past mysteries P" said his sister,

anticipating the question. " No—not the slightest.

And you, Frank ?"

" Upon that subject I was pondering when your
oice—your dear voice, so quickly recognized—fell

upon my ear."

" Had anything new occurred to plunge you thus

Into such deep abstraction ?"

" Oh, yes ! I will tell you. You remember," con-

tinued Frank, " that when I joined you at the

school at Soulliampton—that was upwards of ten

years ago—I told you how I had been taken to a

strange-looking red brick building, where I saw that

lady again, and whore a nobleman with a star upon
hifi breast spoke to Mrs. Burnaby ? Well, I have

since found out that the red brick building wu 8t.

James's Palace."

" Ah !" ejaculated Elizabeth :
" was it so ? Thea

she whom we believe to be our mother, was con-

nected with the Court P"

" Listen," resumed Frank. " You recollect that

the same nobleman with a star upon his breast was

the one who took me to see that lady at the beau-

tiful country-house the last time I ever did see

her—and he then conducted me to the school at

Southampton. You remember I told you all this,

Elizabeth?"
" Certainly. How could I forget it ? But go on,

dear Frank—go on."
" Well, that nobleman is, I am convinced. Lord

Petersfield—although his lordship denies it."

Frank then proceeded to acquaint his sister with

the rest of those particulars which are known to the

reader,—how he was so mysteriously provided with

the situation of a page at Buckingham Palace

—

how he had there recognized the two ladies whom
he had formerly seen in company with the on»

whom he believed to be his mother, but how they

had denied any knowledge of him. Then he de-

scribed how he had accosted Lord Petersfield at the

palace—how his lordship had likewise denied all the

antecedent circumstances—and how through his

lordship's aid Frank had obtained the situation at

Saxondale House after his summary though not

ignominious dismissal from the palace. Finally,

Francis Paton told his sister all those particulars

relative to the portrait in the Court Beauties which

have just been described.

" It is of the highest importance to procure tihat

portrait," said Elizabeth, who had listened with the

deepest attention and most absorbing interest to

her brother's narrative. " It will be certain to

afford us a clue to the discovery who the lady was

;

and if once we ascertain that point, we may follow

up the investigation so as to arrive at the trutn

whether we indeed have any right to regard her as

our parent. You say that the publisher gave you

no hope of obtaining a copy, and that Lord Peters-

field showed no inclination to give you his own?
Well, we shall see? You will come to me to-

morrow, Frank : and perhaps I may be enabled to

show you the portrait then. Oh ! my dear boy, you

need not look so surprised ; depend upon it I will do

my best to obtain one. And now I repeat, you

must come to me to-morrow. Let it be in the after-

noon—and with or without Lady Saxondale's par-

mission, it matters not ; for you shall return to her

no more. But now I am going to astonish you
somewhat. When you come to me to-morrow,

you will find yourself in the home of your child-

hood—^"
" What ! is it possible ?" cried Frank. " I aa

indeed amazed, but still more rejoiced. How hap-

pened it?"

" Simply that the cottage was to let and I took

it some time back. But perhaps you have never

seen it since you quitted it when eight years old ?"

" I had altogether forgotten where it was : but it

will give me unspeakable pleasure to behold it again

to-morrow."

His sister now gave him her card; and as he

glanced upon it, he cried with a new outburst o/

astonishment, " Then you are married, deAr Elija-

both ! And your husband ?"
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"I am separated from liim. But look not so

suddenly grave, dear Fr,ank : it was through no

fault of mine. However, we have not time to con-

verse any longer now. We must separate. Em-
brace me, dear brother. I shall long for to-morrow

afternoon to come, that we may be re-united."

They kissed each other affectionately, and then

took their departure—but not before they had ex-

pressed their thanks to the worthy tradesman who
had so kindly and considerately invited them into

his house.

The reader will have observed that Frank Paton

said nothing to his sister about his amo-ar with

Juliana Farcfield. In the first place it was not a

subject on which a mere youth, still timid and bash-

ful I'rom no very large experience of the world, was

likely to touch upon in the presence of an elder

sister : and secondly, even if in confidential ingenu-

ousness he had been so disposed, there was not time

in the hurry of discourse and excitement of feelings

attendant upon that first encounter after a sepa-

ration of six long years. "While however he was

returning home to Saxondale House, the image of

Juliana Farefield crept into his mind ; and though

on the one hand he was rejoiced at the prospect of

thenceforth living with his sister, who by her ap-

pearance seemed to be in very comfortable circum-

stances,—yet on the otlier hand he experienced a

saddening sensation at the idea of being separated

from Lady Saxondale's daughter. For he loved

Juliana with an enthusiastic devotion,—loved her

not only for her splendid beauty, but likewise with

a feeling of gratitude that she should have learnt to

love him, a humble page ! He loved her too, because

she had recognized in him a gentility above his

social position—had delicately complimented him
on his intellectual acquirements—and had done all

she could to make him feel that he ought not to be

humble, and obscure, and menial as he was. He
therefore felt that by this love of her's he had

been in some sense elevated from his lowly station

;

and as her impassioned endearments had been

lavished upon him precisely as if he were her equal

in all respects, he experienced a degree of devotion

towards her which now rendered it painful to con-

template a separation.

While thus giving way to his reflections, Frank
Paton reached Saxondale House ; and then for the

first time he bethought himself that he had not

asked Lord Potcrsficld if he had any letter or mes-

sage to send back. Not knowing exactly what an-

swer to give her ladyship if questioned on the sub-

iect, Frank thought that the best plan would be not

to signify his return at all : but scarcely had he

made up his mind to this course, when one of the

footmen told him that her ladyship's instructions

were that the instant he returned he was to go up

to her.

Frank accordingly ascended to tlie drawing-room,

where her ladyship was seated ; and he could not

help thmking, by the earnest manner in which she

fixed her eyes upon him, that she suspei-ted a secret

understanding had subsisted between himself and

Juliana. For not actually knowing what had oc-

curred after he had left Juliana's room, he had no

precise inf'ormution on the subject—nothing beyond

mere conjecture and apprehension.

" Have you brought back any letter or message P"

•eked Lady Saxondale.

" None, my lady," responded Frank.
" Then what has made you so long ? Surely his

lordship could not have detained you all this

time ?"

"His lordship detained me a considerable time,

please your ladyship, as the Duke of Harcourt
called in Portman Square while I was waiting."

" But you have been nearly three hours absent,"

continued Lady Saxondale, regarding her watch.
" Surely the Duke of Harcourt did not pay a visit

of such length as to account for so much time. I

suppose that Lord Petersfield himself kept you in

conversation. Indeed, I know that his lordship is

somewhat interested Ln you, on account of your

orphan condition and your extreme youth. What
did his lordship say?"—and Lady Saxondale put

the question point blank.

" His lordship," returned Frank, " kindly stated

that he would procure me a Government situa-

tion ?"

"And of course you agreed to accept it? Why
do you hesitate to answer me ? You surely cannot

be so blind to your own interests as to refuse such

an eligible offer ? Besides, a proposal coming from
a great nobleman like Lord Petersfield, amounts
to a command; and such a command is to be

obeyed by one in your position. Still you remain
silent ? What is the meaning of this ? If you
have not given his lordship a decisive answer, you
should do so at once."

" Please your ladyship," said Frank, at length

breaking silence, " there is some one whom I must
consult before I can pledge myself to a particular

course. But I hope that I shall not be thought

ungrateful for any intended kindness on his lord-

ship's part, because I act deliberately."

"And pray whom must you consult?" asked

Lady Saxondale, for the moment struck with the

idea that he was thinkina: of Juliana; and the

crimson glow of indignatioa rushed to her cheeks

at the bare thought that he was thus hardy enough
to allude to the young lauy m ncr own mother'*

presence.

" Please your ladyship," answered Frank, " I

have this day met my sister, whom I had not seen

for a long time "

" Your sister ?" interrupted Lady Saxondale. "I
did not know that you had any relations."

" Yes, my lady : I have a sister—and I met her

just now. To tell the truth, it was because I re-

m^iined conversmg with her that I have been so

long absent. She wishes me to leave your ladyship's

service and go to her to-morrow, as she is herself

comfortably off."

" And pray who \b your sister ?" asked Lady
Saxondale.

" Here is her card," replied Frank, " with her

name and address:"— aud anticipating not the

slightest harm in producing it, ho handoil the card

to his mistress.

Lady Saxondale took it : but the instant her eyes

fell upon it, she gave vent to au ejaculation of

astonishment, and her looK Dccumo indescribably

strange, with a blending of malignant mockery,

scorn, contempt, and triumph. Frank felt fright-

ened, and knew not wliiit to think.

" j\Md this person-this woman," said Lady Sax-

ondale, with accents of bitter irony ha she poiul«d

to 1 he card, " ia your sister f"'
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"She is, my lady," responded the young page,

fixing his fine large hazel eyes upon his mistress in

a terrified manner.

"Then listen, Francis Paton," continued Lady
Sasondale, now speaking in a low deep voice and

with a look that was nearly inscrutable. "Tliis

woman whom you claim as your sister—to whom
you are to return to-morrow—and whom you must
consult ere accepting his lordship's proffer, is n
female highwayman !"

Frank gave vent to a wild cry—almost amounting

to a shriek—as this crushing announcement met
his cars : but the next instant rejecting with horror

the possibility of belief in such an allegation, he

said angrily and proudly, " Your ladyship is mis-

taken : it cannot be
!"

At this moment the door was thrown open, and
the footman announced Mr. Marlow. Thereupon

Frank was about to withdraw ; but Lady Saxondale

beckoned him to remain : then turning quickly to

the lawyer, she said, " I think I am not mistaken,

Mr. Marlow, in my belief that the female whose

name and address are upon this card, is the same

who, disguised in man's apparel, stopped jou and

Mr. MaltonP"
" The very same !" ejaculated the volatile lawyer,

as he half snatched the card from Lady Saxondale's

hand. " Mrs. Chandos, to be sure ! She is a most

extraordinary woman—possesses the effrontery of

old Nick himself—regularly beat me at Dover. I

can't conceive how it was done ! that's a mystery I

would give a thousand pounds to have cleared up.

Did your ladyship ever happen to read the exami-

nation at the Town Hall at Dover ? It never got

into the London papers, but was reported at full

length in the Dover Chronicle. I cut the slip out

—

and here it is."

While thus rattling on in his usual style, Mr.

Marlow took out his pocket-book—turned over a

quantity of papers—and selecting the slip he alluded

to, was handing it to Lady .Saxondale, when Frank,

with a sort of ery of rage and despair, darted for-

ward, snatched it from the astounded attorney,

and hurrying to the farther extremity of the room,

greedily and anxiously ran his eyes over the printed

report. It gave, with singular minuteness and ac-

curacy, such a description of the Mrs. Chandos

therein mentioned, that the young page could not

possibly fail to recognize his sister. His cheeks

became the colour of marble—his lips grew white

and quivering—and overpowered with anguish, he

sank upon a seat. But still he read on. Then
rapidly did a change take place in him—the colour

came back to his countenance, with even the deep-

ening glow of exultation—his eyes sparkled—and

the whole expression of his truly handsome counte-

nance was that of an enthusiastic joy.

"You see, sir," he exclaimed, suddenly starting

from the chair, " that this Mrs. Chandos, whom
you caused to bo arrested at Dover, triumphantly

refuted your allegation, proved that you were

wrong, and was honourably dismissed by the

Mayor."

Meanwhile Lady Saxondale had in a hurried

whisper explained to Mr. Marlow that the young
page was none other than a brother of the female

highwayman,—whicl\ explanation was indeed neces-

sary to account for that extriujrdiuary conduct of a

livery -page who had thus dared, with so much ex-

citement, to snatch up a papwr which wa« being

handed to his mistress.

"Ah!" said Mr. Marlow, "it looks all very fine

in the report—and certainly the case vias mysterioua

enough. But when I tell you that—though I have

really no means of proving it after all that took

place at Dover—I am as firmly convinced of the

identity But I do not wish to hurt your feelings,

young man : indeed I am sorry for you. For not-

withstanding the rudeness you have just shown

—

which excitement was however perhaps natural

enough under the circumstances—I have always

taken you for a nice and well-behaved lad."

The expression of joy and exultation gradually

faded away from Frank's countenance, and was

succeeded by a look of painful bewilderment. The
lawyer was so positive that the poor youth knew
not what to think. He longed to vindicate his

sister's good fame by flinging the lie at the at-

torney : but some secret feeling, vague and unda*

finable, withheld him.
" Now listen, Francis Paton," said Lady Saxon-

dale, assuming an air and a voice of mingled com-

passion and seriousness. "Your own good sense

must tell you that I cannot any longer keep beneath

my roof a young man of such deplorable connexions:

but at the same time I feel all the injustice of visit-

ing upon you the misdeeds of your sister. You
must leave but the reason need not be known. I

will not expose you : your secret shall not pass my
lips—and I will answer for Mr. Marlow. But the

condition of such forbearance is that you take your

hat and quit the house at once, without pausing to

communicate with a single soul. You must not

even so much as ascend to your own room to change

your garments or fetch your clothes. All that be-

longs to you shall be sent by the carrier to your

sister's house to-morrow ; and as for that suit of my
livery which you have on, you need not trouble

yourselt about it. Now, do you understand me ?

and do you promise obedience to these conditions?

Otherwise you will force me to expose you betbre

the entire household."

The poor youth was overwhelmed with mingled

consternation and bewilderment, as Lady Saxondale

addressed him in these terms. Her look and lier

manner gave to the whole affair a portentous mag-

nitude but too well calculated to produce such an

astounding effect upon the unhappy Frank Paton.

His senses seemed to be lost in the crushing in-

fluence that thus came upon him like a spell. For

a moment he sought to raise his voice to vindicate

his sister: but the words he would have uttered,

died upon his lips. He felt as if he were standing

at the bar of a tribunal competent to judge, and

that its doom must be regarded as damnatory of

his sister's reputation as well as fearful in its cfiuet

upon himself.

" Her ladyship," said Mr. Afarlow, " has really

no other course to adopt : and you would do well,

young man," he adilod in a compassionating tone,

" to follow her suggestions at once."

Frank dared nt>t disobey: the spell which was

upon him was stronger than himself; and the dread

of the threatened exposure sat upon his soul with

a stupendous horror.' Throwing one dismal dreary

look of despair upon Lady Saxondale and ilr. Mar-

low, he slowly dragged lumself fi\)in the roo:n.

lu the lauding outside he met Juliauu Faivlield,
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" Dear Frank," she said, in a low quick whisper,

as she caught him by the ,hand, " what in heaven's

name has taken place ?"

But the unhnppy youth, not daring to tell the

objeirt of his heart's devotion—the proud patrician

Juliana—what had transpired, flutifj upon her a

glance of ineffable anguish; and murmuring, "No,
no!" broke abruptly from her and rushed down
stairs.

Seizing his hat, which he had left in the hall, he

luitted the house, and wandered rapidly away with-

)ut noticing the direction he was taking and with-

)ut any settled purpose in view.

Juliaaa remained transfixed with astonishment

upon the landing. Her first feeling was one of

rago and indignation against her youthful lover,

who she thought had perhaps been either persuaded

Or bought over by her mother to break off all future

sonnexion with her : but as she recovered the

power of calmer reflection, Juliana's shrewd and
'experienced mind told her that this was not the

ca.se There had been too much anguish in the look

which Francis had flung upon her—too bitter a
lamentation in the accents of his voice as he mur-
mured thoae words when breaking away from her

—

and too evident a despair in that frantic movement
llsrlf, to warrant the belief that he had yielded to

sither persuasion or gold in consenting to renounce

' These are some devilish arts of my mother,"
laid Juliana to herself: and she at once proceeded
into the drawing-room. But perceiving Mr. Mar-
low there, she inst;intaneously composed her eoun-

Jenaiieo; and saying, "I beg your pardon: I did

Dot know that you were engaged;" she abruptly

luitted the apartment again.

hady Saxondale immtdiatcly came out after her,

having requested Mr. Marlow to excuse her for a
moment: and catching Juhana by the arm, she

drew her into another room, saymg, " You evidently

wish to spiak to ine ?"

" Yes, mother— 1 do," responded the elder

daughter, a strange and sinister light bui'ning in

her dark eyes, and an equally ominous expression

appearing upon her touutenauce.
" 1 will not pretend to be ignorant of what is up-

permost in your thoughts," said Lady Saxondale,

having carefully closed the door. " You must have
leen Francis Paton quit the drawing-room in de-

spair : you know perhaps that he has left the house
for ever."

" Ah I he has left the house for ever ?" repeated
Juliana, with a singularly cold and resolute air.

"Tii(!n I also shall quit the house for ever:"—and
she moved towards tlie door.

" Do so," said Lady Saxondale, assuming a de-
meanour and a tone as glacial as her daughter's.
" But you will perhaps do well to hear first why it

is that Francis Baton has quitted the house."
" You need not tell mo why," answered Juliana,

turning round and stopping to confront her mother.
" I have learnt more of your character and more of

your disposition within the last week or two, than
during whole years I had learnt before; and one
of my experiences is that if you have a purpose to

gaiii, you are unscrupulous in the moans you em-
ploy to reach it. Witiiout precisely knowing what
you have said or done to Francis Baton, I am at no
Jit» to conceive that your diabohc ingenuity has

invented something to banish him from the house-

Perhaps you have worked upon his fears
"

" And perhaps," interrupted Iiady Saxondale,

still coldly as before, " the circutastances of his own
position have furnished but too just an opportunity

for such a course. Listen, Juliana. Francis Baton
has this afternoon met his sister

"

" Well, I knew that he had a sister whom he had
not seen nor heard of for four or five years."

" It may be so—or it may not," resumed Lady
Saxondale. " But certain it is that this sister is

none other than the female highwayman who stopped

Marlow and Malton—the famous Mrs. Chandos of

the Dover adventure which you yourself have

laughod at so hear'ily when bantering the attorney*

at being so egregiously outwitted."

Juliana became pale as death, and even staggered

visibly at this announcement : but making a des-

perate effort to recover herself, and clutching at a

straw of hope, she said in a hoarse voice, " This,

mother, is some specious trickery of your's."

" No, Juliana, the facts are against such a belief

on your part, or such a proceeding on mine. The
boy produced his sister's card— and here it i».

Behold the name of Mrs. Chandos ! See also tho

address in the corner ; it is the same place to which
' the lawyers were conducted by the female high-

!
wayman in the first instance, and whence she es-

j

caped by the window. Then Marlow gave the boy

I

this report from a provincial paper to read ; and it

' was clear that he recognized but too well the de-

1

seription of his sister. If you still doubt me, go

;
into the drawing-room and ask Marlow himself."

I

Juliana saw no necessity for doing this : it was

[
but too evident that her mother was retailing facts

I

and had the game in her own hand. Still she felt

'

j

the haughtiest disinclination to be beaten, and ac-

I

cordingly said, " The sister may bo a bad woman

:

but Frank himself is untainted by her evil courses."

I

"Oh!" exclaimed Lady Saxondale, with an ironi-

': cal smile and a conteniptuous toss of her head ;
" if

you like to acknowled,-e the brother of a highway-
woman as your lover, be it so. I cannot restrain

you. Our compact is not to interfere with each

1
other : but you cannot certainly bo so unreasonable

as to expect I should keep the near relative of that

female flesperado a moment longer beneath this

roof. Why, wo shoulil not be safe," continued Lady
! Saxomlale, with an affectation of horror which, by
appearing to include poor Frank in its apprehension,

made every word she uttered a dagger to plunge

de^p down into Juliana's heart. " Who knows
what influence tliis dreadful woman—this highway-
robber—this prowling thief— this midnight bandit

of feminine sex but masculine raiment,—who knows,

I ask, what influence she might sooner or later

obtain over him, even to be able to persuade him, if

he remained beneath our roof, to admit herself and
the gang with whom she is no doubt connected, into

the house by night ? We might all of us be mur-
dered in our beds

"

" Enough, mother !" said Juliana, in a voio*

which, as well as lier look, showed tho utter abase-

ment of a proud spirit. " You have succeeded in

turning this strange discovery to your own pur-

poses; you have triumphed over me for the present.

But my turn may ])erhaps come."

"Your turn, Juliana? —what do you mean?"
exclaimed Lady Saxondale, prctendin;; to be astuo*



inE MYSTERIES OF TKB COtTRT.

ished »t the implied threat. " What rancour can

you possibly entertain against me on account of this

most untoward discovery ?"

"Because, mother," replied the daughter, the

words hissing between her set teeth as if they came

from the tongue of a serpent,—" because, mother,

you are gloating over my discomfiture ! Yes—in

your secret soul— beneath that air of ingenuous

wonderment -which you have just put on—you exult

in the sense of despair and shame which I now ex-

perience. But beware, mother—beware, I repeat

it may some day bo my turn to exult and to

triumph !"

With these words Juliana Farefield quitted the

room; and Lady Saxondale muttered to herself,

" Ah ! you may threaten, proud spirit ! but in the

meantime I have triumphed : for I have succeeded

in creating an eternal barrier between i/oii and your

plebeian lover! Little do I understand your

haughty character if I may not comfort myself

with the conviction that you will not seek after him
again."

With this exultation inspiring her thoughts. Lady
Saxondale returned into the drawing-room to trans-

act her business with Mr. Marlow.

CHAPTER XLXIX.

DIPLOMATIST MTSTIPIBD.

Thb reader is now perfectly aware that Frank
Paton's sister was none other than Lady Bess ; and

therefore we need endeavour to sustain no fiUf^ther

secrecy on that head. After parting from \er

brother in the manner already described, she hesi-

tated for a few moments whether she should pro-

ceed on some business which she had in hand at

the time she met him—or whether she should

carry into effect a project which had just been sug-

gested by certain things she had heard from Frank's

lips. She decided on the latter course, and repaired

accordingly to Lord Petersfield's residence in Port-

man Square. To her satisfaction she learnt that

his lordship was at home ; and on being asked by

the footman who opened the door what name he

should announce, she replied that being a total

stranger to his lordship it was needless to mention

any name at all. The footman hesitated for a mo-

ment, well aware that his cautious and suspicious

master would not be over well pleased to receive a

person refusing to give a name : but looking a se-

cond time at the visitress, and observing that she

was a well-dressed lady, of handsome, elegant, and

almost fashionable appearance, he resolved to run

the risk, and requested her to walk in.

Lady Bess was conducted up-stairs to the apart-

ment where his lordship was at the time ; and he

rose from the chair in which he was seated at the

table. He looked grave and serious—more solemn

indeed than usual : for he had not failed to observe

the omission in respect to the announcement of the

lady's name. He however bowed with a sort of

reserved politeness, and indicated a chair.

" I believe," said Lady Bess, as she took the seat,

"that I have the honour of addressing Lord Peters-

6eld?"
" I—^I do not know that is, I cannot exactly

say,"respoiulcd the wary diplomatist, fearful of oom-

promising himself by an unguarded answer. "T«
tell you the truth, I am not accustomed to hart

such exceeding home-questions put to me all in

moment—and by a lady who, pardon my saying so,

has not as yet announced her own name."
" At all events, I take it for granted," Lady Bess

immediately observed, " that I am addressing Lord

Petersfield. Perhaps I may experience a little con-

fusion on finding myself ia the presence of one who
has conducted the diplomatic affairs of this country

with 80 much success at the principal European

Courts on several occasions:"—and as she spoke,

she bestowed her sweetest smile upon the old peer, as

it intent upoa making an impression on his heart.

" Really, ma'am," said Lord Petersfield, who had

hitherto remained standing, but now slowly de-

posited himself back again in his arm-chair, " I

know not how to receive these compliments—
whether indeed I ought to receive them at alit-
or il receiving them, how to answer them and if

answering them, to what result our discourse may'

lead. Pardon me, ma'am—but you have forgotten

to mention your name "

" Your lordship must suffer yourself to be flat*

tered," Lady Bess hastened to observe, affecting not

to have noticed his last remark :
" because any one

who has rendered his country such great services,

merits the gratitude o every individual."

" I think, ma'am," said his lordship, now looking

80 grave that it was utterly impossible to look

graver, "that a lady who understands the merits of

a cautious diplomacy as you certainly appear to do,

should commence by stating at the very outset the

name and business "

"I koow," interrupted Lady Bess, "that I ought

to apologize tor thus intruding myself upon your

lordship ; but so convinced was I of your lordship's

urbanity, courtesy, and I might almost say chival-

rous gallantry, that I felt a greater degree ot confi-

dence in calling on your lordship than under other

circumstances I should have done."

"But, ma'am," interrupted the nobleman, getting

bewildered—and it began to occur to him that his

own ideas must be rather foggy at the moment, as

he could not for the life of him discern amidst the

cloud of his visitress's words what she could possi-

bly be aiming at :
" but, ma'am—ma'am 1—

—

I
"

"You do well to interrupt me, my lord," said

Lady Bess, hastening to speak again ;
" because I

feel that my own intellect b so shallow in com-

parison with your lordship's, that I have possibly

wandered from the subject "

" Wandered from it, ma'am ?" exclaimed Peters-

field, a little impatiently ; " I do not know that you

have yet been near it. Pardon me if I observe,

ma'am "

" Some years ago I was in Paris," interrupted

Lady Bess, starting off again at another tangent,

—

" and I can assure you, my dear Lord Petersfield,

that your name was quite revered in all the highest

circles of Parisian society. Whenever a comparison

was to be made with a great diplomatist, it was in-

variably the name of Lord Petersfield, which w#«

quoted for the illustration. Therefore, my lord,

such being the fact—and I being here to tell it to

you—and your lordship being there to listen tw

it
"

"Eeally ma'am, I must again beg your rardon,'
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«nterrupted the nobleman, now beginuinj to fancy

that It was a mad lady who had obtained accoss to

him;—and if there were one thing more than

another which his lordship di'eaded, it was a lunatic

r-80 that his countenance gradually assumed an

expression of dismay: but still he went on l«o

observe, " You must pardon me, ma'am, if I again

remind you that I am still unacquainted with
"

"Perfectly true, my dear Lord Petersfield,"

ejaculated Lady Bess :
" you are unacquainted with

all those who spoke so highly of you in Paris. But
considering the state of affairs at home, and looking

t the condition of continental politics—thence

parrying the range of our vision as far as the

oriental climes, not even excluding China "

" Ma'am, ma'am—I really must beg But per-

hap3,"4eXclaimed Lord Petersfield, now positively

worked up to a state of excitement most rare and

uauaual with his cautious and wary character,

—

NO. 30.—thibd'serieb.

•' perhaps it would be better if you were to explain

your business to her ladyship. Lady Poterstitfld la

at home "

" That is the very thing that I do wish, and that

I have already stated three distiuct times to your

lordship," interrupted Lady Bess, with an air of

astonishment that lie should only have this moment
comprehended her moaning and her object.

" Oh, if that's the case," said Lord Petersfield,

somewhat relieved, but more inclined than ever to

think that his own ideas must have been hitherto

somewhat foggy and opaque, " 1 will fetcli her lady-

ship to you at once. Pray pardon me for leaving

you for a few moments:"—but turning when ha

reached the door, Lord Petersfield made one more

effort to elicit the name of his visitress by saying,

" I beg pardon—who did you tell me I was to bar*

the honour of stating to have called to Bee Laidy

Petersfield?"
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" The question is most natural, my lord," an-

iwered Lady Bess ; " and on your lordship's return-

when your lordship shall have returned—and in so

returning shall be accompanied by her ladyship

—

whom on your return I shall be so happy to

see
"

" Oh, very well !" ejaculated Petersfield : and de-

spairing of evoking the answer he required, he

quitted the room in a degree of haste totally at

\''ariance with his usual sedate pomposity, and won-

dei-iug whether Lady Fetersfield Would be able to

make anything more out of this singular visitress

than he had done.

But the instant the door had closed behind him.

Lady Bess sprang from her chair and opened a

book which lay upon the table, and on the gilt

lettering on the back of which her eyes had ere now

settled. For a moment she glanced down the index :

then observing the particular page she required,

she turned to that page—and the ejaculation of,

" Yes, it is she ! Frank was right !" fell from her

lips.

For but a moment did her look linger on the

handsome countenance of that portrait: and then

she tore the leaf from the book. Hastily rolling it

up into the smallest convenient compass, she se-

cured it about her person ; and closing the book,

resumed her seat. Almost immediately afterwards

the door opened, and Lady Petersfield entered, fol-

lowed by her husband.

Her ladyship was a tall, thin, thread-paper looking

woman, w\th a hatchet countenance, a vinegar

aspect, and altogether a mien as imprepossessing as

it was pcjssible to conceive. Slie was stiff and prim :

a poker was litheness in comparison. With a. very

evil eye indeed did she fix her looks upon Lady
Bess, whom, from the few words his lordship had

spoken to her ladyship while conducting her thither,

she was prepared to regard either as a mad woman
or an impostress. But Lady Bess, nothing abashed,

affected to gaze upon her ladyship with mingled sur-

prise and disappointment : and then turning to the

nobleman, she said, " Is this Lady Petersfield P"

" I 1 really cannot answer so point-blank a

question," stammered his lordship, taken very much
aback. " It may be Lady Petersfield : but but

1 should be sorry to answer rashly or preci-

pitately 1 cannot compromise myself in so grave

and serious a matter "

" Well, but in any case this is assuredly not the

lady whom I expected to meet," said Lady Bess.

" Not but that her ladyship is a very agreeable-

looking lady—still she is not the same "

" And pray whom did you expect to meet, then ?"

asked Lady Petersfield, with a look which if shed

upon vinegar would double its sourness.

" I see that there is some mistake," answered

I/ady Bess. " I sincerely apologise for the trouble

I have given. I must have erred as to the name
mentioned me by the lady whom I met at a mutual
friend's in the country some time ago, and who
pressed me to call upon her when I came to London.
Really and truly, I am grieved at the trouble I have
occasioned."

With thoso words Lady Bess made a graceful

curtsey and issued from the room, leaving the

ttobleman and his wife nailed to where they stood,

And not knowing what to think of this ostraordinary

proceeding.

" Petersfield," said her ladyship," what ia thf

meaning of this ?
"

" My dear, I 1 am not sure even that I am
Petersfield," stammered her husband :

" for my
thoughts were never so confounded before. I should

not like to compromise myself by any rash opinion.

I cannot make it out. It may be it is possible to

be some trick of the Whig party Bome base device

of the enemy "

" Some base device of the fiddlestick," cried Lady
Petersfield. "The woman was mad—quite mad
and I really do begin to suspect that you have haa

some share in her madness. Ah, my lord ! I am
afraid you have been a gay deceiver :"—and she

looked daggers at her husband.

'I—Lady Petersfield a what did you say?"

asked the diplomatist in utter consternation : "a gaj

deceiver? I 1 am dismayed I"

But leaving the nobleman and his wife to settle

the little dispute which had grown out of the visit

of Lady Bess, we must follow the latter away from

Portman Square. Right merrily did she chuckle

over the success of her enterprise ; and when she

found herself in a cab, which she stopped and en-

tered, she indulged in a long and hearty laugh at

the way in which she had mystified the diplomatist.

She now repaired to the place to which she was

bound at the moment she met her brother. The
cabman had received his instructions ; and the ve-

hicle soon stopped at the door of an olfiee in Sayilla

Row, Regent Street. But as Ladv Bess looked at

her watch and observed that it was so late as six

o'clock in the evening, she said to herself, " It is

hardly worth while to alight—for he is sure to be

gone. But still it will be as well to inquire."

She accordingly descended from the vehicle and

entered the house, the front door of which stood

open. Passing through folding-doors of green

baize, she proceeded along the passage, and knocked

at a door on which was painted the word Private.

A man's voice from within bade her walk in, wliich

she did. The room that she thus entered was a

lawyer's private office ; and the attorney himself

was seated at a desk therein. He was an old man
—very short and very thin—with a cadaverous

countenance, sharp angular features, and hair as

white as snow. There was something sinister and

disagreeable in his look ; and every line and linea»

ment of his face denoted that love of gold coasti

tuted the ruling passion of the individual.

Immediately recognizing Lady Bess, he rose from

his seat—bowed with profound respect—placed •

chair for her accommodation—and did not resoma

his own until she had taken it. Altogether his bear-

ing and manner indicated the deference shown to-

wards one of superior rank.

" I scarcely hoped to find you here at this hour,

Mr Robson," said the visitress.

" As your ladyship is aware," answered the at-

torney, " I usually leave at five o'clock but business

of some little importance has detained mo until

now."
" Ah ! you are making money as fiist as ever, I

suppose," said Lady Boss, with a smile ; and yet

at the same time there was something like contempt

or scornm her looks as she threw them for a moment
upon the old man. "Nothing like money, Mr
Robson—is there ?"

" Well, even though your ladyship should W
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•peaking facetiously," replied the lawyer, rubbing^

his hands in the self-gratulatory style of one who
possesses the pleasing consciousness of being well

off, " your ladyship has given utterance to a solemn

truth, and I presume that your ladyship has called

for your own money now ?"

" Exactly 80, Mr. Robson. It is but a pittance

—and yet it is as well to receive it. Have you the

receipt ready drawn up for me to sign ?"

" Here it is, my lady," was the reply. " I ex-

pected your ladyship yesterday or to-day, and pre-

pared it accordingly. But let me look out the

money."
Thereupon Mr. Eobson opened a drawer in his

desk, took out a number of bank-notes, and

counted down sufficient to make up a hundred

pounds. Lady Bess did not take the trouble to sa-

tisfy herself that the sum was correct; but crump-

ling up all the bank-notes together, she thrust them
into her pocket— and then taking the pen which

the old lawyer obsequiously handed her, she signed

the receipt. But the name which she appended

there was not Chandos : it had a title of nobility

connected with it—a proud and a lofty title ac-

cording to the estimation of those who value such

nominal appendages and aristocratic distinctions.

This little business being transacted. Lady Bess

quitted the office, accompanied however by the old

attorney, who obsequiously persisted in escorting

her to the cab ; and though it was but a hired

street-vehicle which she entered, he made her as

profound a bow when it drove away as if it had

been a private-carriage emblazoned with armorial

bearings.

Lady Bess now drove home to her own pretty

little cottage in the neighbourhood of Edmonton

;

and dismissing the cab, she entered the elegantly

furnished parlour which has already been described

in an earlier chapter of our narrative. Rosa, her

faithful servant, followed her mistress into the

room J
and in anticipation of the question which

Laciy Bess was about to put, she said, " He seems
to be much better. The doctor has been and de-

clares his opinion tlaat in a few days he will be
convalescent."

"But has he become more lucid?" asked Lady
Boss: "does his reason seem to be regaining its

balance ?"

" I think so," answered Eosa :
" for I have been

fitting up with the old nurse for some hours while

you were out, and he asked several questions which

appeared rational enough : but they were only put

singly and at long intervals, and the answers did

not seem to suggest other questions."

" What questions did he ask ?" inquired Lady
Bess.

" He asked where he was ; and when I told him
beneath a friendly roof, he only closed his eyes and
looked just as if he was lost in thought : but whether
he has the power to think so much at all, I cannot
say. After a while he asked who the kind and
handsome lady was that came in to see him three

or four times a day; and when I told him that it

was Mrs. Chandos, the same who had dressed her-

self in man's clothes to help in dolivering him, a
•imile played for a moment upon his countenance,
and he then again fell into that mood of seeming
abstraction. Bo you know, ma'am, that the more
cue looks at him, the more uuo is inclined to think

that if he were well and rational, and h(»/l not that

strange look, he would be handsome P He has got

good features—his eyes are fine, but spoilt by that

vacant regard which they possess. His teeth are

remarkably good "

" Well, well, Eosa," interrupted Lady Bess, laugh-

ing, " if you like to fall in love with him, you may.
Is the old nurse attentive ?"

"Very," answered Rosa; "and what is better

still, she is not impertinently curious. So long aa

she has her beer and her brandy with due regu-

larity, as well as her five or six meals a-day, 1 do
not think that she will ask many questions."

" But the doctor—did he endeavour to ascertain

from you any particulars concerning the patient ?"

demanded Lady Bess.

" Yes : but I told him that he was a cousin of

your' 3, whom you had not seen for a long time^—
in short, I said all that was necessary to satisfy the

doctor, and likewise to prevent him from thinking

it odd that you should have a young man in your

house."
" That was considerate on your part, Eosa," re-

sponded Lady Bess: " for although you know that

I am tolerably indifferent in most respects about
the opinion of the world, yet there is one point oa
which I am rather scrupulous."

" Well, my dear mistress," rejoined Rosa, laugh-

ing, " whatever may be said of you after you are

dead and gone, it is very certain that scandal must
leave your reputation as a woman alone. It's really

quite astonishing to me that such a beautiful, hand-
some, fiue-looking creature as you are pray
excuse me for saying all this

"

"Indeed I shall not excuse you at all," inter-

rupted Lady Bess, laughing :
" for you know that I

dislike this kind of flattery—or if being too indif-

ferent to dislike it, I certainly think that you might
talk upon another subject."

She put off her bonnet and shawl, and bade Rosa,

who was going to carry the things up-stairs, see

whether the patient was awake ; as if so. Lady Bess

would pay him a visit so soon as she had partaken

of some refreshments which were already spread

upon the table. Rosa returned in a few minutes
with the information that he was wide awake, and
was conversing with the nurse more lucidly and con-

tinuously than he yet had done. AccorJiugly, so

soon as Lady Bess Iiad finished her repast, she

ascended to the bed-chamber where the invalid laj

.

CHAPTER L.

THE INVALID.

Thb individual of whom we are speaking was th«

pale-faced stranger whom Lady Bess hud rescued

from captivity at Beech-Tree Lodge. On separating

from her companions on the night alludeil to

—

having hastily divided with them the fruits of their

expedition— Lady Bess had brouglit that myste-

rious individual home to her cottage : but so great

was the excitement wliich this restoration to liberty

produced, that scarcely had he crossed the threshold

of the hospitable abode when he fell down in a tit

and was conveyed to bed dangerously ill. Medical
assistance was at once summoned from Tottenham^
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composing draughts were given—and Lady Bess

with Eosa sat up by his bedside for the remainder of

that night. In the morning a nurse was engaged

to attend upon the invalid; and thus everything

was done to minister to his comfort, tranquillize his

mind, and ensure his recovery. The third day since

his rescue was now drawing to a close, and his

progress towards convalescence was satisfactory.

On ascending to the sick-chamber after having

partaken of refreshments, as above described, Lady

Bess found that the patient was indeed much im-

proved : and the instant she entered the room, an

expression of joy and gratitude brightened upon his

pale countenance, as he exclaimed, " Oh ! my kind

friend—my benefactress—I am glad you are come

to me again
!"

Lady Bess took his emaciated hand and shook it

cordially : but he, retaining her's, pressed it to his

lips with the warmth of his grateful feelings—and

then tears trickled down his wan haggard cheeks as

his head lay supported upon the pillows.

" You feel better ?" said Lady Bess, sitting down

in a chair by the bedside.

" Much better—Oh ! so much better," answered

the invalid. " And I am better here too," he added,

placing his hand upon his forehead. "There are

many things that I wish to say to you," he con-

tinued, thus appearing to proffer of his own accord

those explanations concerning himself that Lady

Bess so much longed to hear. "I have a great

deal upon my mind and shall feel relieved when I

have told you everything."

" And I," responded Lady Bess, " shall be rejoiced

to become your confidante. If you feel well

enough now to speak at any length
"

" Yes—I feel well enough," he answered. " But

where is that sweet interesting creature who was

also at the house yonder—Beech-Tree Lodge—you

know whom I meaa ? Did she not leave it with

us ?"—and he again pressed his hand to his brow,

but this time as if to steady his ideas and collect his

reminiscences.
" Yes—she left the house with us," returned Lady

Bess. "Her name is Henrietta Leyden. But
perhaps you knew something about her ?"

" No—nothing. Henrietta ! what a pretty name !

"

and he repeated it three or four times over in a way
that showed that there was still a certain degree of

childishness characterizing his mind. "Where is

she ? does she live here ? I should like to see her

again. But you, my dear friend, are not angry

because I say this ? No ; I am sure you are not.

You cannot be : you are too good to be angry."

"Angry? no, certainly not!" rephed Lady Bess,

with an encouraging smile. " Henrietta Leyden does

not live here ; she left us the other night, when we
issued from Beech-Tree Lodge, to return to her own
home. But she will come to see us—I feel assured

•be will. She was much interested in you."

" Ah, sweet Henrietta ! pretty Henrietta !" said

the invaUd : and in a listless vacant manner did he

go on repeating these words in a low murmuring
tone.

Lady Bess began to fear that after all he would not

be in a condition to give her any explanations at pre-

sent; but suddenly raising his eyes towards her

countenance with a return of their lucid expression,

be said, " Now let us talk."

Lad^ Bt'sa made a si^u to he old nurse, who »o-

cordingly quitted the room ; and she remained alone

with the invalid.

" I do not know," he resumed, speaking slowly

and deliberately, with the air of one who is afraid

of throwing his thoughts into confusion by pursuing

their thread with too much precipitation,—" I do

not know that I shall be able to make you compre-

hend all I wish to say : for sometimes when it seems

to me that I am catching a recollection of the past,

it escapes from me, and then a cloud settles upon
my mind and I see nothing clearly for some time.

But let me try. I know that when I was a child I

had a very sweet, pretty, and kind mother ; and often

and often has her image risen up so plainly and

perfectly before me that I recognized it in an

instant. She was Lady Everton "

"Ab! I thought so," muttered Lady Besa to

herself. " I felt assured it would be thus !"

" My father," he continued, " was Lord Everton

not the vile wicked man who has kept me so

long a prisoner at Beech-Tree Lodge—^but his elder

brother : and I suppose that it is because my father

died long ago that my cruel uncle has become Lord

Everton. And yet I do not know how this could

be ; because when I was a boy I was always made
to imderstand that I should one day be Lord Ever-

ton. But I suppose it is that my cruel uncle shut

me up and kept me captive that the world might

think me dead, and he might be Lord Everton

instead of me, and grasp all the riches that ought

to be mine."
" That is the explanation of your uncle's wicked-

ness," answered Lady Bess. " He did not dare

kill you outright, and therefore he kept you

shut up at Beech-Tree Lodge. But you shall be

Lord Everton yet, in spite of him. Indeed you are

Lord Everton now; and he b only an infamous

usurper."
" Oh, my dear kind benefactress—my good Mrs.

Chandos—my excellent friend!" exclaimed the in-

valid: "what joyful things you are telling me!"

—

and again seizing her hand, he conveyed it to his lips.

" Do not excite yourself, my good friend," said

Lady Bess. " All that I promise you I will per-

form: but we shall have to proceed cautiously

—

and perhaps it will not be the work of a single day

to establish your claims and prove your identity.

But go on. Do you know how old you are ?"

" I remember very well that my birthday used t«

be kept on the 8th of June and stop 1 r».

member too I was told that I was bom in 1816

yes, I am sure of it."

" Then you are twenty-eight," said Lady Boss

;

" and that is about the age that I conjectured. Cat

you remember how long you have been at Beech-

Tree Lodge ?"

"Stay, and I will reflect," said the invalid, agai»

pressing his hand to his brow : then after a pause,

he said, " I know that I was twelve when I was

told that my father was coming home from India

after a long, long absence ; and it was just at the

same time that I was one night put into a carriage

by Lord Everton, Bellamy, and Theodore Barclay,

and taken off to Beech-Tree Lodge. There I hav*

remained ever since."

" Sixteen years of captivity," said Lady Bess.

" Poor young man, this is sad indeed ! But whers

were you at the time when you were snatched away

in that manner i"
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"Oh! it was at Everton Park, where I used to

live with my mother. It was a beautiful place

—

Buch a fine large house, and such numbers of ser-

vants! There were carriages, and horses, and

everything in grand style. Oh! it was a dreadful

change to be taken and shut up in that vile place

from which you delivered me !"

"But," said Lady Bess, "it surely was not with

your mother's consent that you were thus taken

away ?"

" God forbid that I should think so : for my poor

mother seemed to love me dearly. I do not think

she was happy—I often saw her cry, particularly

when my cruel uncle called at the Park. They

used to talk together in whispers; and he must

have said very harsh things to her, for I recollect

that it was always then she cried most and seemed

80 unhappy. No—I cannot believe that she let me
be carried off in that manner. It was in the middle

of the night when it happened ; and though I cried

very much and thought that my uncle wag going to

do me some harm, he would not let me see my
mother before I was hurried away."

" And you say that your father was in India at

the time and was coming home ? Do yOu not re»

collect your father ?"

" Not in the least. He went out to India soon

after I was born. I know that he was a great

General as well as a Lord, and went to India to

command the armies there."

" And from the moment that you were taken to

Beech-Tree Lodge sixteen years ago, you never saw
your mother ?" asked Lady Bess.

"Never," was the reply. "I used to cry very

much for her, and asked IVTr. Bellamy and Mrs.

Martin to take me to her •- but they always told me
to hold my tongue—and they even threatened to

kill me if I ever spoke about her to any of the

servants of Beech-Tree Lodge. Ah! I have been
very, very miserable at the Lodge, all by myself in

a room with iron bars at the windows, and the door

constantly locked. I used to think that I should

go mad; and sometimes it appeared to me as if I

awoke from a very long dream, scarcely able to

recollect what I had been thinking of. Indeed,"

he added slowly and with a deep seriousness of

countenance, " I do think that there were intervals

when I forgot all that was happening—where I
was—everything connected with the past in

short, I am afraid that there were times when I

was really mad."
" Do not think of those bad times any longer,"

said Lady Bess in a soothing tone. "No doubt
your captivity has done you a great deal of harm

:

but you will get well soon, and be happy and com-
fortable again—because no unkindness will be
shown to you here, and I will not allow any one to

come to take you away. Indeed,- your cruel uncle
does not know where you are at present ; and if ho
be searching for you, his search will assuredly be in

vain. Of^course you know that your father is

dead ?"

"Yes—because Mr. Bellamy and Mrs. Martin
were both talking of it one day when they had me
out in the garden walking with them. That was
soon after I was taken to BoiH;h-Tree Lodge. They
did not think that I was listening at the time; but
I overheard what they said, and asked them about
it. I cried very much ; for I had hoped that when

my father came back to England, he would take w«
away from Beech-Tree Lodge and punish my cruf>l

uncle for keeping me there. I used to be told at

Everton Park that when my father came back

from the East Indies he would be so glad to see his

Adolphus "

"Then your Christian name is Adolphus ?" said

Lady Bess.

" Yes : I was named after my father—his name
was Adolphus also. But do you think that Hen-
rietta will come to see us ?" asked the invalid, his

ideas suddenly changing with feverish eccentricity

into another channel. " I must tell you something
about her. I used to think to myself latterly when
I was at Beech-Tree Lodge, that if I could only

manage to open the door of my room, I should be

able to escape and get back to my poor mother. So

I used to pass hours in examining the lock : but I

could not open it. At last one day, when I was
taken down to walk in the garden with that man
Bellamy —ft cruel, wicked man -I saw a rusty key

lying on one of the borders. I picked it up unseen
by him, and kept it. Several times did I try to open
my chamber-door with it : I found that it turned in

the lock—but still the door kept shut—and then I

recollected that it was bolted on the outside. But
one night—it must have been in the middle of the
night, when I could not sleep—I thought to myself
that if by any accident the person who had been
last with me had not bolted the door I might get
out. And sure enough, when I unlocked the door

1 with my rusty key, it did open. I stole out of the

j

room and descended the stairs all in the dark. I

had to feel my way along the wall of the passage to

reach the next staircase ; and in so doing, my hand
encountered something that seemed to be a knob in

the wall. I don't know how it was, but by just

touching that knob, a door seemed to open sud-
' denly. I was at first very much frightened ; but

when I saw the moonlight shining in through a
window facing the open door, I thought that this

J

would perhaps be some avenue of escape. I stole

in, and found myself in a bedroom. Tlie curtains

were closed at the foot of the bed; and I ffood

wondering whether anybody was in tliat couch.

Perhaps it was my cruel uncle—perhaps it was
Bellamy—perhaps it was Mrs. Martin ? I was

I

much frightened, and stood still listening to ascer-

tain if I could hear anyone breathe. I did—and it

was the breathing of some person who was evidently

I

asleep. Still I remained quiet, not knowing wlmt
tq do : then the breathing ceased—and feeling great

curiosity, I peeped through the curtains at the fool

of the bed. By the light of the moon and stars I

saw such a beautiful face upon the pillow : the eyes

were looking at me—and I at once perceived that I

was causing a terrible affright. I hoard the sweet

creature moan with a sort of horror; and much
I terrified myself, lest she should alarm the house, I

j

retreated rapidly—shut the door behind me—and

ran back to my own chamber. There I locked

j

myself in again ; and I do not know what more I

I

thought of that night."
" I suppose thiit the occupant of the ohiinboi

I

you had thus entered was Henrietta P" said hud)

Bess.
" Wait and you shall hoar," resumed Ailolpljus,

now appearing to have more cominiind over hii

thoughts and reollcctions than he had hithorti/ pos
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Bcsaed. " I think it must hare been the next night

that I tL'ied my door again—again fouxid that it had
not been bolted on the outside—and again did I

steal forth. I thought that I would go and see that

Bweet pretty creature in her chamber : for I know
not how it was, but I entertained an idea that she

was a prisoner like myself. I was much interested

in her ; and I thought that if she were a prisoner

I would help her to escape with me. I felt along

the wall of the passage for the metal knob—found
it—and opened the door leading into her chamber.

There was a caudle burning in the room ; and that

beautiful creature, with her clothes on, was re-

clining in a large arm-chair. She was asleep—and
I stood still to gaze upon her. I thought that I had
never seen any one so beautiful : I longed to go and
kiss her as she slept : there was such a sweetness in

her countenance—so different to the disagreeable look

of that horrid Mrs. Martin. She began to awake

:

and I knew not then what to do. I grew fright-

ened ; but mustering up my courage, I advanced

cowards her, determined to speak. I raised my
hand to make a sign to her to be silent and not to

be afraid : but she suddenly seemed to faint—and I

was so confused and bewildered that I turned away,

shut the door, and again hurried back to my own
chamber. I did not think of any farther attempt

at escape that night. Even if I had found the

means, I do not think that I should have fled to

leave that poor girl behind me. The next day, from
the window of my chamber I saw her walking with

that odious Mrs. Martin in the garden at the back

of the house. How different was this sweet crea-

ture from the vile woman she was with ! I thought

to myself that if they would allow me to have that

interestiug being to come and sit with me a littla

and talk to me, I should not so much mind living

at Boech-Tree Lodge. But no, no—I knew they

would not : they never did anything to soothe me
in my captivity—and so wretched was I at times,

that I used to cry out aloud, even in the deep

silence of the night, in the bitterness of my an-

guish."
" Do not think of that any more, Adolphus,"

said Lady Bess, as soothingly as if she were speak-

ing to a child :
" it will only make you unhappy.

Have you told me all your adventures with the

rusty key of your own chamber and the secret door

of Henrietta's? for I am quite sure that you are

speaking of her.''

" Oh ! I have a great deal more to tell you. We
nearly succeeded in escaping together once ; and I

must explain to you how it was. Another night

—

I think it must have been the next—I again stole

forth from my chamber, descended the stairs, and
crept along the passage. But how frightened was
I when I saw that secret door open and a light

streaming out 1 I stopped to listen. Oh! that

cruel uncle of mine was with Henrietta, tlireaten-

ing her—ill-treatiug her. I rushed in and dashed

liim to the ground. Then I seized Uourielta's arm
and hurried her from the room. Oh, to escape !

But no—we were not to escape then. Somehow or

another the household had been alarmed, so that

Bellamy and Mrs. Martin with some of the servants

caught us. Tbe mondter Bellamy struck me down;
and when I came to myself, I was no longer an oc-

cupant of the chamber which for so many years

hiad been miu«- but found that I bad been removed

up to that loft where you afterwards discovered mtb.
That is all."

" And you still experience for Henrietta the same
kind feeling—the same sympathy ?" said Lady Besa,
perfectly well understanding that the unfortuuaUj
Adolphus had become deeply smitten with the young
damsel's beauty, though he himself did not con^
prehend the nature of the feeling.

"Yes—Oh, yes—I love her very much, and shall
be 80 glad to see her again :"—and as he thus spoke,
his pale haggard countenance became animated
with a light reflecting the emotions of the heart.

" Depend upon it you will see Henrietta again,"
answered Lady Bess. " But have you not wearied
yourself by so much talking ?"

" Yes, a little : and yet I feel relieved by having
told you all these things. I thought when I began
that I should have had much more to tell you ; but as
I went on, a great deal of what I had been thinking
of slipped out of my mind. Perhaps I shall r^
member more to-morrow; and you may rest as*
sured that I will tell you everything."

" Now you would do well to compose yourself to
sleep," said Lady Bess.

" If you will not go away. Promise me to remain
here by my bedside, and then I shall sleep in peace
and comfort."

" I will stay here," was the response of his kind
hostess.

Thereupon Adolphus, like a tractable and satisfied

child, closed his eyes and was soon asleep.

For some time Lady Bess sat thinking upon aU
he had told her: but gradually her thoughts wan-
dered elsewhere and settled themselves upou the

incidents of that day. She reflected with joy upon
the meeting with her brother, and the happy dis-

covery thus made that he was not lying cold in the

silent grave as she had been treacherously led to

suppose: but a gloom gradually settled upon her
countenance as she thought to herself, " Oh, if he
should discover what I am! But no, no—he must
not be suffered to find out tluit. How strange that

he should be in the Saxondale family, and it was the

young lordling who bears this name that I despoiled

a little while back. The lawyers too, connected

with the affairs of that family, were those with
whom I had that strange and exciting adventure :'*

—and now the radiance of triumph superseded the

gloom upon the amazonian lady's features, as her
grand exploit of the ride to Dover came back to

her memory.
Again did her thoughts turn into another channel,

and settle themselves u|}on her interview with Lord
and Lady Petersfield, which likewise brought a
smile to her lips : but suddenly becoming grave and
serious, she drew forth the portrait which she had
torn from the volume, and unrolling it, fixed her
eyes upon the beautiful countenance of the lady re-

presented there.

" Was this indeed my mother ?" she said to her-

self, contemplating those features and endeavouring
to trace therein some resemblance to her own.
" Methinks there is a faint, faint likeness between
this beautifiU patrician lady and my dear brother

Frank—yes, and also a likeness to myself. And yet

it may bo but fancy. Assureiily I am not capable

of vanity sufficient to induce me to assimilate my-
self to this lady. And yet I do think there is a
likeness to both mo and Frank. The peucilliug oi
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the brows resembles tbose of my brother : there is

aomething too in the look—the expression—the

general air, reminding me' of him. But with re-

gard to myself "

" What have you there, my good friend ?" asked

the invalid, who had just awoke.

"A very pretty picture," responded Lady Bess.

" I value it highly, but will let you look at it."

" Oh ! I would not wish to keep anything that

you value," answered Adolphus with afl'octionate

gratitude towards her who had delivered him from

his horrible captivity. "But do let me look at it.

You seem to be surveying it with so much intent-

ness, and your lips move as if you were talking to

yourself."

Lady Bess handed the portrait to Adolphus : but

the instant his eyes fell upon it, an ejaculation of

wild joy burst from his lips—his pale countenance

became illumined with the lustre of animation

—

and he cried out, " It is she—it is she —my mother !"

Lady Boss could scarcely believe her ears, and for

a few moments she lost the faculty of speech in the

wildering surprise which seized upon her. But as

she still regarded the invalid with earnest attention,

she saw that he continued to contemplate the por-

trait in a manner which forbade her to believe that

the recognized identity was a mere delusion of his

brain.

" You say that this is the portrait of your mo-
ther?" at length observed Lady Bess,—"the por-

trait of Lady Everton?"

"Yes, yes: it is the portrait of my mother!"
cried Adolphus. " Oh ! think you that her image
is not sufficiently impressed upon my mind to ren-

der me coufideut of the fact? But you yourself

knew it you kindly and generously procured this

portrait for me O heavens ! is my dear mother
alive ? Tell me, tell me where she is : let me go to

her—or do you send for her "

But Lady Bess made no answer: she was ab-

Borbed in the deepest reflection.

" If Lady Everton, then, be my mother and
Frank's mother, we are the sister and brother of

him who lies here now. But how can this be ? No

:

it is impossible. There must be some strange mis-

take some wild error on one side or the other. I

know not what to think : I am bewildered. At all

events it will be prudent to say naught of my own
past history to Adolphus at present. No : for wore
I to unfold my suspicion that the original of that

portrait was the motlier of Frank and myself, it

would be to proclaim the mother of Adolphus un-

faithful to her husband. Yet during that absence

in India what may not have taken place ?"

" Wlierefore are j'ou thus thoughtful ? wherefore

do you not answer me ?" cried Adolphus, whose
ideas appeared to be more collected than they even

wore ere he went to sleep ; and the expression of

his eyes was more settled, or rather less vacant,

while the light of joy was now shining in them.
" I can assure you, my dear friend," replied Lady

Bess, " tliat it was by mere accident I sliowed you
this portrait. I had no earthly conception that you
would recognize it. I did not even know who the

original was. It was torn from a book containing

many portraits of the ladies of the aristocracy. But
tell me, my dear Adolphus, do yon know whether
your mother was connected with the Court ?"

"Ye«—I remember now—she wm often, Tory

often with the Princess Sophia, and used to stay

with her Eoyal Highness for weeks and months

together—sometimes at Kow —sometimes at Wind-

sor—sometimes at St. James's Palace. It is strange

how my recollections are coming back."

"And no doubt your mother, Adolphus, used to

have a great number of ladies staying with her at

dilTerent times ?"

" Yes : but I do not recollect any of their name*

now. Perhaps I shall presently, or another time :"

—and he appeared to strain himself as it were to

give a fresh impulse to his memory.
" Does the name of Lord PetersSold happen to

be familiar to you ?" asked Lady Bess.

" Lord Petersfield ?" echoed Adolphus. " Oh, yes
—^he was a frequent visitor at Everton Park, and I

have seen him also at St. James's Palace. I think

at the time he occupied a post in the household of

the Princess Sophia. I am certain he did. But

now my ideas are becoming confused again—a dim-

ness seems to spread itself over my mental vision

—

things that just now were vivid, are becoming

dark But, Oli! this portrait—every linoaineut

—every line—even to the very expression 'of the

countenance itself—all are as clear as ever in my
brain !"

He ceased speaking, and reclining back upon the

pillow whence he had started up in the excitement

of his joy on first beholding the portrait, closed his

eyes as if to concentrate all his powers of thought

inwardly, and thus endeavour to extricate himself

by a strong effort from the chaos of confusion into

which he was relapsing. Sleep gradually came upon
him; and Lady Bess, summoning back the nurse

to the chamber, descended to her own elegantly

furnished parlour. Just at that moment there was

a knock at the door ; and Rosa, having answered

the summons, informed her mistress that a person

named Theodore Barclay desired to speak with her.

Lady Bess ordered him to be inlrodiced; and the

footman of Bcec!i-Tree Lodge was accordingly

shown into the parlour.

CHAPTER LI.

FOLLOWINO- UP THB CLUB.

Theodore Bauclat, who now appeared dressed

in plain clothes, was a man about forty years of

age, with a countenance that was not ill-looking,

but the expression of the features indic.itiiig full

plainly that he was of a cunning, crafty ilispositiou.

"I received your note, ma'am, at the Hornsoy
post-office," he said, "and am here accordingly."

Lady Bess desired him to take a seat ; and as he

did so, he could not help contemplating with

mingled curiosity and admiration the heroic lady

whom he now beheld in the apparel that suited her

sex.

"What has taken place at Beech-Tree Lodge ?"

she went on to ask. " Have any measures been

adopted to search for him whom I rescued the other

night ?"

" No—none," returned Barclay. " Lord Everton

is ill in bod throitgh fi-ight and excitement; and

sort of consternation prevails in the house. No on«

there seems to know what to think or what to do:

but the general belief is that there will b« a precio-is

explosion."
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" Now tell me caufUdly," said Lady Bess, looking

Ihe man very hard in the face :
" do yoa know who

that alleged lunatic whom I rescued from captivity,

really is ?"

" Well, ma'am, to speak the truth, I do."

" And the other servants P" asked Lady Bess.

" They don't know as positive as I : but they

have a very shrewd notion."

" Of course—that he is the late Lord's son—the

present Lord's nephew—and therefore by rights the

true Lord Everton ?"

"That is it, ma'am," responded Barclay. "I
may observe that Bellamy and Mrs. Martin used

to take care that there was as little communication

as possible between the prisoner and the servants

generally, myself excepted. But we were all for-

bidden to gossip, on pain of dismissal; and as we
tere uncommon handsomely paid, it answered our

,)urpose well enough to hold our tongues."
" But still you must be aware that in the village

of Hornsey there are some strange rumours afloat

relative to that alleged lunatic ? Whea I deter-

mined the other day to effect an entry into the house

at night, I went and made inquiries in the neigh-

bourhood concerning the establishment : for indeed,

in the first instance, I was altogether unacquainted

with every particular regarding it. It was a note

which Miss Leyden shot from the window and which

accidentally fell into my hand, that made me resolve

to espouse her cause; and the preliminary steps

were naturally to ascertain as much as I could rela-

tive to the house itself and the people in it. I was

told in the village that it was a licensed lunatic

asylum, but that it was generally supposed there

was but one lunatic within the walls, around whom
a strange mystery hung, rumour declaring that he

was the rightful Lord Everton."
" I myself was often questioned by the people in

Hornsey upon the same point," answered Theodore

Barclay :
" but I used to tell them that these rumours

tad only got abroad from the fact that the poor

lunatic believed himself to be Lord Everton's

nephew, and that he had said as much to some of

the servants, who whispered the thing about."
" Well, be this as it may," continued Lady Bess

:

"you of course have all along known that the al-

leged lunatic spoke the truth. How was it that you
never thought of helping him to escape in the hope
that if he recovered his rights you would be well re-

warded ?"

" To speak the truth," answered Barclay, " be-

cause I saw that the thing was so surrounded with

difficulties I might have got myself out of a good
situation in running after a shadow. You see,

ma'am, the death of Adolphus Everton when twelve

years old was generally believed : a funeral took

place, and a coffin represented to contain the de-

<«ased was buried in the family vault. Moreover,

the present Lord Everton slipped as easy and com-
fortable as possible into the enjoyment of the title

and estates; and so, all these things considered, I

never thought it worth my while to meddle any far-

ther in the matter."
" Besides which," added Lady Bess significantly,

"you had already meddled a little too much, per-

haps : for I am no stranger to the part you played

"n helping to carry him off in the middle of the night.

How long ago was that ?"

" It waa sixteen years ago : so bo was (juito a boy

at the time. I waa then three or four-and-twenty—
quite a raw young man up from the country—
totally inexperienced in life, and anxious only to

make money. This I saw I could do in Lord Ever-
ton's service."

" And you have doubtless done so. But now, if

in any way you can help me in putting this injured

young man in possession of his rights, you shall be
well and handsomely rewarded."

"To tell the truth," observed Barclay, after a
pause, during which he seemed to reflect pro-

foundly, " there it something which I miglit throw

a light upon if I chose. 1 threw out the hint just

now "

" I did not understand it," re<!ponded Lady Bes*
" It was when I spoke of the interment affair. 1

was in that business; though as I have just said,

quite a raw green chap. But how can you show me
that it will be better worth my while to turn right

round against the old man than to stick to him?"
" It will be better worth your while," replie<l Lady

Bess, " because it is inevitable that the old man,
as you call him, will be stripped of both title and
estate, and the youpg one will be put in possession

of them. The old man therefore will be deprived of

the means of rewarding those who uselessly adhere

to his desperate fortunes; whereas, on the other

hand, the young man will shortly be enabled to

reward handsomely those who are now instrumental

in forwarding his views."

"I understand," observed Theodore Barclay;

"and as you, ma'am, seem to have a pretty con-

siderable finger in this pie, it will be to you that 1

shall trust for a handsome reward."
" Be it so : and now proceed. What have you to

teU ?"

" If you could only manage to find out a fellow

by the name of Bob Shakerly "

" What ! he who was once a resurrection man ?"

exclaimed Lady Bess : for she had happened to hear

the individual spoken of on one of those occasions

which had thrown her in contact with the gang

frequenting Solomon Patch's house in Agar Town.
" The very same. Is he alive ? do you know any-

thing about him ?" asked Theodore eagerly.

" I can find out where he is : I know that ho is

alive—or at least was, a few months ago. But what

of him ?"

Theodore Barclay bent a very mysterious look

upon Lady Bess; and leaning forward, said in an

equally mysterious tone of voice, "It was Bob
Shakerly, ma'am, the resurrectionist, who supplied

a dead body that was passed off as the corpse of

the Hon. Master Adolphus, and was buried with all

due honours."
" Indeed ! this is highly important," exclaimed

Lady Bess. "You have given me information of

the most vital consequence, and you shall be amply

rewarded. But you say that you were mixed up in

that business ?"

" I helped to convey the dead body into the house

at Everton Park. Mr. Everton that then was

—

the Lord Everton that now is—fetched me up from

a little estate he had a good way off down in th«

country, on purpose to help in that job ; and I

also was one that assisted to carry off Mast^^r Adol-

phus. So, in plain t^nns, you see, ma'am, I wa»

too deeply implicated in the whole affair not ^
be interested in keeping it as i^uiet as posaibl*.*'
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" You were indeed. And now tell me, who ia that

Mrs. Martin ?"

" Once a mistress of Lord Everton—Mr. EvertoE,

as he then was, and Mr. Everton as I expect he is

likely to become again. Mrs. Mariin has been a

terribly proflijjate woa\*UQ : ehe was onca a brilliant

beauty about tomu ; r:,id 1 do believe now that her

passions are as strong as ever and have entirely out-

lived her good looks. Ah ! ma'am, she is an awful

woman, and I do not think would hesitate at any

crime. She has a very comfortable berth at Beech-

Tree Lodge—plenty of money—good clothes anii

good food ; and therefore she has not hesitated to

make herself useful in any way to the old man.
A.S for Bellamy, he is another creatuxe of the same
aelfish sort ; and I suppose he has likewise feathered

his nest pretty comfortably."

" Do you know what has become of Lady Ever-

ton, the mother of the unfortunate young man who
^as so long been kept out of his rights ?"

" Her ladyship is living in some seclu-sion, very

jtrict, and a long way off—in Wales, I think—but

I really do not know. Concerning her we scarcely

ever heard anything at Booch-Tree Lodge. But I

do happen to know that she is alive."

" You know tJiat f So much the better. I am
rejoiced!" exclaimed Lady Bess. " Now you must

do aU you can to discover where she is. Take this

sum of a hundred pounds :"— and she gave him
the notes she had that day received from Mr. Rob-
son. " It is merely a trivial earnest of what shall

hereafter be done for you. Depend upon it your

rewai-d will be dealt out with no niggard hand ; aod

37h.'*tviv,-,* e-»i:>\>sior. may take place maasares siiaii

JO adopted to ensure your safety. But 1 am in

hopes that the entire affair can be settled quietly,

jind without any explosion at all. Of course you

.vill return to Beech-Tree Lodge, and watch well

3verything that passes, so that you may be enabled

\o report occasionally to me. But lose no time in

""JBCovering Lady Everton's abode, if possible."

" 1 will do my best," answered Theodore, highly

jatisfied with the liberality already shown and the

promises held forth ; and after a little more conver-

sation he took his departure.

It was now dusk ; and Lady Bess, finding that

Idolphus was sleeping soundly, and conjecturing

?.hat after the excitement of his long discourse with

ler, bs would most probably sleep on for a eonsi-

lerablc time, resolved to pay a visit to Bob Shakerly

it once. She aecordmgly hastened to array herself

u. her male costume, substituting the tight-fitting

ftock, the waistcoat, and the pantaloons, as well aa

ihe neat-shaped boots and all the other requisites of

the masculine toilet, for the silk dross an J et cetcmc

}{ the female gear. She then mounted her gallanl-

jhesuut; and it being now quite dark, rode away
in the direction of London. On reaching the dis-

trict of St. Pancras, she passed into Agar Town;
md alighti/ig at Solomon Patch's door, she entered

/.he house. Tnsre slie hoard several persons talking

about the double murder in the barge ; but none of

Ibem attributed the deed to ChilHn. In fact, those

who were thus conversing, had not the slightest

idea that the Cannibal had been concealed in the

barge at all, and consequently their suspicions foil

not upon him.

This was the first that Lady Bess had heard of

ihe dreadful deed. During the whole morning sh

had been at home at her cottage, whithet the intel

ligeiice had not penetrated either by report or

throuijh the medium of the newspaper, of vrt.'oh

she was no great reader. .Afterwards, when slit

went into town, her attention had been so much en-

grossed, as the reader has seen, by other circum-

stances—the meeting with her brother, the visit to

Lord Petersfield, and the call upon Mr. Eobson—
that she had had no opportunity of even catching thf

slightest floatmg whisper of the terrible occurrence.

"V':'£n therefore she now heard these people at the

Bili^ Goa< speaking ofthe murder ofTugs the barge-

man and his wife, and the death by suffocation of

their child, she was instantaneously inspired with a

deep and fearful interest ; and she flung a quick

glance of inquiry at old Solomon, who was scr\-ing

gin I'ehind the bar.

" Please your ladyship to walk up-stairs for a

minute," said the landlord ; and he accordingly led

the way up into that private room which has been
before mentioned.

" Ls all this true that I have heard ?" asked Lady
Bess, with ill-disguised horror.

" Don't be alarmed, my lady," replied Patch,

whose attempt thus to reassure and encourage the

amazouian heroine was so obsequious that it would

have been ludicrous were it not in reference to so

dread a subject. " It is indeed too true that Ciiiffin

must have done thisj 'cause why he was with 'em ai

the time."
" Good heavens !" was the subdued ejaculation

which came from the lips of Lady Bess ; ami she

liMrsJl^ £*r,(T..i,r.i'i r^^-£iinst the wall, as if sti-i^ken

w.iLi '4 7fiil remorse at ever having had anything to

do with such a miscreant as the Cannibal.

" Deary me, deary me, what is the matter with

your ladyship ?" askeil old Solomon, thinking she

was going to faint. " Shall I run and get a drop of

brandy, or gin, or rum, or sherry ?"

" No, no—be quiet—hold your peace," answcreo

Lady Bess impatiently. "This is truly frightful.'

Those poor people who sheltered and concealed iiini!

Old man," she continued, in a voice tremulous with

emotions, "there are certain degrees of wrong—

I

may even say of crime, if you will—to which one

becomes habituated. Such is my case : but from

any blacker turpitude my soul can recoil with Ai

deep a horror as that of the most delicate creature

utterly unacquainted with fault or misdeed."

" But your ladyship has always knowed thai

Chiffin wasn't over particular," answered Solomot

Patch; "and that story of his'n about eating human
flesh when he was a younkcr at sea

"

"He never dared tell it in my presence," inter-

rupted Lady Bess. " It is true that it had reached

niy oats—but I sot it down as an idle vaunt made by

hirii wLoji in his cups. Of course I knew thai

Chi/5Ln V7<is a desperado ; but I did not know thai

hia hanJ^s were embrued with blood. H'ow I believe

t}i8 tale which hitherto I had regarded as an mfiated

boasi; and I consider him capable of the most

Satanic deeds. Solomon, were he to enter the room
this moment I should recoil from him in horror and

aversion. But do not tell him this," she imme-

diately added, shuddering visibly, " if you should see

him. I now dread that man—I would not provoke

^u3 rancour for worlds unless indeed he did siid-

c: nly appear before me ; and then I feel oonvince^l

ihat I could not restrain my feelings."
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« Don't b« efeard, my lady—depend upon it 1 1 dwellings, to mingle with the hot atmoi?])her6 of

iha'n't mention a word of. what you say when I see ' rooms where the poor lay huddled toi?other in herd

CJiitfin That is, if I ever do see liim again ; for

be is very likely to get out of the country."

" I think not : for from what those people said

dcwn in the bar, he does not even seera to be sus-

pected. Has there been any pursuit after him P'

Not that I can Jearn, please your ladyship," re

like masses, or to render more fetid still the feverish

air in the chamber of the invalid.

No wonder, then, that Lady Bess recoiled at Srsb

from the very approaches to that pandemonium of

noxious odours : but the next instant conquering

her repugnance when she considered tho important

plied Pat«h. " I do not think the detectives has object she had in view, she continued her way,

got on the right scent. But won't your ladyship literally battling however against the rolling vapours

taj.e summut ? You look all pale and no-how."
|

as if they were the billows of a strong tide which she

" No—nothing," ehe answered petulantly. "You had thus courageously to breast. Dimly through

fciow I never drink." |

the mephitic exhalations did the lights burn in tho

"Yes, my lady, I know that you have none of wretched houses on either side of this alley; au4

tl.om small wicce."
j

the shouts of drunken revelry, the cries of quarrel-

Siie was moving towards the door of the little ling women, the imprecations of brutal husbands.

scrdid-looLing apartment, when suddenly recollect-
|

and the screams of ill-treated wives, blended in bor-

ing the object of her coming, she turned and said, ' rible discordancy. Altogether, it was a neighbour.

" I had well nigh forgotten why I called. Do you
[

hood which, existing in the very heart of the capita^

kriow the whereabouts of a man named Shakcrly ?" of civilization, was a disgrace to civilization itself!

" "V'TTiat, old Bob Shakerly ?" ejaculated Solomon. Lady Bess passed onward, and reaching tho end of

" To lie sure I do. He was once a body-snatcher : the alley, found herself at an open gateway, reveal-

row he's a knacker and makes catsmeat and sas- ing a full view of a spacious yard surrounded by

8£:ces. It's down at Cow Cross, Smitiifield. Your tutnblo-down sheds and wooden buildings, froa

If.dyship can't mistake: anybody will tell you Bob several of which the strong light of fires throw A

SLakcrly's yard."
j

lurid glow into the open space. All the frontages of

'' Put up my horse till I return," said Lady Bess, these buildings gleamed ghastly in that lig'.it wi-ih

" I do not like to ride him into London :"—and the bleaching bones of animals hung up to l-y. A
having thus given her orders, she quitted the room, glance into the places where the (ires were hghted,

descended the stairs, and issued from the house; but showed Lady Bess large cauldrons in which tho

»i thoije who stood at the bar resjiectfully made way horse-flesh was boiling; and now that she was ;>o

for her, as she was held in the liglit of something near as to be within reach of the volumes of 7».

very superior at the low boozing-ken, they could not ' pour which rolled away from these cauldrons, ihe

t.-roid noticing that she was exceedingly pale.
|

odour became almost stilling in its nauseating in-

Eincrgiug from Agar Town, Lady Bess obtamed tensity. It seemed as if it was an odour that couli

a cab at the nearest stand, and jumping in, ordered . be felt—that clung around you—adhered to you--

the driver to proceed to Cow Cross. During tho
I
stuck to you like a thick and clammy substan.se-—

lialf-hour which the journey occupied, her whole
|

making you feel dirty all over, and long to ha.«<tcu

thoughts were bent upon this diabolical murder of away to put off and eschew for ever the garments

which she had just heard, and which had filled her thus impregnated with the feculent effluvium.

vith so profound a horror. Were her heart analysed
j

Heaped up in the corners of the yard were puiri.

i.t tliat moment, it might perhaps have been found fying masses of the entrails and offals of tho slaugh-

tliat a remorse had arisen there for the adoption of i
tered horses: pools of blood darkened the ground in

I'j.it course of life which had thrown her in the way many places—and ever and anon the foot slipped

cf such human reptiles as Chillin, and compelled over some slimy substance, such as clotted gore cr

lier to make use of them for her purposes.

On reaching the foul neighbourhood of Cow Cross,

Lady B ?ss descended from the cab, bade the driver

<A-ait, and pro<.'eeded to inquire for one Bob Shakcrly.

He seemed to be as well known in that vicinity as

iin elderman in his ward; and she was forthwith

rotting pieces of fl -sli, so that a horrible shudder

shot upward through tho entire frame and the heart

heaved as if rising to the very throat. A cart at one

extremity, resting slantwise on its shafts, contained

a dead horse that had been recently bnught in
j

and in one of the sheds were four or five living

dir<:etcd to a narrow alley at the extremity of which i horses, huddled together in a space not more than of

she would find a knacker's yard. Scarcely had she !
sullicieut dimensions for one. These poor brutea

entered tho lane, when her nose was saluted by so

fetid a stench that she recoiled for a moment from

farther encounter with the pestiferous exhalation.

It was a horrible smell of coi rupt flesh and mouldy

bones, mingling '.vith the sickly steam from cauldrons

in which tho anatomized animals were seething

down. None save those who have been so unfortu-

nate OS to venture upon the confines of a knacker's

yard, can possibly conceive the horrible naiLsca pro-

duced by these blenJ-vi eflluvia: it v/us enough to

make the strorgcct sto.va.:h ht-ave and become sick.

were starving—yes, literally starving: they were

the merest things of skin and bono that ever

managed to retain a particle of vitality—and per-

he.ps they were goaded to a keener sense of that last

spark of life by the pangs of famine.

Such was the knacker's yard ! And this horrible

spot, with its nauseating odours, its accumulated

filth and feculence, and its instances of hideo"i

cruelty to poor worn-out animals, was only ocs

amongst several replete with kindred abominations in

that neighbourhood. There they wore, in tho midst

It was an odr.ur, •n'Jced, that was not only fetid and of one of the most densely populated quarters of Lon-

sickly. but pur-'gcnf. and penetrating as well,—an don—hotbeds of feculence and conuption, ready to

oJour the pcsl;?V:rou8 miamna of which one might blaze up with gunpowder effect into all ti\o devostst-

expvct to take away in one's clothes,—an odour that icg horrors of plague and pestilence. And there, tec,

%iuid not fail to picrco into aJi 'he siirroiudu- g , hey ire cow at tho present day,—prepuiiwg a riib
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and luscious baimui*!. tor the Cholera, whenever

ihat most tsrrible miesiouary of Death shall revisit

the British capital. Yes—there they are allowed to

ovist, not Duly by the bloated, rapacious, and be-

cott.odly ij^norant Corporation of London, but what
is v/orse still, by the Government which is supposed

to exercise a paternal supervision over all the most
TJtal interests of the people.

Into that pandemonium of pestilence was it that

jLady Bess thus entered ; and making her way,^
but not without several pauses to conquer the

/.dusea which seized upon her, and many slips over

the slimy substances under foot,—towards a place

.vh-re three or four men were busy in attending to

ilie cauldrons, she asked for Mr. Shakerly. The
lucfi desisted for a few moments from their opera-

• ic.ns to have a good stare at Lady Boss, whose
b-autit'uUy shaped figure in its elegant costume was
idought out into strong relief by the lurid light of

ubt! I'urnaces. They were at first surprised at seeing

r-uch a fashionably-attired young gentleman appear

within those precincts : but their wonder was en-

hanced into amazement as the conviction stole upon
them that this handsome and exquisitely dressed

young gentleman was indeed a very beautiful and
liuio-grown lady, the rich contour of whos* form

could uot be altogether cunoealed by the artifices of

iiifiO male toilet.

"Well I'm blowed. Bill," said one aside to another,
' if this isu't a rum go. She don't come to con-

tract for cat's-meat."
" J^fo—or for sassages neether," was the response.

' "Sou wants the old un, ma'am——or had I ougLit

to say sir ?"

" Whichever you like, my good man," answered
lady Bess, " provided you will only tell me if I
co'ild see your master :"— for she was n^ost aqxious

to escape as soon as possible from the intolerable

(Atmosphere of that place.

" Where be the old un ?" asked one of the men
Oi his comrades : and then with a stout staff that ho
held in his huge hands he stirred up the whole
teething contents of the cauldron, which sent forth

fi cloud of the sickliest vapour, so that volume after

yolurae of the pestilential exhalation rolled over the

well-nigh stifled Lady Bess.

"I think he be in the sassage-room," replied the

man who had just been particularly appealed to:

and as he spoke he lifted up in his bauds an enor-

mous piece of horseflesh so putrid that it was green

all over, and tossed it into the cauldron : then with-

out even so much as wiping his hands down hia

greasy blood-stained smoclf, ho took out his tobacco

box, drew forth a quid, and thrust it into his mouth.
" Will you tcii your master that a person wishes

to see him ? or if you will tell mo where I can find

him, I shall be obliged?"—and Lady Bess spoke
with ill-disguised loathing and disgust, for she could

(jndi;:'" the liidcoua scnje ni> .'cc^er.

" He ii>e C7o» yor^dur," was now the answer
which her question received; and the individual

who gave it, pointed to a part of the building where
but a comparatively faint light was seen tlii-ough

iihe dingy windows.

Lady Bess hastened to traverse the yard ; and as

Rte drew near the place indicated, the sounds of a
o>azy mechanism in whirring motion met her ears,

bee opened the door, and found herself on the

ilureuhold of a small low room, the atmofphero of

which was abominably sickly and fetid, and where
a miserably shrivelled old man, with a greasy fiir

cap on his head and the sleeves of his filthy shirt

tucked up to bis very shoulders, was superintending
the operations of the sausage-machine. On a board
fixed agfiinst the wall and supported with one leg or

prop, was a pile of pieces of meat of the most dis-

gusting description. They certainly were not green

with putridity; but they were black with the un-

wholesome blood and gore clotted upon them. Just

at the very moment that Lady Bess opened the

door, the old man was taking up in his hands a
quantity of these loathsome morsels and tossing

them into the receiver of tbe machine. Lady Besa

turned aside, thinking that she must beat ft retreat,

and abandoning her object, fiee away from this horri-

ble place where every sense was offended or outrage<L
" Hullo ! who's that there ?" exclaimed t'je old

man: then as Lady Bess, conquering her rcpug-

!
nance for the tenth time since she had entered the

I

knacker's yar., turned tcjwards him, he raised ono
, of his bloodstained hands to his cap, saying, " Beg
pardon, sir, but didn't twig at once that it waa a

: Bwell cove. My eye!" he suddenly ejaculated, now
discerning her sex :

" who be you, ma'am t Why,
it's that famous Lady Bess I'vehocrd talked of when
I've been once or twice up at old iiol Patch's.

Ain't you Lady Bess ?"

" L am—and I wish to have some conversation

with you."
" At your service, ma'am. r\ea.'.o to shut thr

door, and we can talk as comfortable here as any-

where else."

"I could not," replied the amazonian lady. "I
have no doubt that your avocation is lucrative

enough, and that you do not like to be disturbed at

it. But I can make it worth your while if you wiil

just wash yourself a bit, put some decent clothes on,

and meet mo in a quarter of an hour at any public-

house in the neighbourhood where we can have a

room to ourselves and a bottle of wine."

" Well, that's an oiFer not to be refused," returned

old Shakerly :
" pertickler the making it worth

my while. So it's a bargain. But I'm sorry you

look so disgusted at what I'm doing : it's quite as-

tonishing to me. Now surely there's nothiuk !•

make you turn up your pretty nose at that sassage-

meat. Them's the primest pieces cut out of a

couple of 'osses as fresh as c^n bo. Why, I gives

the heart and livers in with 'em, and that's the

reason my sussagc-mcat is in such request. There

isn't a slap-bang or small eating-house in London
that doesn't send to me for sassage-meat. And I'H

tell you a secret too But answer me first; d'ye

over cat sassage-roUs at the pastry-cooks?"

Lady Bess made a gesture of impatience, and re-

treated to the threshold of the door.

"Well, if you have you've enjoyed 'em no doubt,"

continued the old man ;
" and if you hav'n't you've

missed a treat. Lot me tell you, Lady Boss, that

there's many a fine pastry-cook as sells his sassagc-

rolls at tuppence or thrippcnce which is a deuced

good customer to me. My meat, mixed up with

pork—the proportions generally one to three—gives

a rich flavour, and a firmness too which you can'l

get in pure pork sassages."
" I must really request tbi)t you will make you»

j

preparations at once," said Lr.dy Beri ineffably .li«»-

giisted: " (ox my time is precioiis."
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"Oh, bag pardon!" said Mr. Shakerly. "Just

you go to the public-house that I frequents, ax

for a private room, order up the wine, and wait till

I come. I sha'n't be a quarter of an hour."

Thereupon the old man described the whereabouts

of the public-house to which he alluded ; and Lady
Bess lost no time in vanishing from the knacker's-

yard. Right glad was she to escape from the

noxious fumes and revolting spectacles of that hor-

rible place. The public-house was speedily found

—

H private room was placed at her disposal—she did

not forget to order the bottle of wine—and in about

twenty minutes Bob Shakerly made his appearance,

lie was now somewhat more cleanly and presentable

in person and in apparel : but nevertheless, if he

had expended a bottle of some fragrant essence in

expelling, or rather deadening the sickly odour that

still clang to him despite his ablutions, it would

have been all the better. For the eflEluvium of a

knacker's-yard adheres to one like the taint of a

crime or with the tenacity of a remorse I

" Now," said Lady Bess, producing her purse and

counting down ten sovereigns upon the table, " this

money is at your service provided you give me the

information I desire."

The old man's eyes glistened like those of a snake

at sight of the gold; and eviiiently eager to clutch

it, he asked what information it was that Lady Bess

Bought.
" About sixteen years ago," she replied, looking at

him very hard in the face to convince him that she

knew something about the matter and that no

denial or evasion would do,—"you were employed

by a certain gentleman who since has borne the title

of a nobleman, to procure the dead body of some
f)oy and introduce it into a certain house in the

country. It is concerning this transaction that I

ktjquire all the particulars you can give."

••W ell and good," returned old Shakerly. " But
Low am I to know that I mayn'f- get myself into

>rouble by telling you all about it?"
•' iou will get yourself into trouble if you do

not," answered Lady Bess, " I have discovered so

»,ou.plete a clue to the unravelling of the whole

fttnspiracy of which the transaction of the dead

iK)dy forms a part, that I could at once invoke the

powers of the law against every one concerned.

But my object is to have the matter settled quietly

—

that is to say, as quietly aa possible ; and the way to

do this is by convincing the guilty originator of the

whole vile scheme that it is discovered in all its

ramifications, and that he would do well to surrender

his usurped title and estates in the way less liable to

treate exposure."
" I understand," said old Bob Shakerly

:

" frighten his lordship into it—oh ? But ten

guineas fcr such information as you want from me,

is liUlo enow," added tlie old man, anxious to drive

the best bargain possible.

" Hero are twenty," said Lady Bess, producing

the remainder of the sum ;
" and I will make it up

to fifty on the day that the true Lord Evcrton re-

covers iiis rights. If you will not take my word for

it, I will give it to you in writing : but doubtless

those who have already spoken to you of me ——

'

" Your ladyship need not say any more," inter-

rupted the old knacker. " I am perfectly satisfied
:"

-then having helped himself vo the wmc, ot which

Lady Bess refused to par^^ako, ho [/i-jcceded to ob-

serve, " I suppose your time is precious, and there*

fore I'll come to the pint at once."

" Do so," said Lady Bess :
" for I am anxious to

be gone.
" Well then, it was as you have said," resumed

the old man, "just about sixteen years ago that h

genelman came to my lodgings—1 was then Uving

up Pancras way—and said that if I liked to do u

certain job for him he'd pay me well. I axed who
recommended him, or how he come to find me out:

and he told me as how that he'd been making
'quiries in some of the low neighbourhoods of Lon-

don for a resurrectionist. Of course in making theia

'quiries he'd passed hisself off as a surgeon : and so

it wasn't thought odd. Well, in this way did it ap-

pear that he came to hear of me. He then told mo
his business—which was that he wanted the dead

body of a lad about twelve years old, such and such

a height, and with dark hair. I was always a
rayther cautious kind of a feller, and didn't liko

standing a chance of getting into trouble : so not

liking this business overmuch, I said aa how I must
have more explanations. The genelman then goes

on for to say that it suited his purpose, for family

reasons and what liot, to have a certain lad of that

wery same age put out of the way ; but as he didn't

choose to go wery extreme lengths^which of course

meant murdering him—his scheme was to have him
locked up in a lunacy 'sylum and make the world

believe that he was dead. So then I twigged of

course that this was some affair of getting hold of

an estate or summut of that sort ; and seeing that I

could reckon on good payment, I agreed. But X

represented to the genalman that there was a many
dilBeullies in the way ; 'cause why, it wasn't atiy

dead body that would suit, buC must be one of a

:
certain age, a certain height, and a certain colour

hair. The genelman said as how ho was aweer of

all them dilBculties, and was prepared to pay a good

price. In short, he offered me a couple of hundred

guineas for the job, and gived me twenty guineas

as an earnest, lie told me that I was to come to

him the wery moment I succeeded, and so of coursa

he let me know who he was—the Honourable Mr.
Evcrton—and he had a house somewhere up at th«

West End of the town, I forget exactly at this mo-
ment where it was."

" No matter where," observed Lady Bess. " Pro*

cecn TTith your statement."
" When the genelman had gone," continued old

Shakerly, " I remained thinking of the business I
had to transact, but couldn't exactly see my way
clear at first. At last a thought struck me. It

happened at the time that I had a precious batl leg

through having tumbled into a grave one night when
I was doing a bit of body-snatching work ; and it

xaythcr suited me than otherwise to lay up for a
week or two and get it cured. So I fancied I might

kill two birds with the same stone: I therefore

went bang at once into the workus of my owo
parish, which was Saint Pancras, and got put into

the 'firmary. The workusos then wasn't what they

are now under the New Poor Law : it was easy

enough to get into 'em, and there was always a pre-

cious swarm in tiio 'finnary. So I ealkilatcd to my-
self that it would be odd indeed if out of such a lot

there wouldn't he at least one young feller answer-

ing the purpose who'd die in the place;—and 8ur'»

enough there was just such a lad a« the {jeucluuui
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te^'s.ii'^d—1 mcjin when he became n stifF'un. I

s-^pt in the bed next but two to t'lr.t wery lad

— and while he was dying I marked him as my
p-"y
—

"

• Go on, go on— and spare the details," said

Lady Bess, shuddering at this description.

" Well then," continued the old man, after having

g Jped down another drauffht of wine, " to make a

kng story short, the boy ditl die about ten days after

1 d entered the workus. It was a hinternal disease,

a.: they called it ; and he made a pretty corpse enow.

They didn't keep the bodies long above ground at

tie workus: so the funeral soon took place. That

very day I discharged myself, although my leg

v,asn't cured: but that didn't matter—for I thought

Mr. Everton's gold would be the best salve for it

after all. Well, I lost no time in calling on Mr.

Everton and telling him that I should be prepared

that night. lie told me to bring the body in a

cart to the neighbourhood of Everton Park, which

is about twenty mile from London, and named a

particular spot where I should be mot by himself

and some others. He gave me such a good descrip-

tion of the place that I couldn't miss it; and so

everything was arranged quite comfortable. Tliat

very night, betwixt eleven and twelve o'clock, I

I Sid the body out of old St. Pancras, and by two in

ta6 morning was at the place of appointment. Mr.

Everton with two otherj mot me. One of his

companions was a friend of his'u which he called

Lell&my t'other was a country chap ilsat he called

liarclay—a sort of servant. Well, betwixt us wo

of Lady Saxondale and Mr. Marlow—and with one

wild cry of anguish and despair, fell down

CHAPTEE LIL

THB OATH PEOPOSBD.

It was the afternoon, and Constance Fareflold sat

half-reclining upon a sofa in an apartment at

Saxondale House. She was alone : books and mu-

sical instruments were scattered around her ; end

had a stranger entered at the time—or indeed any

one unacquainted with the young lady's secret
—

'i3

would have thought she was beguiling the time by

means of those elegant accomplishments which prin-

cipally pertain to females of her class. Yet it waa

not altogether so. True, the young lady had been

singing, to her own accompaniment on the guitar,

one of those sweet airs which her lover the Mar-

quis of Villebelle so delighted to hear poured forth

in the delicious harmony of her melodious voico;

but when the guitar was laid aside, and although

she still listlessly retamed the music-book in hoi

hands, her thoughts became entirely concentrated

on the image oi him who possessed the worship of

her heart.

Sweetly beautiful was Constance Farcfield ; and

she possessed a disposition which, if never subjected

to the cnl influence-s of fashionable life, and if never

warped by the bud example of a mother, as dis-

conveycd the body into the mansion by a back door,
| playrd ii circumstances ali.-ady related, would have

of which Mr. Everton had the keys. We placed it

in a bed-room ; he then paid me my money, and I

tcok my departure. As I was driving in a leisurely

v,'ay along the road towards the nearest village—

I

forget what its name is now—a post-shay and f »i.ir

dished past as if going to London ; and as it was

then close upon day-break. I caught a glimpse of

Uj*. Everton and Bellamy with a young lad inside

the shay, and Barclay was sitting on the box. So

I inowed what that meant : it was the young heir

tl.at was being took off to the lunacy 'sylum. Ah

!

tliought I to myself
"

" No matter what you thought," interrupted Lady

Bess : " is that all you have to tell me respecting

the transaction of the substitution of the dead pau-

per for the living heir ?"

" Tiiat's all," answered old Shakerly.

"Then take your money," immediately rejoined

the amazonian lady ;
" and trust to me to fulfil my

promise when the aim now in view is accomplished."

The old knacker did not require to be bidden

twice to pick up the gold coins, which he deposited

a greasy purse, or rather canvass bag ; and then

re.'.Jore.i her a being of sifjual virtue, propriety, and

prudence. But she eiistei; in an atmosphere where

virtue is a flower that soon .sickens, fatles, an'^

withers,—occasionally pining for a time ere it be

blighted altogether, but often perishing with the

unwholesome bout at oure.

Ov the present occasn .n Constance Farcfield was

mcdiliting upon the promise which, as the readc

is aware, she had a short time before made to the

Marquis of Villebelle,
—" that in the world's despi^'

she would love hiin on unto the end," and that so

soon as he had secured the means of guaranteeirt"

an adequate maintenance for them both, she wou! ^

become his wife—that is to say, she would aceore

pany him to tlie altar, and go through the mockery

of the marriage ceremony : for no sophistry could

blind her eyes to the fact that the Marquis waa

married already. But as she pondered upon this

promise wiiich she had given, did she tremble? did

she hesitate ? did she experience remorse ? No : in

her own thoughts and in her own resolves the

Kubicon was already passed ; and she even longed

ardently and fervidly longed—for the coming of

belle

It is impossible to deny that the young lady's

he emptied the bottle of sherry. Lady Bess bade ! i ie hour that was to give her to the arms of Ville-

him good night ; and quitting the public-house, she

returned to the cab which was waiting for her. It

bore her to the immediate vicinage of Agar Town, ' passions were excited and her imagination inllami'd

whers she dismissed it; and proceeding to Solo- I by certain things which had come to her kuowlo.ige.

mon Patch's, she mounted her horse and rode away Was she not aware, from the conversation she hiul

' overheard between Mr. Gunthorpe and her niother,homeward direction.

It was midnight when Lady Bess reached her that the latter had oll'ered to become the mistress

cottage ; and as she alighted from her iiorse, the of William Ueveril, rather than rroign the hope of

front door was opened hastily. Frank Paton sprang
{

gratifying the passion which she had conceived for

forth : but the instant he recognised his sister in her , that handsome young man ?—and as there were

male apparel, he beheld therein the terrible ccm- ' now no secrets between the sisters, had she not

tirmaliou of all he had that day hoard from tiie lips ,
board fi-cm -J'.Uiaua the fact that this young W.y



TOE MTSTEETBS OV THR COTTRT. 247

had abandoned herself up to the pleasures of a | shame that she has not ev7n had tLo decency, the

(;ailt_v love with Francis Paton? Yes: nor had I delicacv. or the consideration to conceal her frailty

Juliana concealed from her the discovery of her I fi'om yuu. Do not attempt to deny it, Constance,"

amour by Lady Saxondale, and the flight of the added Lady Saxondale, impetuously ;
" I can read

young page from the mansion. Thus was it that

Constance had the evil examples of a mother and a

Hster before her eyes; and as she contemplated

them, it was natural that her own imagination

should be excited. Therefore was it that with the

delicacy which had at first characterised the love of

Constance Farcfield, thoughts and feelings of a

grosser contexture imperceptibly and insidiously

blended themselves; and she looked forward with

impatience for the day that was to make her the

Marquis of Villebelle's own.

While thus giving way to her reflections, as she

sat half reclining upon the sofa, the door opened,

and Lady Saxondale entered the room. Constance

blushed for a moment, fearing lest her thoughts

should be penetrated by the keen eye of her mother

:

but instantly recovering her self-possession,—for

$he also was rapidly becoming an adept in hypo-

crisy,—she made room for Lady Saxondale to sit

down by her side. And now she observed that her

mother's looks were grave and serious, almost to

solemnity ; and she rapidly thew a mental retro-

ijjcction over recent incidents in connejuon with

herself, to ascertain whether anytliing could have

possibly betrayed her secret meetings and cor-

respondence with the Marquis of Villebelle,

your thoughts upon your countenance as plainly as
if they were printed in a book."

The young lady made no answer : she looked con-
fused and ashamed—indeed well nigh overwhelmed-
and her looks fell beneath those of her mother : for

she felt that there was a guiltiness even in being the

confidante in her sister's guilt. She felt too that sho
would not have thus been made a confidante at all,

were she not of a kindred spirit, or else having
some love-secret of her own ; and all these things

she naturally perceived at a glance must be fathomed
by her mother.

" Now, Constance," said Lady Saxondale, " I wish
to have some serious conversation with you. Ed-
mund rebels against me—Juliana flies in my face.

Tell me at once, that I may either have something
to console me or else know the worst this moment,
—tell me, I say, are you still my own good, kind,

obedient daughter ? or are you prepared to imitate

the example of your brother and sister ?"

"Oh, my dear mamma!" exclaimed Constance,
snatching her mother's hand and carrying it to h';r

lips, while the tears streamed down her face, "do
not think too bad of Edmund and Juliana—make
allowances for them "

" It is of yourself, Constance, that I am speak-
" My dear Constance," said Lady Saxondale, ing now. Let there be no evasion. In what light

fixing her eyes in a scrutinizing manner upon her, i
am I to regard you?—as a dutiful or a rebellious

child ? as one who will minister to your molher'o

consolation, or help with the rest to break her
heart ?"

" How can you ask me ?" murmured Constance,

profoundly touched by Lady Saxondalo's words.
" Would to heaven that I could see you happy !"

" Then I take this as an assurance that you arc

my own dutiful Constance still
:"—and Lady Saxon-

dale kissed her daughter upon the forehead. " But
let me put your filial obedience to the test. Con-
stance," she suddenly exclaimed, " look me in the

" it is my purpose to leave town almost immediately

E,nd pass two or three months at the Castle in Lin-

colnshire. Of course you will be prepared to ac-

Cijmpany me ?"

" When do you think of leaving ?" asked Con-
stance, for a moment taken aback by this announce-
ment, yet again speedily recovering herself.

"The day after to-morrow," replied Lady Saxon-

dale.

" But is not this resolve somewhat hasty on your
port, my dear mamma ?" asked Constance.

" It may be so : but I am sick and wearied of
|
face! There like that and now answer mo

London life. The truth is, Constance, I am not |
answer me, I say, as if you were replying to

happy. I fear that I have cherished rebellious

children——" .

" Oh, you must not speak thus !" interrupted the

young lady, touched by the mouriifulness of her

mother's tones and looks. " I hope that you do not

include me in this sweeping accusation ?" Ala», I

fcm well aware that Edmund is not quite so steady

as he ought to be "

" No—very, very far from it !" ejaculated Lady
Saxondale : then with exceeding bitterness, she

went on to say, " You know not all that I have suf-

fered through his irregularities, his disobedience, his

cruelties towards myself But enough upon that

head !" she added with a haughty bridling up.
* It is not for me to complain thus of a son to a
daughter. Constance,"—and now Lady Saxondale
fixed her eyes with a peculiar earnestness upon her
youngest child,—"toll me candidly, are you alto-

gether in Juliana's confidence? Ah! that tell-

tale blush—that sudden start
"

" Dear mother, what do you mean ?" ejaculated

Constance, frightened at the change which had sud-
denly swept over Lady Saxondale's countenance.

"I mean that Juliana is so shameless in bar

your God answer me, and say whether you your-

self are still the pure, chaste, and innocent bning

which I love to think you are ? or whether you
also are fallen and disgraced ?"

A quick blush suffused itself over the young
l!i<ly's countenance—but her looks quailed not be-

neath those of her mother : and she replied, " I

take heaven to witness that I am as you love to

think me !"

" I believe you, Constance—I believe you," was
Lady Saxondale's rapid response. " But now 1 wish

to touch upon another subject. From Juliana's owp
lips," she continued more slowly, " did I loam thai

you both overheard a conversation which the other day

took place between myself and an impertinent in-

trusive old vulgarian named Gunthorpc. Was this

proper on your part, Constance ? was it kind, was it

generous, to become an raves-dropper in respect to

the atTairs of your own parent ? But I will not re-

proach you for that fault, inasmuch as you have

now given mo the assurance of duteous iip.il filial

obedience. It is done : it cannot be recalled. Bui
let me ask—do you believe the vile calumnies which

Iklr. Gunlhorpo on that occasion thought fit to hurl
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against you motlier ? Ah ! I see that Juliaua has

impressed you with tlie belief that those accusa-

tions are true. But it would grieve me dcejjlj',

derply—it would aftlict me more profoundly tlian

I can ever express—to think that 1 should be re-

garded in such a light by j'ou, Constance,—you,

my j'oungest child—my best beloved - and the

only one who now testifies due respect to your
mother !"

" If you toll me, my dear mamma, that every-

thing Mr. Gunthorpe said is false, it will be suffi-

cient. I shall then regard his accusations," added
Constance, " as odious calumnies."

" And odious calumnies they are !" rejoined

Lady Saxondale, with an empliasis the strength

of which was derived from her matchless effron-

tery. " Now do you believe mo?"
" I do," answered Constance: and yet scarcely

were the words spoken, when a secret voice ap-

peared to whisper in Ler soul that her mother
was deceiving her.

She accordingly looked with involuntary ear-

nestness upon Lady Saxondale's countenance, and
she thought she perceived a look that showed
conscious guilt on that mother's part,—a look

which was seen as it weie behind the mask of cool

and prideful effrontery which she wore. This

was another lesson that Constance then took in

the ways of the world - a lesson teaching Iier how
to look more profoundly than she had ever yet

been accustomed to do beneath the surf.aco of the

countenance and thus gaze down as it were into

the depths of the human heart. It was a lesson

ehowing her all the dark nooks and corners in

which conscious guilt hides itself behind the m;isk

of dissimulation,—thus affording her fresh hints

and suggestions for the better veiling of her own
thoughts and deeds in future. In short, it was a

farther reading which Constance now obtained

into the hypocrisies whereof the human heart is

capable : it was a deeper insight which she ac-

quired into the mysteries of duplicity and deceit.

And this is the worst species of enlightenment

which a young woman of her age and passions,

circumstances and position, could possibly obtain

:

for what she thus learnt she was likely to practise

—and by the discovery of the weak points in

others, she would become the better able to throw
the gloss of hypocrisy over her own.
Lady Saxondale was too astute and too deeply

versed in those mysteries of the lieart, not to

perceive what was passing in herdaughter'smind.

She therefore saw that her declaration of inno-

cence with regard to Gunthorpe's accusations was
not believed, notwithstanding the assurance that

Constance had given her that she did believe it.

For a moment she knew not what to say or do :

for the whole tenour of this conversation was to

lead to a certain aim which she had in view, and
unless she succeeded iu carrying her daughter's

mind along with her as it were, she felt that she,

must fail in attaining her object.

" Constance," she suddenly observed, " your

lips declare that you believe me while your heart

does not echo the averment."
" Why should you think so, dear mother ?"

nsked Constance ; and with the assumed inno-

cence of her looks she proved how well she had
profited by the new lesson of dissimulation which
ho had just received.

" Because your countenance showed me that

your thoughts belied your words. Constance,"
added Lady Saxondale, with deep solemnity of
tone and manner, " if I swear to you by every-
thing sacred that I am innocent with regard to

William Deveril, will ycu believe meV Butstop!"
ejaculated her ladyship : and with all the seeming
hauteur of conscious truth in what she uas about
to say, she added, " I have been a widow, Con-
stance, for nineteen years—and never once, &b
God is my judge, have 1 sacrificed my honour to
living man!"

Constance at once perceived the subtlety of this

asseveration. That her mother had remained
chaste and pure in body, was possible : but that

in soul she had become tainted—in short, that if

she had remained virtuous in respect to William
Deveiil it was not her own fault—the young lady
full well comprehended.

" Why, dear mamma - oh, why," she exclaimed,
"should you think it necessarj' to address me in

this strain? 1 believe you— 1 believe you !" she
cried vehemently, in the hope of getting rid of

the subject : and the excitement with which she
spoke gave to her assui-ance the semblance of

truth—so that Lady Saxondale, deceived for

once, really thought her words had produced
the desired effect and that she was believed at

last.

" I speak to you thus," she said, " because I

wish to impress upon yourself a sor)8e of the duties

which you have to perform : I liave likewise an
oath to exact from you ; and I feel that I could

not do all this if I appeared before you in the

light of a mother showing a bad example by her
own depravity."

" An oath that you have to exact from me?"
echoed Constance, amazed and frightened by the

announcement.
" Yes—an oath—and nothing short of the so-

lemnity of an oath," at once responded Lady
Saxondale. " The time has gone by for mere
child's play. Had I been more severe than I

have, Edmund would not be what he is—Juliana

would not be what she is : and now it is natural

that I should seek to save at least one of my
children from ruin and dishonour. Constance, I

have every reason to suppose that you still roaia-

tain a correspondence with the Marquis of Ville-

bellc."

"No," answered the young lady: and with

marvellous composure she looked her mother full

in the face.

" If it be so, I am overjoyed," oliserved Lady
Saxondale, though not exactly satisfied that she

heard the truth : and yet she could scarcely fancy

that her daughter had so soon become such i;u

adept in dissimulation. " Under these circum-

stances, therefore, you will have all the less difli-

culty in taking the solemn oath which Ltiow re-

quire from your lips."

" And that oath, mother ?" asked Constance
with an outward calm but with an inward shudder;

for she expected what the required oath would
be, and she dreaded as much to refuse it altogether

as to take it falsely.

" The oath I demand from your lips, is, that

5'ou will never again give encouragement to the

Marquis of Villebelle—never receive letters from

him—never send letters to him—never meet him
clandestinely—never think of Lim otherwise than

as a stranger."
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door, to leave it ajar : for her curiosity was excited
J

" Mother," exclaimed Constance, now feeling thai
-she was most anxious to know what was passing sho had no alternative but to show her spirit aud

between the mother and daughter—and from the assume a firm mien, "you are threatening me—
sign Constance had made her, she understood that you are using strange language "

liady Saxondale might every moment be expected
[

" Say then at once you refuse to take the oath
to return into that room which she herself had just because you are confident of breaking it. Now,
quitted.

j

Constance," continued Lady Saxondale, rising from
Meanwhile Constance, having instantaneously re- her seat, " it seems as if it were to become a strug-

cognized the handwriting of the Marquis of Ville- gle between you and me who is to be the mistress,

belle, tore open the letter, and ran her eye over its False girl that you are ! ere now you were embrac-
wntents. It was to the effect that his expectations ing me and weeping—ere now you affected to be
had been realized—that he had that morning re- I touched by my complaints against your rebellious

ceived from the French Government the notification brother and sister : and at present you are becoming
of his appointment as Secretary to the Embassy at

[

rebellious in your turn ! Take the oath—swear to
the Court of Madrid—that he was to leave London me that you will not abandon yourself to tim
in four days—and that it therefore became abso- ! French adventurer: or I vow "

lutcly necessary for him to see Constance as soon as " Mother, you dare not call him an adventurer !*

possible, that they might make prompt arrange-
[

exclaimed Constance, the flush of indignation ap.

ments for their marriage, which must immediately pearing upon her features :
" he is an honourable

take place. I man "

A sensation ofjoy thrilled through every vein and '• Oh ! since you are so vehement in his defence,*

fibre of the young lady's form as she read theje interrupted Lady Saxondale, "it is another proof
lines; and she forgot for the moment that her that you think more of him than you just now led

mother would re-appear in a minute or two to exact me to suppose. But listen ! The day after to-

tlie oath. As this recollection however flashed back morrow you will accompany me into Lincolnshire,

to her memory, she thrust the letter into her bosom In the meantime I will watch you with an unceas-

with the deep resolve that, happen what might, she ing vigilance. Whithersoever you go I will follow

would neither prove unfaithful to the promise she you : at night you shall sleep with me in my own
had given her lover nor hostile to what she conceived cliamber: you shall not even send out a letter to

to be her happiness. Scarcely had she thus disposed the post without first showing it to me : nor shall

of the note,—and while the flush of joy was still you have an opportunity of communicating alone

lingering upon her countenance like the last tint of with.any of the servants, lest you should make them
your emissaries or your go-betweens."the setting sun upon the western sky,—Lady Saxon

dale re-entered the room. Approaching the sofa,

ehe resumed her seat thereon ; and then taking her

daughter's hand, said, " Now, Constance, are you
prepared to give me this proof of filial love which I

require ?"

" Why should you put so little faith in me that

you exact an oath ?" asked Constance.
" Because a mere pledge given is often broken,

where an oath would be valued. And now let me
ask why you hesitate to take this oath ? Constance,

"Mother," asked Constance, now deadly pale,

"do you wish to destroy all love and respect in mj
heart ?"

"X care not," ejaculated Lady Saxondale pas-

sionately. "As for love and respect, you have

none : they are mere words—not feelings. You
are like your brother and your sister. But depend
upon it I will save you in spite of yourself."

" And what if I insist upon leaving the house ?*'

exclaimed Constance, with a deeper irritation of

it is for yoiu- own welfare that I am adopting so spirit than she had ever yet known, much less ever

eeru>us a course. Do not let me think that you ere before displayed.

now spoke falsely, and that you have really been " I will stop you," was Lady Saxondale's per-

maintaining a secret correspondence with the Mar-
;

emptory and imperious answer. " During your

quis of Villebelle. I now tell you plainly; as I have brother's minority, this house is mine—and now as

often before hinted, that the Marquia is married, well as afterwards, all these servants ai-e mine

—

I have the positive assurance of it—and therefore they are hired and paid by me. I will do as I think

if you become anything in respect to him, it can ' fit in my own house, and my domestics shall obey

only be his mistress."
j

me. Do you understand me ? will you drive me tb

Constance made no reply. She deliberated with extremes ?"

herself how to act, but could settle upon nothing. " I am to understand," said Constance, pale.

At length she said, "Mother, give me one week— trembling, and agitated, "that I am • prisoner

or only three days if you will—to reflect upon all here ?"

YOU have been saying." I
" You are," was her mother's firm and decisive

" Ah ! then you cannot decide at once? But you reply. " If you attempt to go forth unaccompanied

may act at once: and it is precisely this that I am by mo, I shall be compelled to expose you before all

•esolved to frustrate. In a couple of days you will the servants, by ordering the hall-porter to lock

accompany me into Lincolnshire : but are we go I the door, and by having every other issue properly

wish to receive from your lips the solemn assurance guarded."

that there is no chance of the Marquis being en- i
Constance burst into tears. She felt her spirit

couraged to foUbw you down secretly into that fail her: she was cowed—beaten—vanquished—al-
neighbourliooii. In short, there must be an answer most crushed. Lady Saxondale saw the effect of

given at once. Therefore," added Lady Saxondale the menaces she had held out, and inwardly gloried

emphatically, " will you give me that oath ? or by re- in her triumph. Withdrawing from the immediate

fusing it, will you leave me to my own surrruses and vicinity of the sofa where Constance was seated,

to my own course of proceeding ?"
|
she placed henelf on another at the farther ex-
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trcmity of the room; and taking up a book, she af-

fected to read it : but her manner and her looks alike

denoted that, true to her threat, she was in reality

keeping watch upon her daughter.

The unhappy young lady knew not how to act.

The Marquis of Villebelle would be anxiously await-

ing her response : how could she possibly convey

him one ? In four days he was to leave England :

indeed he was bound to do so, or else forfeit his

diplomatic situation,—the only chance he had of re-

trieving his ruined fortunes—but a chance which if

properly pursued, would doubtless lead him on to

wealth and the fullest prosperity. Four days ! there

was evidently no time to lose. But if Lady Saxondale

continued to watch her like a cat—if she had n^ade

up her mind thus to coerce her—she would be kept

a prisoner there until the moment when she should

be compelled, by the same strong will and tyran-

nical power, to enter the travelling-carriage that

would bear her into Lincolnshire. What would the

Marquis think of her silence ? what would he sup-

pose when he should come to hear of her abrupt de-

parture into the country ? Would he not imagine

that she had been over-persuaded to renounce all

future correspondence with him — that she had

proved faithless to her pledges and her vows of love ?

would he not quit the country in despair ? and what

I then was to become of her ?

! Such were the thoughts which swept through the

brain of the unhappy young lady ; and averting her

countenance from the view of her mother, she wept
in silence, with difficulty suppressing the sobs that

convulsed her within.

Little thought the afflicted young lady that her

confidential maid had been very carefully listening

I outside the door to the whole scene which had thus

j

taken place since the mother's return into the room :

and little thought Lady Saxondale herself that there

: was an eaves-dropper whose ear caught every syl-

lable of threat and coercion that had been uttered.

Such however was the case. There was Mary-Anne,
—her fine figure bent forward towards the open part

of the door—her red lips apart in listening eager-

ness—and her quick ear drinking in all that was
said. When the colloquy between the mother and
daughter was ended, Mary-Anne still remained there

to listen if anything farther took place : but finding

that a profound silence prevailed, she stole away
from the door, murmuring to herself with a merry
inward chuckle, " Love laughs at mothers as well as

at locksmiths."

CHAPTEE LIII.

JULIANA.

Lady Saxokdalb retained her station upon one

sofa, while Constance remained upon the other until

dinner was announced.
" JNTow," said her lad3'3hip advancing towards her

daughter and speaking in a low hurried voice as the

servant held the door open for them to pass out,

"you may or you may not, just as you choose, tell

Juliana what has taken place. It will not alter my
resolves one atom. But for your own sake I should

advise you to maintain a composed demeanour in

the presence of the domestics."

Constance said n«t a word, but rising from her

seat, accompanied h-ir mother from the apart in.'iit.

They descended the magnificent staircase to (he

dining-room, where covers were laid for four.

Edmund was not however there : but Juliana almust
I

immediately made her appearance—and the three

sat down to table. The elder sister,—who had kept

her own room the whole day until this hour, for the

purpose of as much as possible avoiding the mother
whom she now hated,—immediately saw that there

was something wrong with Constance : but she ol

course waited for a suitable opportunity to inquire

the reason. The dinner passed over—dessert was
placed upon the table—and the domestics thea

withdrew. The conversation, which had only beea

maintained for the sake of appearance in the pre-

sence of the servants, and which was even then

languid enough, now ceased altogether. Juliana

waited in the expectation that her mother would
soon quit the table and retire to the drawing-room,

as was her wont : but no—Lady Saxondale sat fast.

Constance looked thoroughly unhappy : and Juli-

ana's curiosity as well as anxiety being excited, she

said to her sister, " Will you come and practise a
little?"

But Constance only shook her head at her sister,

and threw a deprecating look at her mother. Ju-

liana was now completely mystified ; and after

another long interval of silence, she said, " Is any-

thing the matter, Constance? You certainly are

not yourself this evening."

"Ask our mother for an explanation," was the

young lady's reply, delivered in a sudden paroxysm
of bitterness.

But Juliana, who now considered herself altogether

at variance with Lady Saxondale, did not choose to

make any approach towards a real conversational

footing : for, as above stated, the few remarks slio

had made while the footmen were present, were only

for the sake of appearances. She lingered however
to see whether her mother would say anything of

her own accord : but Lady Saxondale shut herself

up Ln a cold reserve and a freezing silence. Juliana,

thinking that if she retired Constance would follow

her, rose from the table and quitted the room.

This conduct on her elder daughter's part was
precisely what Lady Saxondale reckoned upon. She
knew that Juliana would not condescend to ask ex-

planations of her relative to the melancholy appear-

ance of Constance ; and she felt equally well assured

that Constance herself would not open the whole

controversy in her (Lady Saxondale's) presence.

Thus her ladyship calculated that she should be

enabled to prevent her elder daughter from learning

the cause of the younger one's sorrow, and that thus

she would not have the power of rendering her any
assistance in communicating with the Marquis of

Villebelle.

"We will remain here, or retire to the drawing-

room, whichever you please," said her ladyship to

Constance, so soon as Juliana had left the apart-

ment.

Change of scene—change of place—anything for

a distraction in the present state of mind in which

the young lady found herself! She tiicrcfore rose

from her scat, and accompanied her mother up to

the drawing-room. Juliana was not there : she had

again retired to her own chamber in the hope that

Constance would come to her. When cofleo wai
served uj:, a message was sent to Miss Farelield to
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announce that it was in readinesa. This message
was borne by Mary-Anne ; and having delivered
it, she lingered in the room with an evident
anxiety to say something. Juliana accordingly
questioned her; and Mary-Anne, frankly con-
fessing that she had listened at the door in
consequence of observing how strange Miss Con-
stance looked, told Juliana all that had passed.
"Ah! is it so?" exclaimed Lady Saxondale's

elder daughter. " We must defeat this scheme
of my mother's. Hasten, Mary-Anne, to the Mar-
quis of Villebelle's lodging—tell him what has oc-

curred
"

"I have already been, Miss," responded thelad/B-

naid. "I went while you were at dinner. The
Marquis was terribly excited: but I soothed and

cheered him by the assurance that something should

be devised to help Miss Constance to freedom. He
will not stir out, but will wait at home all this e^en-

mg and all day to-morrow for any message or tidings

that I may bring him. I suppose you know. Miss,

that the travelling-carriage is ordered to be sent to

the coachmaker's the first thing to-morrow, to be

put in good order and have the wheels looked to

ready for a journey ? It is to be sent back by to-

morrow evening, so as to be in readiness for the

following morning."
" Then her ladyship is going to take us off mto

Lincolnshire ?" said Juliana. " Very well : we shall

Bee. The moment positive orders are given as to

the hour when the carriage is to start, let me know.

I will then tell you how we shall act."

Mary-Anne promised obedience; and Juliana re-

mained for a few minutes longer in her chamber ere

she descended to the di*awing-room.

" And so my mother proposes to take us into the

Bolitude of that dull old castle ?" she said to herself

when Mary-Anne had retired, " She thinks that

she will coerce Constance into accompanying her

;

and she knows very well that for decency's sake I

must go also. She reasons that I dare not remain

behind to inhabit this house by myself, while my
mother and sister are elsewhere. And she reasons

rightly. I must guard my reputation—I must en-

deavour to settle myself in marriage—I must obtain

an independent position in order to escape from the

thraldom of this tyrant-parent. The fii-st old peer

or wealthy old commoner who may propose, shall be

accepted : then will I find out my beloved Francis

again, and secretly may we see each other. But in

the meantime poor Constance must be restored to

freedom. There is now no alternative for her but to

fly to the Marquis of Villcbelle."

Having thus settled her plans, Miss Fare field

descended to the drawing-room. Lady Saxondale

took no notice of her ; and therefore it was not dif-

ficult for Juliana to make a rapid sign of intelli-

gence to Constance,—a sign which seemed to bo

fraught with hope—but how or of what kind Con-

stance for the life of her could not possibly conjec-

ture. Another rapid sign made her comprehend
the importance of preventing their mother from
perceiving that this intelligence was passing between

them ; and Constance accordingly appeared lo relapse

into her mournful mood. The evening passed a\> ay

dreary enough : at half-past ten o'clock Juliana rose

from her seat, and observing to Constance that she

was tired, quitted the room without taking the least

notice of her mother.

" Whenever it suits you to retire, Constance,"
said Lady Saxondale, a few minutes afterwards,
" I am ready : but you can do exactly as yon
like. If you choose to sit up till midnight, I am
indifferent."

" I will go at once," replied Constance,
wearied in mind and in body : for the fatigue
of the former frequently operates thus upon the
physical energies.

Lady Saxondale and Constance accordingly as-
cended to the suite of chambers belougmg to

the former: and declining any attendance of the

lady's-maids, for fear that Constance might find an
opportunity of whispering something in the ear of

any one of them. Lady Saxondale locked herself

in with her daughter—taking good care to conceal

the key in such a way that there was no chance of

Constance rising stealthily in the night and disco-

vering it.

On the following morning, when they arose, her
ladyship continued to exercise the same vigilance

over her younger daughter,—never losing sight of

her—scarcely even moving away from her side —
and inwardly rejoicing at the idea that things still

wore on thus without any explanation being given

by Constance to Juliana. After breakfast, just as

the latter was rising from the table to leave the

room, Lady Saxondale said in a cold voice, " Miss

Farefield, I am going into Lincolnshire to-morrow,

Constance will accompany me. I presume that you

also will proceed thither with us ?"

" It suits me as wdl to be in Lincolnshire as in

London," answered Juhana, in a voice as glacial

as that of her parent.

She then left the breakfast-parlour ; and as she

was passing across the haU to reach the staircase,

she perceived Edmund entering by the front-door

at the moment. He had a very dissipated look

—

his garments were in disorder—and he seemed as if

he had been up the whole night.

" Well, JuUe," he said, in his usual flippant

manner, "how are you? I suppose you think I'n

a perfect stranger?"—and he gave a tipsy hiccup.

" Come this way, Edmund," said his elder sister,

beckoning him somewhat mysteriously. "I want

to speak to you."

They accordingly passed into the dining-room,

and Juliana, making a sign for her brother to close

the door, said to him, " Do you know that we
are all going into Liucolnshii-e to-morrow morning?"

" Who's gomg ?" asked Edmund, with a ya>vn.

" Nut I, by Jove ! that's very certain. Our lady-

mother and you two girls may go if you like : but

I'll bo hanged if I do. I aui my own master now,

thank heaven! and I mean to let people see it.

You dou't know what a jolly lark I've had during

the past night. I and Harold pretty nearly killed

a pohcemau between us: but I don't think that

we were known—and, at all events, we got clear

oil."

" I suppose you have not been in bed all night ?"

said Juliana, not without a look of disgust, for she

now perceived that he wi\s hixlf-tipsy.

"Not I: and so I was just going to lie down

and have a three hours' nap—then get up again as

fresh as a lark, and off to Emily Oh ! I mean

But no matter:"—and seeing that he had com.-

mittod himself, he burst out laughing.

" And pray who is Emily ?" asked Juhan*.
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" Well, come, I will tell you, as you are older i

than me and quite a woman now, and therefore

mwst know that such things are done."

" I suppose you mean that you have a mistress ?"

aid Juhana.

"That's exactly what it is. Such a sweet pretty

creature ! I am sure you would hke to see her."

" How can you say so ?" exclaimed Juliana, af-

fecting indignation. "And Fiorina—what would

she think ?"

" Oh ! bother, she needn't know it. But I can

tell you that it was quite a series of romantic adven-

tures that threw Emily in my way," continued Ed-

mund, whom liquor had made boastful and gar-

rulous. " Now do listen, Julie—it is such fun. The

fact is, I was after Angela Vivaldi you know
the celebrated danseuse ; and I was led to beUeve

she lived in a sweet little villa up beyond HoUoway
—the Seven Sisters' Road, they call the place. I dare

say you know nothing about it : but it's a beautiful

part of the suburbs. Well, pursuing my inquiries

there, I fell in with such a strange woman—you

never saw the like. I. will just tell you what sort

of a creature she is. She isu't so tall as you are

—

what would be called of a middle height for a

woman : her hair was once black, but now turning

gray. You never saw such masculine featxires in

your life—and such eyes, dark in colour but bright

as burning coals. Her great thick brows meet above

her nose. She looks just like a man in disguise.

Then, to complete this picture, fancy to yourself an

old dingy coloured cloak and a dirty white cap on

her head "

"Ah!" ejaculated Juliana, as a sudden thought

flashed across her brain: for the picture of this

woman exactly answered the description which

Frank Paton had given her of the one who had

called at Saxondsde House.
" Why do you cry out like that ?" asked Edmund,

looking at his sister with surprise. " Have I

frightened you with the portrait ? I shall astonish

you now with what I'm going to tell you. I was

fool enough to employ this harridan to be a go-

between for me and the supposed Angela—I say sup-

posed, because it wasn't Angela who lived at the

villa after all—but beautiful Emily Archer, whose

dramatic name is Mademoiselle D'Alembert."
" Well, but what about this woman ?" asked

Juliana. " You have interested me in her—I fancy

you found her capable of any treachery or mischief

by your description
"

" Treachery !" echoed Edmund. " I don't know
what the deuce it was : but in the middle of the

night—for I went to sleep at her cottage—she sud-

denly came and awoke me, and in a strange state of

excitement bundled me out of the place. I really

did think I saw a dagger in her hand : but it migbt

have been fancy. Well, after that, I fell in with

seven mounted highwaymen, led by a woman
disguised as a man "

" Ah !" ejaculated Juliana. " Go on."
" I have not the slightest doubt she was the one

that stopped Marlow and Malton," continued Ed-

mund :
" for she called herself Captain Chandos to

me "

"The female highwayman indeed!" observed

Juliana, who experienced a sad sickening at the

heart, as she remembered that this was the sister of

linr lE'ich-lovwl JFraivcis I'utoiv.

"Yes: but if she had been alone, she wouldu i

lif^Te succeeded co well, I can tell you," exclaimed

Lord Saxondale. " iiut with five rulKans to back

her "

" I thought you said seven," remarked Juliana.

"Ah! five or seven, they were quite enough to

overpower me in spite of the desperate resistance I.

made. I think I must have nearly done for one of

them, and seriously injured nrother. You don't

know how I fought "

" But that strange woman," said Juliana—" where

did you tell me she lived ? Do you know, my dear

Edmund, I am very much interested in these adven-

tures of your's : so you must tell me all the details.

In the Seven Sisters' Road, you say ?"

"Just in that neighbourhood. The harridan's

cottage is situated in a field upon the left as you go

up—not far from Sornsey Wood Tavern. It's a

lonely and queer place. But why do you ask so

many questions ? Are you anxious to visit the scene

of my adventures ?"

"Heaven forbid! But you had better go up-

stairs now and he down : you look very much in

want of rest. I dare say we shall have an oppor-

tunity presently of renewing our chat."

" W eil, I do feel uncommon seedy," rejoined Ed-

mund, with another terrific yawn: "so J will take

your advice."

Thus speaking he quitted the dining-room where

this colloquy had taken place : but Juliana re-

mained there for a few minutes to rellcct upon all

she had j ust heard. She was determined to see this

woman of whom she and her brother had been

speaking. She had two reasons for resolving upon

this course : first, that she might endeavour to

glean the cause of the mysterious connexion be-

tween her mother and that female—and secondly,

that she might make the woman in a certain way
serve her design of giving freedom to Constance.

Her first thought was to set off at once and find

the woman without delay : but a second thought

showed her the necessity of waiting till she had as-

certained the precise hour when the travelling-

carriage was to be at the front-door on the morrow.

Moreover, even if she were at once acquainted with

this fact, she still saw the prudence of delay, be-

cause if she went so soon, the woman might take

it into her head to call upon Lady Saxondale im-

mediately afterwards, instead of waiting till the

hour when Juliana meant to tell her to be at the

house—and if she did thus call prcuialurely, the

young lady's scheme might be defeated. Therefore,

having well rellected upon the matter, Juliana

resolved to postpone until the evening her contem-

plated visit.

We need not dwell upon any farther details in

respect to the vigilant guardianship exercised by

Lady Saxondale over Constance thi'ougliout this

day. Suffice it to observe that never did military

sentinel more jealously or closely watch a prisoner

than this patrician lady did her younger daughter.

The only consolation experienced by poor Cousiauce,

was derived from the circumstance that Juliaua

contrived, unseen by her mother, to- make another

significant sign indicative ol' hope. Constance there-

fore saw that her sister either suspected, or hud by

some means, ascertained the precise cause and na-

ture of this vigilance which their mother was cx-

wci^iuH over her, and that she wua secretly working



254 THB MTSTEHfES OF THE OOtTBT.

in her behalf. But in Trhat Juiipj>.p'8 hope con-

sisted—how she was working—or to wliat issue the

whole aflfair was by her intervention to be brought,

the young lady could not possibly conjecture.

It was about nine o'clock in the evening—after

eoffee had been partaken of in the drawiag-room

—that Juliana retired to her chamber to hold an-

©ther consultation with herself what course she was

to pursue. She had not as yet succeeded in ascer-

taining at what hour the travelling-carriage was

ordered for the morrow. Her mother had said

nothing upon the subject—and she was too proud

to ask the question: but without obtaining this

particular information, she did not see how it was

possible to render the woman whom she meant to

visit, useful in forwarding her designs. While she

was pondering in this embarrassment, her chamber

door opened, and Mary-Anne made her appear-

ance.
" I have some news, Miss," said the abigail.

"Her ladyship has this moment issued orders for

the carriage to be ready at nine o'clock to-morrow

morning."

"This is just the information I required," ex-

claimed Juliana joyously. " Now, Mary-Anne, you

must proceed at once to the Marquis of Villebelle,

and tell him to be in the immediate neighbourhood

with a carriage, post-chaise, or vehicle of some sort

by at least a quarter to nine in the morning.

Arrange with him where he will be thus waiting

with the conveyance. The rest may be left to me.

And, Mary-Anne," exclaimed Miss Farefield, as the

maid was about to quit the chamber, " you must

procure for me by some means or another the key

of the side-gate, as I shall have to go out to-

night."
" You, Miss ?" cried Mary-Anne.
" Yes : but I cannot enter into explanations now.

You shall know everything hereafter. I have all

my plans well settled and arranged in my mind.

Of course you will accompany my sister to-morrow,

should she succeed in escaping from her ladyship

and joining the Marquis of Villebelle. And now
lose no time—but hasten to his lordship's lodg-

ings."

Mary-Anne accordingly departed to execute this

commission ; and Juliana descended once more to

the dravting room, where her mother and sister were

still seated—the one a vigilant sentinel, the other a

closely-guarded prisoner. Edmund,—who instead

of his three hours' nap, had been sleeping the whole

day in order to shake oiF the effects of the previous

night's debauch,—now made his appearance ; and

strolling wth the half-careless half-languid air of a

dissipated rake into the room, with his hat and

gloves on, ready to sally forth again, ho said, " Well,

mother, so I understand you are all going into the

country to-morrow?"
" Such is my intention," was Lady Saxondale's

cold reply.

" Well, I wish you luck. Ab for me, I would see

the precious old castle burnt before 1 would go and

bury myself in it."

" No one asked for your company, sir," replied

Lady Saxoudalc ;
" and therefore perhaps you will

spare your comments. By the bye, I may as well

inform you that if you take that list of which you

recently spoke, to Marlow and Malton, they will

attend to it. You understand me '("

"To be sure. I shan't (otrget to do ao. But
tbout the allowance ?"

i

" Every arrangement I made with you will bo i

duly carried out by the solicitors."

" All right," exclaimed Lord Saxondale. " And
now bye-bye. I wish you all a pleasant journey."

Thus speaking, he waved his hand in a half-
|

patronising half-familiar fashion, and without offer-

ing to embrace either his mother or his sisters,

lounged out of the room, to the great relief of Lady
Saxondale, who was heartily glad to get rid of

him.
" Did I understand my brother correctly ?" asked

Juliana, after a pause, and addressing herself to her

mother with frigid voice and look, " that it is your

purpose to proceed into Lincolnshire to-morrow ?"

" Is this the first you have heard of it ?" asked

Lady Saxondale, looking steadily at the elder
;

daughter. i

" The first. I do not remember that you had

condescended to give me any information upon the

subject ; and as for poor Constance, she seems to be

overwhelmed by some melancholy which I cannot

understand, but which at all events has the effect of

placing a seal upon her lips."

" It is my intention to leave London to-morrow,"

said Lady Saxondale.
" Perhaps, then, you will have the goodness to in-

form me at what hour you purpose to leave," con-

tinued Juliana, as if previously altogether ignorant

on the subject, " so that I may make whatsoever pre-

parations are necessary."

" I have not as yet decided upon the hour," re-

turned Lady Saxondale, resolved to keep Constance

as much in the dark as possible with respect to her

arrangements, so that the abruptness and the early

hour of departure might take her by surprise, leav-

ing no opportunity for escape ;—and though for &

moment she had fancied that Juliana miglit have

heard something through the servants, she was now

well satisfied to the contrary. Thus the elder daugh-

ter's duplicity deceived the astute and keen-sighted

mother.
" If you are uncertain as to the hour of depar-

ture," said Miss Fairfield, " I had better commence

my preparations to-night."

Lady Saxondale gave no answer, but affected to

return to the book which lay open on the table be-

fore her. Juliana made another quick sign of intel-

ligence, indicative of hope, to Constance ; and bid-

ding her good night—but without taking any far-

ther notice of her mother- left the room. Ascending

I

to her own chamber she whiled away half-an-hour

j

in consulting a map of London, and in pr<?parftl ions

for departure, the latter being made in case the

journey should really take place, with or without

Constance At the expiration of that half-hour,

I

Mary-Anne re-appeared.

" Everything is arranged with his lordship," she

I

said, alluding to the Marquis of Villebelle. " lie

will have a carriage in waiting round the corner ot

the next street."

I

" Good," said Juliana. " And now for the key of

the side-door ?"

" Here it is," replied Mary-Anne. " Have you

any farther commands, Miss i*"

" No : none at present. Dots :Qe Marquis seem

in good spirits ?"

I
" He is full of hope, Mibs, in wnsctiuenic «.•» «U^
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assurance which I have given him that you are doing

your utmost in behalf of Miss Constance."

"And we will succeed, too, Mary-Anne!" ex-

tlain.ed Juliana in a tone of confidence :
" I am cer-

tain we shall succeed. You had however better not

remain here any longer now; but bring me word
when my mother and sister and the household have

'

retired." !

Mary-Anne accordingly left the young lady's
[

chamber; "and another hour passed. It was now
eleven o'clock; and the faithful abigail returned

with the intimation that the inmates of the mansion

had sought their respective chambers. Juliana was

in readiness for her expedition. She had already

put on a common straw garden-bonnet—the plainest

dress she had in her wardrobe—and also the most
j

unassuming shawl that she could find. Stealing i

down stairs, followed by Mary-Anne who carried

the light, she passed out of the rear of the premises
•—issued from the side-gate—and telling the faithful

maid that she need not sit up for her, hastened

•way in the direction of Oxford Street. There she

entered a cab, and directed the driver to take her up
to the Seven Sisters' £uad in the neighbourhood of

HoUoway.
This ride took the best portion of an hour ; and it

was midnight when the intrepid Juliana descended

from the vehicle at the commencement of the Seven
Sisters' Eoad. She paid the man liberally before-

hand as an earnest of her good faith that she would
return ; and bidding him wait for her, no matter

}»ow long, she hastened along the road. It was a
beautiful clear night— so bright and lovely indeed

that the small print of a book might have been
read ; and therefore all objects were visible to even
a considerable distance. The map of London and its

environs which the young lady had taken care to

consult previous to leaving home, had sufficiently

defined to her comprehension the whereabouts of

the Honisej/ Wood Tavern ; and from what she had
gleaned from her brother's lips she had little diffi-

culty in discovering the cottage of which he had
spoken. But when she turned out of the main road
and began to traverse the field which it was neces-

sary to pass through in order to reach the place of

destination, she could not help feeling a sense of

utter loneliness; and this being the fii-st time in her !

lite she had ever found herself in such a position—
j

alone, at the midnight hour, in the open country,

—

it is no wonder if for a minute she experienced a
vague and shuddering terror. But naturally en- ,

dowed with a strong mind, she speedily recovered

her fortitude, and resolutely advanced towards the

cottage.
I

She now observed that it was indeed a wretched
poverty-stricken tumble-down habitation ; and as in !

the minds of the upper classes the loneliness and
misery of a dwelling invariably associate themselves

with the idea of treachery and crime, Juliana again

felt that sense of shuddering terror come over her
which she had already experienced. She therefore

hesitated to proceed any farther with her present

adventure: but the next moment conquering her
fears, and blaming herself for even transiently giv-

ing way to them, she entered the little enclosure

surrounded by the broken fence—advanced up to

Ihe door—and knocked v/ith her closed hand.

For a few momenta all continued silent within ;

aod Juliana began to fear that the woman might

not be at home. She knocked again: an upper
window was then opened—and a harsh voice, b'lt

just sufficiently feminine to show that it was n
woman's, demanded who was there.

" I wish to speak to you for a few moments," re-

plied Juliana, " on very particular business."
" But who are you ? and from whom do you

come ?" inquired the speaker from the window.
" Are you the same person who has been on two

or three occasions to Saiondale House?" asked
Juliana, though by the glimpse she caught of the

countenance which was now thrust forth from the
window, and which was surrounded by a great white
cap, she felt assured she was speaking to the right

individual.
" Yes—I am the same. Wait a moment : I will

let you in."

The window was closed ; and almost immediately
afterwards the rays of a light glimmered forth

through the dingy panes. Juliana heard the woman
moving about in the room above as if hurrying

on some clothing; and in two or three minutes

more, steps were heard descending the stairs within.

The door was now opened; and the woman ap-

peared, holding a light in her hand. The glance

which Juliana threw upon her at once cleared up
any doubt which might have remained in respect to

her identity. She had on the dirty white cap, and
had thrown over her shoulders the dingy cloak that

had been previously mentioned by Francis Paton

and Edmund; and moreover her features exactly

answered the description given from the same
sources.

Juliana entered the hut, and was conducted into

the Uttle wretchedly-furnished room on the ground-

floor. Madge Somers looked very hard at the

young lady ; and instantly recognizing the likeness,

she said, "Why, you must be Lady Saxondale's

daughter ?"

" I am," replied Juhana ;
" and therefore you may

suppose it is under no ordinary circumstances that

my mother has sent me to you this night."

" For what purpose ?" asked Madge, in her own
terse and dogmatic style.

" Lady Saxondale wishes to see you on most par-

ticular business at nine o'clock pimctually in the

mornmg. Can you be at Saxondale House precisely

at that hour ?"

" I can—and I will," answered Madge, evidently

astonished at the invitation. " Is anything wrong.

Miss?"
" My mother will herself explain the business,"

answered Juliana. " Of course it is connected with

the secrets subsisting between yourself and her "

" But am I to understand," interrupted Madge,

looking very hard at Juhana, " that her ladyship has

afibrded you any insight into those secrets ?"

" Surely your own good sense must tell you," re-

joined Miss Farefield, meeting the woman's gaze

with the steadiness of her own, " that my mother

could scarcely have entrusted me with such a mis-

sion as this, unless she had given me the fullest ex-

planations. I do indeed know what the secret is

that enables you to hold my mother in your power,"

added the wily Juliana, hazarding the remark in

order to draw out the woman.

And cunning though Madge herself was, yet

Miss Farefiold did succeed in drawing her out. She

pretended to be weary, and was therefore invited to
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rest herself awhile ; and during the best part of an

hour that she tarried at the cottage, there was of

course some conversation. Upon what topic, there-
,

fore, could they talk, save and except concerning

the matter to which Juliana had at random alluded,
|

but respecting which Madge Somers naturally fan-
,

cied that the young lady possessed the fullest infor-
|

mation ? So well did the crafty Miss Farefield
;

manage her portion of the discourse^ that until the
'

end of this interview she sustained in Madge's

mind the impression that she had known everything

previously ; and when she took her leave, she de-

parted with the full knowledge of all that she wanted

to learn. She took good care to slip ten or a dozen

Bovereigns into Madge's hand ; and the woman
faithfully promised to be at Saxondale House at

'

nine o'clock.

Of strange contexture were the thoughts of Ju-

liana Farefield as she retraced her way across the i

field into the Seven Sisters' Road. She had learnt
|

her mother's secret: but it was a secret that ap-

palled her. If, ere she had set foot within the cot-

tage of Madge Somers, she had lived ten thousand

years and in that time had exhausted herself in

conjectures as to what her mother's secret could

really be, she never would have lighted upon the

truth. The wildest flights of fancy never could

have reached that point to which accident had thus

suddenly and strangely brought her. Even as she

pondered upon that stupendous secret, she felt like

one walking in a dream. She could scarcely believe

in the astoimding reality. Once or twice she actu-

ally stopped short to ask herself whether it were

indeed true that she had heard what she thought

she had heard, and that she knew what she believed

herself to know. She looke<l around to fix her

attention upon particular objects near, in order to

acquire the certainty that she was really awake and

to satisfy herself it was no delusive vision of the

night. Then she walked on, and reached the vehicle

which was waiting for her at the place where she

had left it.

The morning had just begun to dawn,—the bright

fummer morning, bringing back the presence of

day to arouse a sleeping world, to bid the flowers

lift their heads and open their buds, and to signal

the matin hymn from the feathered choristers in

trees and hedgerows. It was four o'clock when
Juliana alighted from the cab in the vicinage of

Baxondale House ; and with her veil carefully drawn

down over her countenance, so as to conceal her

features from the observation of the policeman

whom an amorous cook was just stealthily letting

out up the area-steps of a neighbouring mansion,

—

Juliana sped on to the side-gate. There she let her-

self in by aid of the key that she had with her,

and passed safely into the mansion. Then, locking

the back door, and fastening the bolts so as to avert

suspicion of any one having issued from the house

during the night, she regained her own chamber.

Thoroughly exhausted with her adventure, she

tpecdily sought her couch, and fell into a deep

slumber : but the particulars of her interview with

Madge Somers followed her in her dreams.

She did not awake till eight o'clock, and would

not perhaps have aroused herself then, had not

Mary-Anne knocked at her chamber-door. Juliana

hastened to give her admittance; and the lady's-

maid bent cji inquiring look upon her young mis-

tress. But Miss Farefield had not the slighteal

intention of giving the abigail any account of het
nocturnal expedition: she therefore spoke hur.

riedly and evasively—promised to t«ll her every

tiling at a more fitting opportunity—and purposely

gave her some commissions to execute which would

occupy the next half-hour and thus prevent farther

convergation. Mary-Anne did not perceive that she

was treated with any deficiency of confidence, but

expressed her delight at the assurance which Juliana

vaguely gave her that measures were taken t»

ensure the emancipation of Constance from the

close thraldom in which she was now held.

At half-past eight another lady's-maid—Lucill*

by name—knocked at Juliana's door; and upon
being desired to enter, she said, " If you please

Miss, her ladyship purposes to leave at nine o'clock

punctually, and hopes that you are now ready for

breakfast, and that your things are aU packed up."

" Here is the box I intend to take with me," said

Juliana. " You can send up one of the footmen to

fetch it down and cord it."

Miss Farefield then descended to the breakfast-

parlour, where she found her mother and sister

already seated at table. Lady Saxondale appeared

inclined to unbend in some slight degree towards

her elder daughter—probably deeming it conve-

nient that they should be upon less chilling terms

with each other, especially as they had a long jour-

ney before them, during which the frigidity of

silence would prove irksome enough. Juliana her-

self had no objection to affect an inclination to meet

her mother half way towards reconcilement, the

better to lull her into the completest seciu-ity and

confidence as to the success of her own plan, so that

the coimter-plot which was arranged to happen

should strike her ladyship with a suddenness that

would leave her paralyzed and helpless, thereby

ensuring the escape of Constance.
" You look pale, Juliana," said Lady Saiondalo

with an appearance of concern.

" I have not slept well, mother, and have a violent

headache."
" The travelling will do you good."

" I hope so," rejoined Miss Farefield.

They talked on in this strain for a little longer;

and at ten minutes to nine Lady Saxondale said,

"We had now better put on our things; for the

travelling-carriage will be almost immediately at the

door. We have post-horses, of course. Two of the

footmen wUl ride on the box : Mary-Anne and Lu-

ciUa will go in the rumble behind."

JuUana once more ascended to her chamber, while

Constance accompanied Lady Saxondale to the

latter's suite of apartments. But we should observe

that the elder sister had again found an opportunity

to make a sign indicative of hope to Constance.

StiU was this young lady a prey to the deepest sus-

pense as to the meaning of all these signals of in-

telligence : but still, likewise, did she derive some

consolation therefrom, for she stood so deeply ia

need of solace

!

The travelling-carriage, with four horses and two

postilions, drove up to the front of Saxondale House.

The boxes were all corded in the hall, ready to be

stowed away upon the roof of the vehicle, where they

were now speedily packed in the usual manner.

The two footmen who were to accompany the equi-

,

pa^e, were in attendance ; as were also Mary-Anne
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uud Lucilla. Lady Saxondale and her two daughters

were now alone waited for. The clocks were striking

nine as they descended the great marble staircase,

dressed for travelling. Constance held her mother's

arm—the last precaution which her ladyship fancied

that it would be necessary to take in order to ensure

the departure of her younger daughter from London
and guatd against the possibility of flight. Juliana

foUowe<l a few paces beliind. They crossed the hall

—they issued forth from the mansion—one of the

footmen held open the carriage-door, the steps of

which were down. A glow of triumph thrilled

through the entire form of Lady Saxondale as she

felt confident that all her plans had now reached the

acme of success ; but a similar glow was experienced

by Juliana Faretield, as she caught sight of Madge
Somers in her old cloak, her dirty white cap, and
with her forbidding looks of masculine harshness,

rapidly approaching.
" You get in first, Constanoe," said Lady Saxon-

dale : but at that instant she also caught sight of

Madge Somers, and a ghastly paleness seized upon
her as she staggered a pace or two back : then ut-

terly losing her presence of mind, she advanced to

meet the woman, entirely forgetting everything that

regarded Constance.
" Fly, my dear sister !" were the quickly-whispered

words that Juliana now all in a moment breathed in

the ears of Constance. " Kound the first turning

to the left—and you are saved
!"

Constance threw one look of affectionate gra-

titude upon her sister, and sped away in the direc-

tion indicated,—the faithful Mary-Anne following

close upon her heels. The footman—Lucilla—the
servants who were loitering on the threshold to be-

hold the departure—even the very postilions them-
selves, were struck with amazement at this precipi-

tate flight of the young lady and her maid; and
those who happened to turn their eyes the next

moment upon Juliana, saw that her features were
radiant with an expression of satisfaction and
triumph.

All that we have just related was the work of a

few moments, during which Lady Saxondale had
encountered Madge Somers and quickly demanded,
" Why do you seek me now ?"

" By your own commands," replied the woman,
somewhat startled by this abrupt and most unex-
pected question.

" My commands ?" echoed her ladyship. " What
mean you?"—and a thousand wild terrific appre-
hensions flitted in an instant through her brain

with agonizing poignancy.
" Did you not send one of your daughters to me

last night "

A shriek rose up to Lady Saxondale's lips—but
she repressed it ere uttered; and feeling like one on
whom frenzy was fastening, she quickly turned her

head. Juliana was standing alone by the carriage-

door. Lady Saxondale rushed up to the vehicle

and looked in : but no Constance was there. That
some hideous treachery had been practised, she felt

convinced; and her looks instantaneously flashed

upon Juliana. Then, in her elder daughter's coun-
tenance did the wretched, almost maddened Lady
Saxondale read the expression of malignant triumph
which showed that the treachery was her's and that

it had fully succeeded !

For an instant the unhappy lady stood in utter

bewilderment, not knowing how to act ; but with •
sudden e3"ort she regained some of her lost com-
posure, and darting a terrible look upon Juliana,

made an impatient gesture for Madge Somers to

follow her up the steps into the house. The next

moment her ladyship and the woman traversed the

hall, entered the dining-room, and thus disappeared

from the view of Juliana and the amazed beholders

of this scene which was so extraordinary and so

incomprehensible to them.

Miss Farefield herself, not choosing to remain
standing in the street as a target for the scrutinising

looks of the servants and postilions,—and as a mat-
ter of course not having a single word of explana-

tion to give, even if she would have condescended

to any,—slowly ascended into the hall; and ob-

serving to one of the lacqueys, "If her ladyship

should want me, I am here,"—passed at once into

the breakfast-parlour.

The servants all exchanged glances of bewilder-

ment. Every one appeared to ask the rest what on
earth all this meant : but none could even venture

so much as a conjecture to the solution of the

mystery. Certain it was that Miss Constance had
fled precipitately, with Mary-Anne closely follow-

ing : certain also was it that Lady Saxondale had
been strangely agitated on beholding that queer-

looking woman with whom she had now shut her-

self up in the dining-room ;—and certain likewise

was it that Miss Juliana had experienced some good
reason for triumphant satisfaction. Yes— all these

things were certain enough: but what was the

explanation of them ? One i)art of the drama
looked uncommonly like an elopement : the rest oi

it defied all conjecture.

Juliana had not been quite ten minutes in the

breakfast-parlour, when the door opened and her
mother appeared upon the threshold. She was
ghastly pale—a ghastlincss enhanced by the bru-

nette tint of her complexion, the delicate duskiness

of which DOW seemed to have changed into the

sallowness of death. Her lips were blanched—her

eyes were fixed, but shot forth strange fires. She
was evidently a prey to emotions agitating in her

bosom with all the pent-up fury of the boiling lava

imprisoned within the volcano that still outwardly

seems to sleep.

" I am ready," she said, in a cold but deep voice.

JuUana started for an instant as this intimation

that the journey was to be pursued met her ears :

for she feared lest Constance had hfen brought

back. But immediately recovering herself she rose

from her scat and followed her mother from the

room. Lady Saxondale, who had now drawn down
her veil to conceal from the domestics the horrible

feelings which she knew to be refleeteil on her

countenance, passed steadily on to the carriage

—

entered it— and took her seat. Juliana followed;

and a glance at the interior of the vehicle quieted

her apprehensions in a moment, showing her that

Constance was not there. It was consequently

with a renewed sensation of joyousnc* that she

likewise entered the vehicle.

" Are we to wait, my lady ?" asked the footman,

still holding the carriage door open ; and he spoke

hesitatintjly, while perplexity and bewilderment

were depicted in his features.

" No : we will proceed at onco," was Lady Saxon*

dale's reply : but it struck Juliana that it was givea
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in the bewilderment of on« who was iu a state

between stupor and despair.

The steps were put up-^the door waa closed—the

footman leapt to the box—and the equipage dashed

away from the door of Saxondale Hoiise.

CHAPTEE LIV.

THE TBTE-A-TETE IN THE XEAVELHIfG-CAEEIAGB.

The carriage pursued its way at a rapid rate

through the streets of the metropolis : the suburbs

were reached and passed—and the open country

was gained. Nearly an hour had elapsed since the

vehicle quitted Park Lane ; and all this while not

a single word was spoken inside.

Lady Saxondale had thrown herself back in the

corner of the carriage, and had remained perfectly

motionless from the commencement of the journey :

her veil was still over her countenance, so that

Juliana was totally unable to obtain the slightest

indication as to her mother's feelings or what was

now passing in her mind. The young lady herself

sat absorbed in thought, revolving all she had heard

during the past night and all that had happened
this morning : she wondered where her sister and
the Marquis of Villebelle were at the moment—and

with a subdued sigh she thought of Francis Paton.

Presently Lady Saxondale slowly raised herself

from that reclining posture, and as slowly lifted her

veil. Juliana mechanically turned her eyes upon
her mother, and gave a sudden start—indeed, could

scarcely repress a scream—on beholding the fiendish

expression with which that mother was regarding

her. Grandly handsome as Lady Saxondale natu-

rally was, she seemed at that moment absolutely

hideous: her features were all convulsed with a

Satanic rage—her set teeth gleamed between her

ashy lips which contortion kept apart—her nobly

pencilled brows were corrugated—her lofty fore-

head was contracted into wrinkles—while her eyes

glared, or even glowered in a manner horrible to

contemplate.
" Ah ! you are frightened, detestable girl !" she

said in a thick husky voice : then as her counte-

nance gradually assumed a more natural appear-

ance, still however remaining ghastly pale, and with

sinister fires gleaming in the eyes, she added,
" Juliana, what do you think of yourself after all

that you have done ?"

" If you allude to the affair of Constance," re-

sponded the elder daughter, now having recovered

the most perfect self-possession, " I rejoice and I

triuinph."

" Perish Constance !" ejaculated Lady Saxondale,

vehemently. " I cast her off—I abandon lier for

ever! I discard her: she is no longer a dau;;hter of

mine ! Let her go, to become the paramour of a

married man : let lier drag out her life in infamy,

shame, and dishonour ! When the French adven-

turer is tired of her, he will thrust her off. She will

perhaps come back to me, full of contrition and re-

morse : I will spurn her. Then she will go and
fling herself into the arms of some new lover; and
he in turn will cast her away from him when
satiated. PorlKijJS she will come back again to nie

:

I will spurn her with my foot as before. Then she
will continue in the ways of profligacy, passing

from lover to lover, but each time descending

lower and lower in the social scale—till at length

she will take her infamy with her into the streets.

And there," added Lady Saxondale, with accents of

bitter irony, but which were almost immediately

succeeded by a strange and unnatural laugh resem-

bling an hysterical shriek—" she will drag herself on
through all pollutions—there the daughter of patri-

cian parents will suffer all insults and all ig^«mi-

nies, till at length her wretched career will close

in a ditch or a lazar-house !"

" I have listened to this tirade of your's, mother,

with unspeakable horror and the deepest disgust,'

said Juliana, at first somewhat frightened by the

terrible vehemence with which Lady Saxondale

spoke, but afterwards showing an air of loathing

and abhorrence. " Whatever Constance may have

this day done, it was your tyranny that dr(jve her to

it ; and as for the picture you have drawn, it is

quite clear that in your malignant \\ii-keduess you
depict what you desire should happen."

" You are adopting proud and haughty language

towards me," said Lady Saxondale, now bending

upon Juliana looks as ferocious as those of a tigress.

" Infamous gu'l ! what diabolical treachery did you
practise during the past night

!"

" And what a fearful secret did I learn, mother,"

retorted Miss Farefield.

" Ah ! a secret—yes 1 I know that you discovered

it : I know that by means of the most detestable

artifice you wormed it out of that woman wlio,

cunning as she generally is, was nevertheless

thrown off her guard by your matchless duplicity.

Well, that secret—go and proclaim it if you like!

Are you disposed to do so ? On my soul, it has cost

me so much to keep it, that it would now take but

little to induce me to proclaim it to tie world at

once. Therefore, Juliana, do not think that by tue

knowledge of this secret you have got me in your

power, so that I shall henceforth cringe to j-our

tyranny. If you imagine this, you are very much
mistaken."

Lady Saxondale had spoken with extreme volu-

bility, and in such a state of frenzied excitement

that her daughter had never seen her exhibit before.

She would perhaps have gone on longer : but ex-

hausted and breathless, she sank back in the comer
of the carriage.

" It is no use, mother, for you to afTect an utter

recklessness with regard to this secret," said Juliana,

in a voice that was spiteful in its very coldnesf.

"You know perfectly well that all you have just

been saying is not only false, but purely nonsi^nsical.

As long as you cling to life, will you cling to tnat

secret : but even if you had made up your minrt to

suicide, you would not tell that secret to a. living

soul ere you accomplislicd the work of self-

destruction. You might leave the secret, or rather

its elucidation, writteu upon paper, so as to exoroise

a posthumous revenge against one whom you hate

most cordially: but you would not dare look the

world in the face and explain all the past."

" You know not what I shall dare—you know not

what 1 shall be goaded to !" exclaimed Lady Saxon-

dale, quivering all over with a terrible rage, whi'.-h

appeared as if it must vent itself by doing her

daughter a mischief—for it was the rage of the

tiger-cat. " Why arc you here ?" she suddenly ex-

claimed, after tt few moments' pause :
" why did you
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lifct go away with your sister ? or why do you not

ruu after your Francis Paton ? Ah ! have I called

a blush up to those proud cheeks of your's ? What
are you ? the mistress of a menial hind ! You have

had a lacquey for your paramour faugh !"

" Go on, mother," said Juliana, the carnation

hne suddenly flitting from her cheeks and leaving

them colourless; but still she battled successfully

against the rage which Lady Saxondale's words had

excited within her. " Go on, mother : you will not

pn-jvoke me to come to actual blows with you ; for

that I presume to be your object now. It would be

a pretty thing for the postilions and servants to

learn that the brilliant Lady Saxondale and her

daughter fought like two cats in their travelling-

carriage ?"

" Juliana, how is all this to end ?" exclaimed the

miserable woman ; and with an involuntary motion

she appeared to wring her hands. " My God ! is it

possible that all this has happened P Nothing but

troubles have come upon me lately; and when I

told you just now that I cared not if the world knew
everything, I spoke my thoughts. But, Ah ! I re-

member—you then talked of suicide, and in con-

nexion with myself. If you only knew how near I

am resolving at this moment upon that catastrophe,

you would say naught to goad me on to it. But
Bgain I ask, how is all this to end ? Tou and I,

Juliana, cannot live together upon these terms."

" It was not I who offered to accompany you

down into Lincolnshire," was the young lady's

freezing reply. " By the mere fact of your coming,

you knew that I was bound to accompany you.

Besides, after your interview with that woman just

now, you came and told me you were ready. Did

not this mean that you desired me to follow you ?"

" I was half mad at the time—I knew not what I

was doing," answered Lady Saxondale. " The car-

riage was at the door—flight f»om home seemed in

itself a relief—it appeared as if one could flee away
from thought ! Besides, it would not do to stultify

oneself before all the domestics by countermanding

the carriage. And yet, good heavens ! what must
they have thought to see Constance disappear thus

suddenly, and me compelled to conduct that vile

harridan into the house—then closet myself with

her Oh ! it is enough to drive one to frenzy

!

But after all, I was wrong not to institute a chase

after Constance. We will return—we will retrace

our way !"—and Lady Saxondale was about to

thrust her head forth to command the postilions to

stop, when Juliana pulled her back.
'• If you think of returning to London in the hope

of discovermg Constance," she said quickly, " you
may save yourself the trouble. The arrantrcmonts

were so admirably made that all pursuit and search

would be useless."

" And these arrangements were made by you !"

cried Lady Saxondale, fiercely. " Consummate hy-

pocrite that you are, Juliana—I hate you ! I hate

you !"

" You call me a hypocrite—do you ? Well, it is

by no means unusual or unnatural for daughters to

take after thoir mothers," retorted Juliana.

" Oh ! this becomes intolerable !" said Lady Saxon-

dale, now utterly unable to rcstr.iin a violent out-

burst of agonised feelings : ami she not only wrung
her hands, but gave way to her tears.

' Yes—that proud, haughty, high-spirited woman

wept bitterly; and convulsive sobs rent her bosoiOi

She felt herself subdued—crushed—overwhelmed.

Her Boul was filled with hideous passions, chiefly

with a horrible spite against the daughter by her

side—but a spite which she knew not how to vent.

She could have turned round and dragged her nails

down Juliana's face—she would have gloried in

spoiling that grand beauty which waa a reflection

of her own—she could have torn out her daughter's

eyes—have dashed out her teeth—have dug her

nails deep into Juliana's flesh ! How she restrained

herself she scarcely knew : and it was p)erhaps be-

cause she felt that her rage waa thus so impotent

that she gave vent to her spite in tears, and sobs,

and in the wringing of her hands. But this out-

burst of emotion calmed the unnatural excitement to

which she had been worked up ; and she recovered

some degree of composure. Drawing down her veil

again, she relapsed into silence.

It is not our purpose to dwell at any unnecessary

length upon this journey into Lincolnshire—

a

journey which lasted until the evening. We must
however observe that little was the conversation

which ensued for the rest of the way between the

mother and daughter. Lady Saxondale occasionally

broke forth into fresh reproaches, to which Juliana

was not slow in giving equally cutting retorts : un-

til at length the mother, wearied of the horrible

excitement attendant upon these fierce bickerings,

shut herself up in a sullen reserve. In this way
the last three hours of the journey were passed;

and as the sun was setting, the towers and battle-

mented buildings of Saxondale Castle gradually

developed themselves to the view of the travellers.

The carriage dashed up to the front entrance

of the castle, where the servants were assembled to

receive their mistress and her daughters. A letter

which Lady Saxondale had written on the previous

day, made them aware of her intended visit: for

we should observe that there was a full complement

of domestics always kept up at Saxondale Castle.

The moment the equipage stopped, the servants

perceived that her ladyship was accompanied by

her elder daughter only ; and when, afler their mis-

tress and Juliana had passed into the hall, attended

by the senior domestics and Lucilla, those who re-

mained outside learnt from the footmen who came

with the carriage under what mysterious circum-

stances Miss Constance Farefield had suddenly dis-

appeared with Mary-Anne, they were as much as-

tonished as the household in Park Lane had been.

Two years had elapsed since Lady Saxondale had

last visited the castle. Her visits were neither fre-

quent in themselves, nor very lengthy when they

were paid,—it being generally believed that her

ladyship had no particular affection for her country-

seat in Lincolnshire. During that interval of two

years no change had taken place in the ancient e«is-

fice: nor indeed during the far longer interval of

nineteen years since first we intnxluced our reader

to that castellated mansion, had time effected much
visible alteration. There it was still, that ancient

castle—frowning in gloomy grandeur above the

river and over the landscape through which the

Trent winds its way !—there it was, tluit assemblage

of buildings, constituting in their vnitness one of

the grandest and most remarkable mansions belong-

ing to the British Aristocracy !

Lady Saxondale and Juliana ascen \h\ to their re-
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pective bed-rooms, each attended by a maid ; and

having achieved some alterations in their toilet after

their long, dusty, and fatiguing journey, they de-

cended to the dining-room, where a late dinner

—

or rather supper, as it might be called in strict

reference to the hour—was served up. But neither

felt much inclination for the dainties spread before

them; and they soon proceeded to the drawing-

room, to take the more welcome refreshment of tea

or coflfee.

What a host of recollections now swept back to

the mind of Lady Saxondale ! It was to this room,

nineteen years back, that Ralph Farefield had fol-

lowed her from the chamber of the dead old Lord
Saxondale, to satisfy himself that the child whose
restoration had been announced to him was really

there. As the widow of that old lord now cast her

eyes around, every incident of that scene appeared

to spring up to her view with as vivid a reality as

when it took place at the time. There was the spot

where Mabel was sitting at the moment with the

child in her arras : there was also the spot where
her ladyship's father, the Rev. Mr. Clifton, had said

in the fervour of his grateful piety, " God in his

mercy be thanked for the dear babe's restoration !"

—there too was the window-recess where she and
Balph had conversed together when she gave him
that appointment in the chapel—an appointment

which he kept, but whence he never departed alive

!

And where now were all these of whom she was
thus thinking ? Ralph Farefield had perished miser-

ably and mysteriously; and the lady had unex-
pectedly and startlingly found herself not long back
confronted with his embalmed corpse in the museum
at Dr. Femey's dwelling. Years had elapsed since

her father the Rev. Mr. Clifton had gone down into

the tomb; and many a sun had since shone upon
the church and many a winter's wind had howled
around the walls of that same sacred edifice in the

vaults of which his remains were interred. And
Mabel—she likewise was no more: but a few days

only had elapsed since she departed from this life,
'

as detailed in a previous chapter. But the child

which nineteen years back that same Mabel had
held in her arms in this same drawing-room—for

,

whose restoration Mr. Clifton had poured forth his

gratitude—and whose presence there had so cruelly 1

damped all the magnificent hopes and aspirations

of Ralph Farefield,—that child had grown up to
\

become a bitter curse to Lady Saxondale—the ob- !

ject of her hatred—and as she herself had so bit-

terly expressed it, " a viper that she had cherished

to sting her !"
|

As her ladyship sat in this drawing-room with

Juliana on the first evering of their return to the

castle, her thoughts were assuredly of no agreoabls

complexion. All the memories with which this very

room was associated, were fraught with unspeakable

mournfulness for her. A deep gloom succeeding

the terrific excitement of all the earlier part of the

day, had fallen upon her spirits ; and she felt a pre-

sent iinont of approaching evil. She regretted

having come to Saxondale Castle : the silence that

prevailed throughout the edifice, appeared to strike

her with a toinb-like awfulness. In Loudon sho '

was in the midst of life and gaiety. The mansion
in Park Lane being smaller, there were the constant

aouu'is of persons moving about the house : but

ber», in this vast baronial ediiice, nothing was

heard. In the metropolis, splendid equipages were
constantly dashing by the mansion: here naught
went by except the silent river pursuing its steady,

noiseless, and inanimate way. In London, Lady
Saxondale might have plunged into all imaginable

gaieties for the purpose of drowning thought : here

she must reckon upon passing hours and hours

alone, or else in the companionship of a dauLjhter

whom she detested almost as much as she hated Ed-

mund himself. Altogether, Lady Saxondale expe-

rienced a deep regret that she should have quitted

the metropolis and come down into Lincolnshire.

Juliana sat apparently half-dozing in her chair, but

in reality watching her mother's countenance. She

herselfexperienced a gloomy despondency which she

could not shake off; and she also regretted having

left London. There she might have heard of Con-

stance : there she might have carried out her design

of ensnaring some old lord in his dotage, or some
antiquated commoner, into the matrimonial noose,

and thus be enabled to indulge in her licentious

passion for Francis Paton. But here, in the country,

there was by no means the same chance of accom-

plishing her aims : and as for Francis, she would
lose sight of him altogether, and on her return to

London know not how to fall upon any clue to his

discovery. Thus was it that both mother and
daughter felt the gloom of Saxondale Castle strike

with a chill to their souls and plunge their spirits

into the deepest despondency.

The clock in the tower over the entrance pro-

claimed the hour of ten, when her ladyship starting

from her reverie, pulled the bell somewhat violently.

A footman answered the summons ; and she de-

sired him to order her maid to attend with

chamber-candles. Shortly afterwards LuciUa made
her appearance ; and as Lady Saxondale rose to

issue from the room, she was struck by observing

that the young woman's countenance looked pale

and agitated. She gazed again : and although

LuciUa endeavoured to compose her features, yet

Lady Saxoudale's keen penetrating eyes could not

be deceived by this attempt on the abigail's part to

veil unpleasant feelings.

"Is anything the matter?" demanded Lady
Saxondale.

" The matter ? Oh, no, my lady," replied Lucilla,

now blushing and looking very much confused.

"Yes, but I can see there is," cried her ladysliip.

" Tell me, Lucilla—you need not be afraid to speak
—what is the matter ? I see that there is some-
tliing upon your mind."

" Your ladyshiif would perhaps be angry," said

the young woman, still hesitating.

" I have already told you not to bo afraid to

speak frankly. Wliat is the matter?"
" Only, ray lady, I was rather frightened by what

I had hcartl down in the servants' hall
"

"And wlmt is that? Do for heaven's sake make
use of your tongue, and let us hear of what
nature the gossip is that has so alarmed you."

" Please, my lady, the servants say that last night

there was a ghost seen in the western side of the

castle."

The reader will recollect that the whole of this

portion of the edifice to which Lucilla had just

alluded, as well as the extremity that may bfl

termed the back or northern part of the building,

had long been disused, but uot shut up—for thi'
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rooms which were in those quarters had for years

and years past been attended to with the greatest

care and shown as curiosities to all guests visiting

the castle. These rooms were all furnished in thcj

style of the fourteenth and fifteenth centuries : the

walls were hung with tapestry, which however was

for the most part torn and tattered ; and altogether

the aspect of those apartments was that of the in-

terior of the ancient mansions which romancists

love to describe, and which superstition deems most

congenial to the presence of spirits from the other

world. Nor must it be forgotten that the chapel

was on the western side, overlooking the River

Trent,—that same chapel where Lady Saxondals's

appointment was kept by Ralph Farefield, but from

which he never went forth alive !

At that announcement relative to the ghost which

Lucilla had just made, Lady Saxondale gave a con-

temptuous smile—as did also Juliana. The former

was turning away to proceed to her chamber, when
the latter said, " Perhaps you will tell us, Lucilla,

something more about this apparition ?"

The maid hesitated, seeing that Lady Saxondale

was moving away : but her ladyship suddenly

stopped, and again turning round, said, " Yes—give

us the particulars : for it is possible that there may
be ghosts with a predatory intent secreted in the

castle ; and if so, it will be as well to have a

thorough examination of the place ere we retire to

rest."

" From what I have been told, my lady," an-

swered Lucilla, " it appears that some of the ser-

vants went into the tapestry-rooms yesterday to

dust them and open the windows. Robert,"—allud-

ing to one of the footmen,—" went into the chapel

to open the windows there ; and he entered the

cloister of tombs. At that moment he thought he

heard a door shut ; and going back into the chapel,

he saw that the door of the vestiary, which he had

noticed to be open a few minutes before, was now
closed. For the moment he was rather startled :

but he opened it, and looked in. No one was there

;

and he accordingly concluded that it must have

been the draught from the entrance of the chapel

that had made the door shut. He therefore thought

no more of the matter. In the evening he and two

or three others of the servants went back to shut

the windows again. They had lights with them:

for it was then dusk. Having closed the windows

in the rooms and the corridor, they passed into the

chapel : but just at the instant they entered the

place they saw a shape glide iuto the vestiary.

They ran out in a terrible friglit ; but ashamed of

themselves, stopped short in the passage. Then
Robert mentioned the circumstance about the door

shutting in the morning. They all resolved to go

and explore the vestiary together. They did so,

but saw nothing. They even opened the door

which leads down into the vaults : but I do not

think they descended the steps. However, the ser-

vants are all full of the idea that a ghost was really

seen ; and I hope your ladyship will not be angry

with me for having felt a little frightened after

what 1 heard—nor yet you. Miss "

" Angry with you !" ejaculated Juliana :
" who

can be angry with you, for having told what you

heard and what you were desired to toll?"

" It is very ridiculous," said Lady Saxondale, but

with a certain air of constraint, and also in a low

and altered voice ;—" very ridiculous indeed for the

domestics to give way to such foolish alarms. No
doubt the wind caused the door to shut in the morn-
ing, and a shadow frightened the silly creatures in

the evening. It would be giving too much import-

ance to the matter to institute any additional

search. I shall now retire. Good night, Juliana."
" Grood night, mother," responded the young

lady : and rising from her seat, she rang the bell for

another maid to attend upon herself.

It must not be thought that this interchange of

the usual valedictions between the mother and

daughter proved that a reconciliation had taken

place. They were still as much at enmity as ever

:

they had not exchanged ten words since they

alighted at the castle—and it was only for the sake

of appearances that they had thus wished each

other good night in the presence of Lucilla.

On proceeding to her apartment, attended by the

maid, Lady Saxondale was struck by its gloomy ap-

pearance. Not but that it was splendidly furnished,

and belonging to what was termed the inhabited

portion of the castle, was completely modernized in

all its appointments : yet still it was very different

from the elegant and cheerful bed-chamber which

she was wont to occupy at Saxondale House in Lon-

don. The deep doorway—the arched %vindows—the

immense chimney-piece—the huge cornices, elabo-

rately carved and inwrought with armorial bear-

ings—struck her in strong contrast with the light,

airy, and pleasing architectural arrangements of the

mansion in the metropolis. Besides, this apartment

was so spacious that although wax-candles burnt

upon the toilet-table and a lamp on another table

on the opposite side, the remote corners appeared to

be enveloped in gloom. But Lady Saxondale strug-

gled hard to throw off the oppressive feeling which

sat so heavily upon her ; and her pride would not

let her make any comment upon her sensations in

the presence of Lucilla.

When her night-toilet was completed and the

maid was dismissed. Lady Saxondale did not imme-
diately seek her couch. She could not conceal from

herself that the ghost-story had made a certain im-

pression upon her. If she had been asked whether

she believed in the possibility of apparitions from

the other world, she would have scornfully replied

in the negative ; and even if she had sat down de-

liberately to ask herself whether she entertained

such a belief, the secret response to her own self-put

query would have been precisely the same. More-

over, the reader is already aware that she was a

very strong-minded woman. But her spirit had

been much bent by the incidents of the morning

:

the terrific excitement through which she had

passed had left in its reactionary influence the

darkest despondency hovering around her soul ; and

her reflections in the drawing-room had conjured up

memories and associations but too well calculated

to increase the depression of her mind. She was

therefore peculiarly susceptible of the gloomy im-

pressions made by the antique appearance of the

spacious apartment, notwithstanding all the embel-

lishments of modern splendour which under otlier

circumstances would have entirely eclipsed or

absorbed that air of sombre heaviness : and in like

manner was her imagination, borne down an<i

attenuated as it was, accessible to a superstiticu

terror.
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She did not therefore immediately retire to rest

Perhaps, in addition to all that we have just detailed,

there were still darker &nd deeper fears haunting

her mind, excited by the memories of the past and

the associations of the present. She felt afraid to

enter her couch. But at length literally ashamed

of her terrors, she said aloud, " This weakness on

my part is preposterous !" — and she advanced

towards the bed.

But obedient to an irresistible impulse, she stooped

down, raised the drapery, and looked under it. No
object of alarm met her eyes ; and rising up again,

she once more blamed herself for her fliily fears.

But still she had not the courage to lie down ; and

almost before she was aware of it, she found herself

looking into the cupboards, and with the lamp in

her hand taking a close survey of the apartment.

Even to the dressing-room opening thence, and to

a bath-room which lay beyond, did she push her

investigation: but still she discovered naught to

alarm her.

" Now," she said to herself, " I will lie down :"

—

hut as she again approached the couch, she expe-

rienced a vague and deepening terror for which she

could not altogether account.

Replacing the lamp upon the table, she stood

hesitating in the middle of the room. She caught a

glimpse of her countenance in the mirror suspended

above the toilet-table, and saw that it was very pale.

Her own looks frightened her, and a cold shudder

swept through her entire frame. Her glossy black

hair was gathered up beneath an elegant cap—

a

morning wrapper enveloped her superb form—her

naked feet were thrust into embroidered slippers

—

and there she stood in the middle of the apartment,

like a grand statue of classic beauty oppressed with

a dumb deep consternation which she could not

shake off.

"No, no,—it cannot be!" she suddenly said to

herself, with the desperate effort of a naturally

strong mind endeavouring to cast away the incubus

of a terror to the cause of which her proper intelli-

gence could not assent :
" the spirits of the departed

do not walk upon earth! And yet if it were so,

the shade of him may indeed be supposed to revisit

that place
"

But here her thoughts abruptly stopped short,

for she dared not pursue their tenure : and then, by
one of those inscrutable impulses which sometimes

make their influence felt upon the denizens of this

world, she experienced a shuddering desire to visit '

the spot to which she had just alluded and satisfy

herse^ that there was no cause for alarm. Indeed,

she began to feel that until she had done this she

could not hope to shake off the vague terrors which

had seized upon her—much less to pass her nights

in tranquillity beneath that roof. And now all the

fortitude of this naturally strong-minded woman
came back to her aid ; and she resolved upon obey-

mg the secret impulse which was every moment
becoming paramount above the alternatives of obe-

j

dienco or disobedience. It was growing irresis-

tible !

I

" If his spirit may appear to any one, it will be
certain to appear to me," she said to herself. " If

so, better meet the apparition at once, than live in

constant terror of beholding it draw aside the bed
curtains or emerge from the obscurity of some
corner in this room. But if not, then shall I in-

deed smile at the fears which have crept upon me—
and they will revisit me no more."

These reflections, to which she could not hare

possibly been led in the broad day-lig'it, were

natural enough at the hour of night, when in-

fluences unknown in the sunshine exercise their

mystic and indomitable sway. Lady Saxondale

hastened to throw on some additional clothing;

and taking the lamp in her hand, she issued from

the room. She paused just o\itside the threshold to

assure herself that the household had retired to rest

and that all was still within the castle—and hearing

no sound, she passed onward through the passages

and corridors leading to the western side of the

edifice. In a few minutes she reached that corridor

whence the chapel opened; and here slie stopped

short suddenly, saying to herself, " The feeling that

has brought me hither argues a greater weaknesi

than the vague terror which first gave rise to it."

She was about to retrace her way : but no—sha

could not. An irresistible impulse urged her on;

and in a sort of desperation, she said, " Yes, I will

proceed, if it be only to convince myself that I have

the courage to do so
!"

She accordingly opened the chapel-door; and
though it was the middle of summer, the place

struck chill to her flesh, lightly clad as she was.

She advanced a few paces, and then paused to listen

and to look around. All was still—and no object

of terror met her eyes. Through the open arched

entrance her looks plunged into the cloister: but

the light of the lamp did not penetrate far enough
to develop in shapely outline the objects it con-

tained: they looked like things darker than the

darkness which enveloped them. She glanced to-

wards the vestiary, and a shudder passed through

hor frame—while her countenance, already pale,

grow paler still. But it was not that she saw any-

thing to alarm her : for she did not. The door was

shut—and all was silence, and stilbiess, and im-

moveability around.

She made a step forward to approach that ves-

tiary; but with another cold shudder—a dread

abhorrence for that spot—she turned aside and

passed into the cloister. Now she was amidst the

tombs, and in the presence of that colossal figure

of black marble representing a warrior in complete

armour with the vizor closed,—the stone effigy of

the founder of the proud race of Saxondale ! Her
ladyship was not a woman to tremble before this

cold inanimate form ; and she remained gazing

upon it, as it stood there in its life-like attitude

with the left hand upon the hip and the right arm
extended towards the door. She even felt the proud

satisfaction of proving her own courage by lingering

thus in that place of tombs and in the presence of

that marble man. At length she turned away ; and

now with a firmer step, a stron^^er compression of

the lips, and a more daring spirit of research, she

approached the vestiary. Without hesitation—

without even allowing herself to pause, loet her

fortitude should fail her—she at once opened the

door. As the huge portal moved slowly upon its

hinges, the light of the lamp which she carried

in her hand threw its beams into tlw place; and

then, witli a still unflinching boldness, she crossed

the thrcsliold.

But, Ah ) how was it that the lamp fell not front

hor hand?—for at the instant her blood all scemod
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to curdle in her veins—the pulsations of her
heart stood still—and an appalling consternation
seized spell-like upon her. A form In human
shape was stretched upon the huge oaken oliest
wherein the silver plate of the altar and the gar-
ments of the priests were wont to be kept in the
Catholic period of that chapel's existence. But
only for an instant lasted the superstitious na-
ture of her horror :—transient as any human
feeling can be, it was succeeded by another
tliDugh scarcely less fearful species of consterna-
tion, as she recognised in that recumbent sleep-
ing figure the unmistakable form and features of
Chiffiu the Caunibal

!

CHAPTER LV.

THE VESTIARY OP THE CIUrEL.

Ladt Saxondaib's first impulse was to fly—to
raise an alarm—and to have the villain arrested

:

but all in a moment the light of the lamp flashing

upon his eyes, awoke him—and he started up. He
had slept with a loaded pistol by his side, which he
instinctively clutched and presented at her ladyship,

so that she still remained petrified with horror : but

immediately recognizing her, he lowered the weapon,
and giving vent to a subdued chuckling laugh, said

in his usual growhng tone, " Why, what on earth

brings you here, ma'am, at this hour ?"

Lady Saxondale, recovering somewhat of her pre-

sence of mind, glanced around to assure herself that

the rufhan had no companions with him ; and per-

ceiving that he was done, she grew more cour-

ageous—so that it was even with a return of her

accustomed haughtiness of look and manner, that she

said, " Kather should I ask how dare you set foot

within these walls ?"

" For want of a better home at the present," replied

Chiffin, as coolly as if there were not the slightest

cause for alarm on his own account: and indeed

such was his conviction.

" But what is to prevent me from summoning
my domestics and handing you over to the grasp of

justice?" demanded Lady Saxondale, wishing to

ascertain the precise grounds of the man's self-

sufficiency : for she could not help seeing that he
considered her to be to a certain extent in his

power.

"What should prevent you?" ho said: "why,
several things, to be sure—and I dare say you ain't

far ofiF from guessing some of 'em."

"Name them," rejoined Lady Saxondale, ab-
ruptly: for the terrible suspicion flashed to her
mind that perhaps Madge Somers had betrayed her
secret to the Cannibal, although the woman bad po-

sitively sworn to her ladyship in the morning of that

day, at Saxondale House, that she had treasured it

closely in her own breast until it was inveigled from
her by Juliana—but that to JuUana alone had she
ever mentioned it.

"Name them—eh?" echoed the Cannibal. "Well,
in the first place, it was rather a rum thing the way
that my friend and employer Mr. Kalph Fare-
field

'•

" Ah !" ejaculated Lady Saxondale, starting as if

a viper had suddenly plunged its fangs into her

" Oh ! then you didn't know that me and Mr
Farefield was intimate ?" said the Cannibal: "but
such was the case. I should have thought Madge
Somers would have mentioned tliat circumstance to

your ladyship. I told her all about it one night not
very long ago ; and as of course I know she's been
in communication with your ladyship, I thought she
might have spoke on that subject."

" She never did," observed Lady Saxondale, with
nervous petulance. "Do you know why she has
been in communication with me ?"—and she fixed

her eyes earnestly upon the Cannibal.
" Why, I suppose because she saved your son's

life that night up at her cottage—for what reason
though I never could tell, as I shouldn't have spared
him—and that's the truth."

" Yes, yes—you are right," said Lady Saxondale
hastily. "That is the reason why the woman
Somers asserts a claim upon my gratitude :"—and
with a secret feeling of indescribable reUef and satis-

faction she mentally added, " He does not know the
secret. Madge has proved faithful."

" Well, but as I was saying," resumed Chiffin,

" wasn't it rather suspicious that Mr. Farefield should
have met his death in so queer a way ? It isn't

likely he went down into that vault and drowned him-
self of his own accord : he wasn't the man to do it

—

partickler as when the old lord was dead, there was
only the banthng betwixt Ralph and the title as

well as the estate—and he knowed that I was ready

to lend him a helping hand in the matter. But to

tell your ladyship the truth, I never had any sus-

picion that Ralph met his death by foul means—

I

always thought it was an accident—till t'other

night, when I took the Uttle Uberty of introducing

myself to your ladyship at Saxondale House by the

aid of a skeleton key and a crow-bar : for them's

generally my letters of introduction."

" And why, on that night, did you begin to think

otherwise concerning Mr. Farefield's death ?" asked

Lady Saxondale, pale and motionless as a statue,

but her eyes burning like living coals as she kept

them fixed upon the Cannibal.
" Because it struck me when I come to think of

it afterwards," rephed the man, with a look of

sardonic significancy, " that for a lady to have that

scent-bottle filled with stupifying stuff was a queer

thing enow ; and that if she had it, it could only

be to use it—and that if she was bold enough to

use it, it couldn't be for the very best of purposes.

So putting two and two together, and remembering
that your ladyship might have had good reasons for

putting Mr. Ralph Farefield out of the way nine-

teen years ago "

" You dare not throw such an accusation at me 1"

exclaimed Lady Saxondale.
" Ah ! but I do though—and within the last

few minutes your own conduct has confirmed the

suspicion."

" My conduct ?" echoed her ladyship m mingled

astonishment and alarm ; for she was at a loss 'jo

conjecture the man's meaning, but feared that she

had unknovvingly committed herseh'.

" Why, the moment 1 spoke of Mr. Ralph Fare-

field, you turned round and looked at that door be-

hind you," answered ChilHu, with a still more

Satanic siguificancy of look tKan he had ere now
leg : and then she glanced instinctively towards the worn. " Where iloes that door lead to ? Down
door leading down to the subterranean vaults. I into the vaults. AnJ what have the vaults got
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io do with Ralph Faroficld" Why, that he waa
|

drowned tlicre. And if jou hadn't a knowod this,
j

why should you turn round so sudden and in such a

ffuilty manner towards that door ?"

"I did not—it is false—it is a mistake!" cried

Lady Saxondale vehemently : but horrible distress

was mingled with her impetuous excitement.
j

"Ah I but I say you did though," retorted Chiffin, '

" and you can't deceive me. If you knowed that

Ilalph Farcficld met his death there, you must liave

had something to do with it ; for if you had nothing

at all to do with his death, you wouldn't have

knowed he was there at all or how he died. That's

as pram as possible. The world never knowed it

:

it was never put in the paper : all that was said

was that he disappeared suddenly, and was supposed

to have fled the country on account of his debts.

But me and some pals of mine discovered, him
Jown there—fished him up—and sold him to a

doctor."

no. 34.—TniED SERIE3.

Lady Saxondale gave an invHjtuntary groan M the

hideous, horrible, awful conviction was forced upon

her that the deeds of the dreadful man who was ia

her presence had so mysteriously yet closely linked

themselves with circumstances or associations bo-

longing to her own career. Oh ! to recall the past

!

But no : it was impossible. Was she—the proud, the

haughty, the brilliant Lady Saxondale—constrained

to linger here in discourse with the foulest of foul

specimens of humanity? Yes—such was the ne-

cessity to which the dark incidents of her life had

brought her : and therefore that groan—Oh ! it

expressed a world of horrible f(!olings, all conveyed

through one deep, involuntary, hollow sound!
" Come, come, ma'am," said ChiiRn, with coar»e

familiarity—and now the patrician lady shuddered

from head to foot,—"don't fake on so just bccauao

we're chatting over past tilings. You see that som»

events which happened in my life ia pretty new
connected with some of your'n. Well. I've fathomfld
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all about Kalpli Farefield's business

—

and tliat ia one gold:"—and Lady Saxondale spoke with feverish

roiis(jn why you won't attempt to do mc a mischief, rapidity. " Well, I will give you some. Tell me
AiiothfT reason i«

" what you require Be modorcte however: for I

Lady Saxondale started convulsively: it was a departed somewhat hurriedly fn^m London, and
movement the abruptness of which, and accompa- have brought but slender resources with me."

nicd as it was by another anguished look, seemed 1 "Wait a moment," said Chitlin. "After what

to say, " What more, in heaven's name, can he I know of your ladyship, I needn't be over nice or

know ?" stop to mince matters about myself. It's all very

"Another reason is," continued the Cannibal, well to tell me to be off from this place; but how do

observing the effect of his words, but taking a savage I know that I shan't be running into the lion's

delight in showing the great titled lady how com- mouth ?"

plctely she was in his power—or at least how much
I

" What do you mean ?" demanded the mistrew of

lie considered her to be,
—" another reason why your

,

the castle hastily.

ladystiip wouldn't find it convenient to quarrel with 1

" I mean that as London might be rather too hot

me, and why ynu needn't talk again of calling up to bold me, I trudged off—got a lift down by the

the servants, because you won't do anything of the coach—and determined to take up my quarters

sort
"

I

liere for a short time. I ktiowed that half the place

" But that reason ?" ejaculated Lady Saxondale, was shut up ; and wanting a little country air, I

again speaking vehemently and impetuously : for thought I couldn't do better than fix my quarters

the anguish she endured was crucifixion itself.
j

here. It didn't strike me that those flunkeys and
" Why, because as I heard a few days back in ringletted damsels of your's would come to dust

London, there was that housekeeper of your's ! and air all the rooms ; and so I was nearly being

There ! see how you start again why, you're as surprised. And I didn't think either, that I should

pale as death
" h^ve the honour and pleasure of seeing your lady-

" Monster !" muttered Lady Saxondale between ship so soon. Ilowsumever, in one word, whether

her set teeth : but her frame was quivering all over, I go or stay jusfr depends on what they say

and visibly too. ]
in London upon a certain business. By the bye,

"What did you say?" growhd Chifhn, with a you don't happen to have this morning's newspaper

ferocious leer. " Something not over pulite, I dare with you ?"

say. But no matter. I'm precious tough, and can
j

" What do you mean ? to what is all this to lead ?"

bear hard names—'specially when I know the lady demanded Lady Saxondale, with less excitement and

which utters them is so nice and comfortable in my with more courage than before : for she was getting

power. But as I was saying, there was that house- ' accustomed to the horror of the present interview,

keeper of your'n, which died so sudden. ' Was there " Why, I mean is my name mentioned in any

nothing queer about that 1 Ft struck me so at the qucerish kind of way in connexion with a little bit

time: for a lady which has such excellent stupifying of a job "

stuff in her possession, perhaps knows what poison I
"Ah!" ejaculated her ladyship, recoiling with a

is :—or else, may be, that same stuff poured down ,
dread loathing £is the recollection of the barbarous

the throat, will do the job in a twinkling." murder on the canal, of which her son had first

"Enough of all this!" said Lady Saxondale in a spoken to her, but of which she had subsequently

low hollow voice. "You must know that you are read, now flashed to her mind,

inventing the most detestable calumnies
"

|

"Stop! don't go away!" cried the Cannibal,

" I'm afeard you would have some trouble to
|

thinking that she was about to beat a retreat. " We
prove 'em so before the beak at the Old Bailey,"

was Chiffin's cool response. " Why—do you think

I've got no eyes? It was but a random sort of

a shot that I fired when I talked about the house-

keeper—just a suspicion that had been hovering in

my mind : but the shot took effect nevertheless—it

hit home, and you felt it."

"Enough, I say !" ejaculated Lady Saxondale,

now stamping her foot with passionate excitement.

" What are you doing here ? why have you concealed

yourself in this place ? There is already a suspicion

of something rife amongst the servants
"

" Ah ! then I suppose I was twigged yesterday by
that hulking footman," observed ('hifBn, with a

coarse laugh. " I rather suspected that he thought

he saw something : but I slipped down the steps

there, and hid myself. I dare say you think to

yourself what a pity it was he didn't draw the

bolt and lock mo in : but I don't throw away
chances like that :"—and as he thus spoke, the Can-

nibal produced from his pocket his housebreaking

implements,—adding, " There's never a door in all

England that I wouldn't open somehow or an
other."

" No matter ! Tell me what ynu arc doing here,

1f?u must dej)art. I know you will ask me for

hav'n't done our business yet. Will you answer

me the question I've put ? for the longer you delay,

the longer you will bo kept here."

" Was that your dreadful work ?" inquired Lady
Saxondale, gasping with horror as she looked upon

the perpetrator of the hideous crime to which sh«

was alluding : for whatever her own guilt might

really have been, she was accustomed to contem-

plate herself, and therefore reooiled not from such

self-contemplation: but fom another who was

deeply immersed in the blackest iniquities, she did

recoil.

"What—the canal scene? Yes: if you must
have it in plain terms, it was my business. And
let mc thank your ladyship for the use of the stupify-

ing stuff, which did me good service oh the occa

sion. They meant to do for mc; but I done for

them instead. But now, one word. Is there a

hue and cry ? is it knowed ? am I suspected ?"

" No—I declare solemnly no, if I may judge from

what I have heard and what I have read," an-

swered Lady Saxondale. " Your name has never

been mentioned in connexion with the deed. But
now, will you depart? Say but the word, and 1

. will give 3-ou means if you lack them."

Well, siucc your ladyship tells me that I ain
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afc, and that there's no hue and cry, I will take

myself oft'. So if you have got a loose hundred or

so that you don't know what to do with, you may
give them to me. But mind—I am a gpod kind

of fellow in my way ; and so if ever your ladyship

has any business you want done, just let me know.

I'm always to be heard of at the sign of the Billy

Goat in Agar Town, London. That's whore I used

to meet Kalph Farefield years back. A note di-

rected to Mr. Chiffin—you needn't 'squire me

—

under cover to Mr. Solomon Patch, will be sure to

reach me ; and as I'm not likely to give up business

altogether in my present way, even though I took a

public or what not, as I have been thinking of, I

shall always be ready to attend to your ladyship's

orders. I want some good customers."

A horrible thought flashed through the mind of

Lady Saxondale at the moment. Her daughter

Juliana, recently become the object of her direst

hatred, and in possession of a secret the revelation

of which would at any moment create a terriSc

explosion, cover her with ignominy, and bring down
the whole fabric of her plans with a terrific crash,

—

Juliana might be removed from her path, and be-

fore her was a wretch who would perform the deed

!

But no: Lady Saxondale could n6t induce her

tongue to give utterance to the words which never-

theless trembled upon it ; and it was with a strong

revulsion of feeling that she resisted the temptation

and triumphed over the. idea of this new and stu-

pendous crime.

"What is your ladyship hesitating for?" asked

Chiffin. "Was you thinking whether there isn't

some nice little business I might manage to do?

If so, you needn't be nice about it. I dare say you

can pay well; and there's nothing I wouldn't do

for money. The next time you want to get rid of

any body, a flooded vault mayn't be handy ; and it

would excite suspicion to have another sudden death

liliTe that of your old housekeeper. It must be a

diflferent sort of game—a knife across the throat,

for instance : and as your ladyship's delicate hand

mightn't like to do it, this here hand of mine is less

partickler."

" For heaven's sake, silence ! You are heaping

horrors upon horrors !" ejaculated Lady Saxondale,

with an ice-cold shudder shooting through her

frame : and again she succeeded in putting away

the temptation to commit another crime. " Ke-

main here—and I will fetch you the gold you
require."

" Well, be quick then, if you mean me to be o(F."

Lady Saxondale sped away from the horrible

presence of the Cannibal, and stole back to her

thamber, with what feelings maybe better imagined

than described. Opening her writing-desk, she teok

forth a number of bank-notes and a quantity of

gold : but as she was about to leave the room again,

she felt so iuddon a sensation of sickness and faint-

ness come upon her, that she staggered and almost

fell. She sought the toilet-table—filled a tumbler

with water—and as the limpid draught was poured

down her thro..t, it seemed to hiss as if passing

over red-hot iron, so parched was that throat of

hers ! Refreshed however with the beverage, she

gathered up the notes and gold in one hand, took

the lamp in the other, and retraced her way to

the chapel, in the vestiai-y of which she had left the

ruUIaa intruder.

" Here," she said, " take this—and for heaven's

sake be gone. If you are found within these walls I

could do nothing to save you from being handed
over to the grasp of justice."

"Well, you behave handsome enough, and I

won't bother you by staying here :"—but as Chiffin

spoke these words, he thought to himself that from
that time forth Lady Saxondale should prove the

source of a handsome annuity for him. " Now,
which w^ay do you mean me to leave the castle ?"

"Doubtless," answered the lady impatiently,

"you are better able to decide that point than L"
" Leave it to me, then. One of them windowg

overlooking the river is the best plan : for I suppose

you don't want me to follow your ladyship all

through the inhabited part of the castle down to the

front gate ?"

" Not for worlds !" cried Lady Saxondale.

Chiffin bade her lead the way with the lamp ; and
quitting the chapel, they entered the nearest tapes-

tried room. From one of the windows in this

apartment the Cannibal lowered himself by the aid

of a tree, the trunk of which grew out of the bed of

the river itself, and whose enormous brandies

reached up to the casement whence he now departed.

" Don't forget the Sillj/ Goat in Agar Town,"
whispered Chiffin, as he paused for a moment on the

bough to which he had just passed forth.

" No, no," was Lady Saxondale's hurried response.
" Away, away with you !"

"All right," responded the Cannibal. "Your
ladyship needn't wait any longer :"—and he began

to climb down the tree.

Lady Saxondale closed the window, and hastened

back to her own apartment. There she sat down in

a kind of bewilderment, scarcely knowing whether

all that had just passed was a reality or a dream:
but gradually as her ideas became collected, her

thoughts disentangling themselves from the confu-

sion into which they had been thrown, she shuddered

with indescribable horror at the quick retrospectioa

which she cast over her interview with Chiffin.

Good heavens ! how completely was she in that mis-

creant's power! With a breath he could destroy

her. These were her first and most natural reflec-

tions : but as she became still more tranquillized,

her view of the subject changed ; and gathering

courage, she said to herself, " No ! Cowai-d, idiot

that I was—I should have dared him ! Who would
believe any accusation from such foul lips as his

against Lady Saxondale ? The conduct of my whole

lite, as the world has read it, would give a denial to

his averments and stamp tliem as the most odious

calumnies. No : I am not in his power : it is ridi-

culous—it is absurd ! And yet I am not sorry, after

all," she continued in her musings, " fiiiat this meet-

ing has taken place. It is as well to know whore

such a ready instrument of crime as that man is,

may be found. Who can tell how soon I may need

his succour? Dangers arc gathering around me: I

feel that it is so. 1 feel also that I must either suc-

cumb, orelse with one bold stroke sweep from my
path all who can interfere with my views, coerce, or

intimidate me. Yes: it is as well to have learnt

where that man is to be found. It is likewise as

well to have assured myself that no phantom from

the dead haunts the chapel, but that it was a living

being of (Icsh and bloo(L But, Oh ! what a being—

what ft moastcr '."
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And again did a cold shudder pass through tho

frame of Lady Saxondale. But she no longer de-

layed to seek her couch; and though slumber soon

fell upon her eyes, yet were the dreams that haunted

her of a character to render that sleep but little re-

freshing.

On the following morning there were all kinds of

rumours current throughout the castle. Some of

the domestics wlio had sat up in their rooms awhile

ere seeking their beds, had been startled and
affriglited by beholding lights glimmering from the

windows of the passage on the opposite or western

side of the quadrangle; and some labourers who
had returned liome at a somewhat late hour, their

way lying on tho other side of the Trent, had also

seen lights, from one of tho chapel-windows as well

as from the casements of the tapostry-chamber

next to that chapel. Some portion of tho domestics,

who were not inclined to superstiti(jus beliefs, put

no faith in these statements: but tho great majo-

rity—of course including those who had seen the

lights—were firmly convinced that tho western side

of the castle was haunted.

When Juliana heard all these things, she smiled

contemptuously : for she was no believer iu the su-

pernatural. But Lady Saxondale treated the

matter in a more serious way,—indignantly rebuking

the servants for what she was pleased to term " their

silly fears." iS/ic could indeed well afford to Jt this,

as she had no dilliculty in explaining the mystery

of the lights which had been seen glimmering from
the passage, the chapel, and the tapestry-room on
tho western side of the castle.

CHAPTER LVI.

THE ELOPEMENT.

We must now return to Constance Farefield, whom
we left at the moment she fled so precipitately,

closely followed by the faitlif\l Mary-Anne. In
pursuance of the rapidly-whispered instructions

given by her sister Juliana, she turned into the next

street ; and there she beheld a chaise waiting, with

the Marquis of Villebelle standing near, anxiously

expecting her arrival. She flew towards him : some
hurried words of endearment were uttered by both,

as he caught her hand and assisted hor into the ve-

hicle, lie made Mary-Anne enter next: then,

having given his orders to the driver, he himself

leapt in—and the chaise drove away. Quickly did

it dash through the streets in tho direction of

London Bridge—traversing which, it boro the fugi-

tives to the station of the Dover Railway. For-

tunately a train was about to start: three first-

class tickets were at once obtained ; and a fee to

the guard procured the accommodation of a com-
partment entirely to themselves. The bell rang—
the doors of tho carriages were closeil in rapid

succession —the shrill whistle blew—and away the

train started.

Constance could scarcely boliovo that it was other-

wise than a dream. To be thus emancipated from

the rigid coercion of her mother—to be seated by

the side of him whom she loved so well—and to

h*ve 80 suddenly as it worc^ abandoned homo, the

»orld, the opinion of soeiety and everything, for

this one being in whom aU her hopes were now
centred,—all these constituted a gush of incidente

appearing more like a fantastic vision of the night

than a positive reality enacted in the bpoad day-
time. But so it was : and Constance, throwing
herself into the arms of the Marquis, wept for joy.

The discreet Mary-Anne pretended to be locking

very hard out of the window at the time ; and though
the billing sound of kisses certainly met her eara,

yet she did not regard the fond embraces ia

which the lovers indulged.

When the first ebullition of feelings had thus

found vent, the Marquis and Constance began to

converse upon the plans which the former had
already settled and digested in his own mind. So

confident liad been the hopes held out of the success

of the stratagem devised for the emancipation of

Constance, that the Marquis had made such ar-

rangements as to permit his prompt departure from

London in the manner just described : he had

brought his trunks with him, and had taken out

the requisite passports for himself, Constance, and

Mary-Anne — and therefore proposed that they

should make the best of their way to Paris, there

to be united by the Chaplain of the British Ambas-
Si\dor. As in 4 whispering voice he thus communi-
cated his plans to Constance, she listened with fond

interest: but when he named the place where this

jnarriage was to be solemnized for the satisfaction of

her own scruples, she was struck by something like

a presentiment of evil : for she recollected that it

was there her beloved Et enne had five years

back been so mysteriously united to a lady who
was yet alive. The Marquis instantaneously com-

prehended the meaning of that sudden start which

Constance gave, and why the colour forsook her

cheeks, and why she Hung upon him an almost

frightened, deprecating regard : but he soothed her

fears by the assurance that even if it were the

same Chaplain, and if he recollected him, yet that

the simple averment that the former Marchioness

of Villeljelle was dead would be suificicnt to allay all

scruples.

" And dead she is to me, as she has ever been

from the moment of our marriage," whispered the

Marquis in his fair companion's ear. ' She herself

will never claim me—never molest us. We have

nothing to fear upon that head. Besides, dearest

Constance, the moment our hands are united in

Paris, we shall away to Madrid ; and many, many
years may elapse ere we seek the English shores

again."

Now the young maiden's tears began to fall fast.

She was reassured as to her transient alarm that

their proposed union might experience some ob-

stacle in the French metropolis : but she thought of

tho prospect of a long, long absence from the land

of her birth and the sister whom she loved so well

!

For Edmund she ceVtainly did not weep : neither

had she any tears for her mother, smarting as sha

still was under the keen sense of Lady Sasondale's

harsh conduct": but towards Juliana her mental

loolcs were r^'verted with mingled longings and re-

grets. The Marquis of Villebelle understood the

meaning of those tears; and fondly did he kiss

them away from the damask cheeks down which

they were flowing—so that Constance once more
threw hor arms about his neck, murmuring, "Pardon
this transitory weakness I It is not that I repent
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the step I have taken. No, no : it is my destiny

—

and I accept it with cheerfulness."

It was in the middle of the day that the train

reached Dover. Totally ignorant as they were of

what had ensued immediately after the flight of

Constance,^and not for an instant conjecturing

that Lady Saxondale had in vei-y spite, as well as in

the morbid state of her feelings, quitted Lendon all

the same,—the travellers were fearful of pursuit.

For might not Lady Saxondale reason with herself

that the Marquis being a Frenchman, it was natural

enough for him to elope with his fair companion to

his own native country;—and they therefore saw

that if a chase were really instituted in any direc-

tion, it would be in that which they had taken.

This calculation had not from the first escaped the

Marquis : but he had no alternative in respect to

the route he thus took, inasmuch as his diplomatic

appointment would be forfeited if he did not hasten

to his post. Thus, with the fear of pui-suit before

their eyes, the travellers determined not to put up

at any of the first-rate hotels in Dover, but to pro-

cure accommodation at some inferior though re-

spectable tavern, the better to elude any inquu'ies

that in the course of the day might be institued in

the town. For be it understood that they were com-

pelled to remain in Dover until the following morn-
ing, there being no more steam-packets to leave

during the day of their arrival.

On inquiring at the railway station where they

alighted for such a tavern as would answer their

purpose, they were recommended to the Admiral's

Head; and thither did they accordingly repair.

For precaution's sake the Marquis had put no name
upon his boxes ; and thus, beyond mere personal

description, tliere was no very positive clue to their

discovery in Dover. As they repaired to the tavern,

they settled upon the feigned names which they

should adopt while there,—the Marquis taking a

French one, and Constance an English one : for as

a matter of course they did not as yet pass as a

married couple, ^nd the difference of the nations to

which they beloDgcd prevented them from repre-

senting themselves as brother and sister. Indeed,

it was arranged for the sake of delicacy and dis-

cretion ^lat Mary-Anne should for the time being

cease to be regarded as a mere domestic, but should

be treated in tlie light of the friend of Constance,

60 that she might sit with them during the day in

the same room, and occupy the same chamber with

Constance at night.

They reached the Admiral's Sead, whither the

trunks were presently conveyed. The Marshalls

received their guests with their wonted urbanity

and attention ; and while Kate—the handsome, joy-

ous, merry-hearted Kate—conducted Constance and
Mary-Anne up to a chamber that they might ar-

range their toilet after travelling, the Marquis took

the opportunity to draw old Marshall aside and in-

timate to him that ono of the young ladies who
accompanied him was to honour him with her hand
on their arrival in Paris, and that he should be much
obliged if no inconvenient answers were given to

any inquiries that might possibly be made during
the afternoon or evening at tlie tavern. Old Mar-
shall was thus given to understand that it was an
elopement; and us the intimation was accompanied
by five guineas which were slii)pcd into his hand,

he had no hesitation in promising " that the gentle-

man and ladies might make sure of his own dis-

cretion, and that of his family and servants, in th«

eventuality alluded to." The Marquis then ordered

dinner to be served up presently, and ascended to

the sitting-room allotted for the accommodation of

himself and his companions.

When Kate Marshall descended into the bar-

parlour, she found her father, her mother, and sis-

ters talking of the gUests who had just arrived at

the house ; and Kate was then informed of the in-

timation which the gentleman had given, and of the

handsome present by which it was accompanied.

She, in her turn, observed that the young lady with

the fair hair was evidently of rank and station, but

most amiable and affable—one who in a very few

minutes would enUst the sympathies of those who
came in contact with her. Thus was it that though

perfect strangers to the Marshalls, our travellers

had succeeded in making friends of them at once.

While they were yet conversing in the bar-

parlour, a tall gentleman, somewhat past the middle

age, and handsomely dressed, walked into the

tavern, and desired to have a few minutes' private

conversation with the landlord. This gentleman

had been residing during the summer months at

Dover, where he lived in excellent style with his

wife and niece. He was a baronet— Sir John

Marston by name. He had a florid complexion

—

bushy whiskers that were nearly gray—and at the

first glance a certain frankness of look : but a closer

regard would satisfy the observer that in the small

gray eye and in the lines about the mouth there

were the evidences of cunning and evil passions. The

Marshalls knew him by sight, as also by name: but

he had never before entered their establishment;—
and the request that he made, in a sohiewhat per-

emptory way, for a private interview with the old

man caused no little degree of astonishment. How-
ever, Mr. Marshall of course acceded to Sir John

Marston's demand ; and conducting him into a

private room, awaited farther explanations.

" Do you know," inquii-ed the baronet, glancing

towards the door to assure himself that it was shut,

" who the gentleman is that within the last quarter

of an hour has arrived at your house ?"

" What gentleman ?" said Marshall, knowing

very well who was meant, but not choosing to give

a direct response.

" Why, the gentleman, to be sure, who came with

two ladies— or I sliould rather say, judging by their

looks, a lady and her maid."

V
" Ah I I believe we have some guests : but I

didn't take any particular notice of them."
" Well, I did then," said the baronet :

" and I

waited in the street to see whether they meant to

stay here. I saw a quantity of luggage arrive soon

after ; and therefore I felt assured that they do pro-

pose to remain. Now, it suits my purpose to

ascertain why that lady is accompanjing this

gentleman "

" I beg, sir," interrupted Marshall, " that you

will not attempt any interference with persons in

my house ; and if you think that I am going to play

the spy upon them, you are very much mistaken."

" But 1 shall reward you well for the service I

require of you," exclaimed the baronet, drawing out

his purse and now condescending to a sort of fa-

miliar and coaxing tone.

"I don't take bribes," was Marshall's blull' reply
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for he was straightforward and honest after his own
fashion—and having accepted the five guineas from

his guest for a particular purpose, he would not

have been tempted by fiftj from the baronet to

betray the confidence, reposed in him.
" You surely canno* be so blind to your own

interests ?" urged Sir John Marston. " I tell you
that it is of the greatest cpasequence to me to

ascertain
"

" I beg, sir, that our interview may end here," in-

terrupted old Marshall, in a resolute tone and with

determined look.

"Well then," exclaimed the baronet, drawing

himself haughtily up, and resuming tlie demeanour
of a superior towards an inferior, •' take up this

card to the Marquis of Villebelle 'for that is

the real name of your guest, whatever he may call

himself here and tell him that I request an im-

mediate interview. It is for his own interest that I

am acting," added Sir John, perceiving that the old

landlord hesitated to comply with his request.

" Mind you, sir," responded Marshall, " I don't

know whether the gentleman up-stairs is a French-

man or an Englishman—for he speaks English as

well as you do : neither do I know anything about

his being a Marquis : but I rather think he is

nothing but a plain Mr. So, if you are wrong in

supposing that you know the gentleman, you will of

course take as final any_ answer he may send down
to you."

"I will," was the baronet's emphatic- reply.

" This much I promise you. Take up my card."

Still old Marshall hesitated : but after some reflec-

tion he thought he had better do the baronet's

bidding, particularly as the latter had assured him
that it was entirely in the interest of the gentleman

up-stairs. He therefore quitted the room where
this interview took place, closing the door behind

him. On issuing forth, he perceived his wife and

daughters looking out of the bar-parlour in evident

suspense as to what the mysterious interview could

have been about, lie therefore at once proceeded

to join them, and in a few hurried words explained

what had occurred. A rapid consultation was held,

for all the Marshalls were entirely enlisted in favour

of their guests up-stairs ; but it was at length de-

cided that the card should be delivered. Old Mar-
shall was however one of those men who disliked

missions of this sort ; and he therefore delegated

his elder daughter Kate to perform the task for

him. This she cheerfully undertook ; and with the

card in her hand, ascended to the apartment where
the Marquis of Villebelle, Constance, and Mary-
Anne were seated.

Entering the room and closing the door behind

her. Miss Marshall said, " If you please, sir, a gen-

tleman has called who pretends that he knows you.

He has sent up his card, and requests an immediate

interview." 1

The Marquis received the card—glanced at the

name—and immediately turned pale. Constance,
|

who had anticipated something wrong the moment i

Kate began to speak, threw an anxious look of in-
|

quiry at her lover. The Marquis, having almost

immediately recovered his self-possession, hastily

whispered to Constance, " Do not be frightened :"

—

and then turning towards Kate, he said, " Tell me
whether the gentleman wUo gave you this card has

»sked any questions. Pray be candid."

" I will, sir," responded Kate : and she then pro-

ceeded to explain what had taken place between her
father and Sir John Marston, not forgetting to state

that the former had refused the lattcr's proffered

bribe,—a fact which Kate merely mentioned for the

purpose of letting the lovers know that her family

entertained friendly feelings towards them, and
would rather assist than mar their plans.

" You may tell Sir John Marston to come up,"

said Villebelle, after a few moments' hesitation.

Kate Marshall accordmgly quitted the room ; and
the Marquis immediately said to Constance in a low

hurried voice, as he clasped her to his breast, " You
must now prepare for a scene that may perhaps

excite you : but acquainted as you are with all the

incidents of my past life, there is nothing more that

you have to learn unless it be the names of tliosc

individuals—you know to whom I allude—I mean
in the affair of my former so-called marriage. Take
courage, Constance : there is no power to separate

us, if you yourself be firm."

" Oh ! that assurance has cheered me !" replied

the young lady, with tears on her cheeks, but a smile

playing upon her lips.

"And now," added the Marquis, in a hurried

whisper, "go and prepare Mary-Anne for what-

soever may happen 1 mean in case those reve-

lations with which you are already acquainted,

should transpire during the coming interview."

Constance pressed her lover's hand, and glided

across the room to place herself by the side of Mary-
Anne, who was discreetly seated at the farther ex-

tremity : for the apartment was a large one. Almost

I

immediately afterwards the door opened; and Sir

John Marston entered the room. Constance threw

I upon him a quick glance to see whether she recog-

[

nized him as one whom she had ever met in society

:

but he appeared a total stranger to her. Then she

looked towards the Marquis, and saw that he had

drawn himself up to his full height, and with a

! calm demeanour bowed coldly to the baronet. The
latter seemed somewhat excited, although it was

evident that he endeavoured as much as possible to

conceal his agitation beneath a haughty reserve.

Looking back to assure himself that Kate Marshall,

who escorted him up to the room, had closetl the

door behind him, he said, fixing his eyes with signi-

ficant earnestness upon the Marquis, " It is necessary

that I should speak to you alone."

" No, Sir John Marston," replied Villebelle

;

" whatever you may have to say must be spoken

here in the presence of us all."

"Surely," responded tlie baronet, "you cannot be

serious in what you say ?"—and he glanced towards

the corner where Constance and Mary-Anne were

seated.

" I am most serious," returned the Marquis in a

firm voice.

"Then perhaps I have laboured under a mis-

apprehension as to the footing on which this young
lady"—again glancing towards Constance—" stands

in respect to yourself?"
" If the idea you have formed upon the subject

bo an honourable one in respect to this young lady,

it is correct: but if the idea be a dishonourable

one," added the Marquis, "it is most erroneous

—

and I hasten to dispel it."

"It is then as I thought," observed Sir John

Marston. " In plain terms, it is an elopement—and



THE MTSTEEIE3 OF THE COTTET. 271

Ihis young lady entertains the hope of becoming the

Marchioness of Villebelle»"

The Marquis coldly bowed an assent.

" My lord/' at once resumed Sir John Marston,
" you surely will not compel me to push this un-

pleasant business any farther ? The moment I saw

that young lady in company with your lordship, I

penetrated the object which you had in view : it was

scarcely possible to mistake it :—for the young lady

will not be offended with me if I observe that there

is something in her appearance and her whole de-

meanour which to the man of the world at once

forbids the entertainment of a dishonouring idea."

" Well, sir, I understand what you mean," said

the Marquis. " It occurred to you that this lady

is accompanying me to France to honour me with

her hand ? You see that I am not afraid to speak

out. There is no necessity for disguise. It is as

you say."

"But is it possible that this young lady," ex-

claimed the baronet, now becoming as much be-

wildered as agitate<l, " is acquainted with certain

particulars your exact position, I mean——"
" Slie is, sir," responded the Marquis. " From

lier own lips may you hear the confirmation of my
averment, if you choose."

" Then there is indeed no necessity for disguise,"

quicklyobseivedthe baronet. "Madam," he added,

advancing townrdsConstance, " you areaware that

you are aOoui ic Descow yuixi. hand upon a person

who is already married—that therefore the cere-

mony can be but the veriest mockery so far as you
yourself are concerned—and that in respect to tlie

Marquis himself it will subject him to the penalties

attendant upon bigamy."

Constance felt much distressed at haring the

matter thus put in so plain and pointed a style;

and although it assumed no more serious aspect
than it had previously worn to her knowledge, yel

it wounded her keenest sensibilities to have it thus

submitted in so cold, deliberate, and business-like

a manner to her contemplation. But conquering
her emotions, she said, "1 beg, sir, that you will

address none of your observations to me. As a
perfect stranger, you have no rtgiit to control my
actions :"—and then averting her head, she spoke
aside to Mary-Anne.
"It is impossible that this affair can be allowed

to proceed," resumed Sir John Marston, again turn-

ing to Villebelle. " You are already married—and
your wife is alive. It was but yesterday I received

documentary proof of this fact. Here," continued
the Baronet, producing a paper from his pocket,

"is a receipt for a certain quarterly allowance which
ihe enjoys, and whiclr receipt was duly forwarded
to me by my agent in Loudon. Do you dispute the

fact? do you doubt it?" he demanded emphati-
cally.

" I neither dispute nor doubt it," responded the

Marquis: "for within the last few weeks I myself
have seen the lady to whom you allude. But to

show you the value she attaches to the marriage-
ceremony which took place between us five years

ago, hero is the certificate—here also are other
documents connected therewith—all of which she

spontaneously surrendered up to mo. Wishing to

be free herself, she has cheerfully done her utmost
to emancipate mo fron the same bonds of thraldom
whicb the threw off."

" Ah ! she has done this ?" ejaculated Sir John
Marston becoming very pale: then, as the colour

rushed back to his cheeks with the excitement of

rage, he exclaimed, " No, no—I do not believe it

!

You have possessed yourself by foul means of those

documents ! Or else they are furgerics which you
have prepared, the better to silence the scruples of

your intended victim !"—and now he pointed direct

towards Miss Constance Farefield.

" Sir John Marston," exclaimed the Marquis of

Villebelle, " dare to address me in that language
agam, and I shall fling the lie in your teeth. Nay,
more—you may consider that I do so now. And
there is the door. Depart !"

[

"One word," said the baronet exercising a strong

effort over his feelings. "You may possess the

marriage-certificate—you may possess other docu-
ments connected therewith—but still the marriage

I remains the same. It is registered at the Ambas-
sador's chapel in Paris ; and so long as that record

[

does exist, is the marriage binding and valid—un-
' less indeed a special law should dissolve it. Now,
understand me well ! I will keep close watch upon

I you—I will follow you and this young lady whither-

soever you may go—and if you dare attempt to

obtam lUe solemnization of a marriage-ceremony
with her, I will stand forward to forbid its pro-

gress. Ah I I have terrified you now—and you
begin to perceive that the matter is indeed more
serious than you would appear to think it."

" Oh, Sir John Marston !" exclaimed Constance,

now advancing, her hands clasped in earnest en-

treaty, " wherefore interfere with us thus? Your
threatened conduct will amount to a bitter perse-

cution exposure, disgrace, and ruin will fallow

Oh! sir, I beseech you not to be thus cruel—
thus merciless. Join your entreaties to mine,

Etienne," she cried, clinging to the arm of her

lover.

I

" No, Constance, I will not entreat," respooiled

the Marquis with firm look and decisive tone. " If

Sir John Marston pushes this affair to extremes, he
must account to the world—account also to the tri-

bunals of justice "

I

" Beware, my lord : you touch upon the threshold

of the secret which you have sworn not to betray !"

I

" A secret, Etienne ?" echoed Constance, with a

sudden glance of suspicion and reproachfulness at

her lover.

I

" Sir John Marston merely alludes to the names
6f those who were interested in that marriage," was
Villcbelle's quick response. " Constance, I have

deceived you in nothing. I have told you every-

thing except those names;—and you yourself can

tell Sir John Marston the assurance which I gave

you—that I honoured the secret in respect to tliose

names—that I deemed it inviolable—and that I did

not even betray it to you."

"Let the names transpire if you will," exclaimed

the baronet, with ill-suppressed fury :
" I will pre-

vent this second marriage at all risks by heaven,

I will !"

Thus speaking, he turned abruptly away—drew

open the door violently—and was about to rush

out of the room, when he stopped suddenly shorty

exclaiming, " Ah ! Lave we spifs here ?"—for he Jiad

caught siglit of tlio retreating form of Kate Mar-
shall as she flitted away from the vicinage of the

'

door.
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"Spies?" ejaculated the Marquis, digaaiafully.

" If there be any, they are in your cmploymeat."

The baronet said not another word, but hurried

down stah's. In the passajjc below he met old Mar-

sliall, to whom he said in an anjjry voice, " Do you
permit your dauj^hters to play tlio i)art of eavos-

droppors towards your guests?"

The old man made no re ply, but turning on his

heel, passed into the bar-parlour—and the baronet

qiiiUod the house.

CHAPTER LVII

rOB MISSIVE XAl) THE BESPONSE.

It was perfectly true that Kate Marshall had been

listening at the door of the room in which the pre-

ceding interview took place. It was not through any

iinpertmcnt curiosity ; but because she iiad naturally

apprehended some unpleasant scene : for although

Sir John Marstou had declared that it was entirely

in the interest of the Marquis he had called, yet the

shrewd keen-sighted Kate had not failed to observe

that the French noblcjnan (as she now knew him to

be) turned pale and looked agitated the moment the

baronet's card was put into his hand. She therefore

suspected that Sir John M irston's visit was not al-

together of so friendly a character as he had wished

to make it apjjcar ; and having had all her sym-

pathies enlisted to an unaccountable degree on

behalf of the lovers, slie felt anxious to ascertain

the nature of any impediment that might arise to

interfere with the consummation of their happiness.

Kate had therefore listened: but as the conversa-

tion progressed within that room, it gradually as-

sumed the form of a revelation to herself. Asso-

ciating certain observations made by the Marquis

and the Baronet, with a few circumstances already

kncyvn to herself, she was enabled " to put two and
two together," as the phrase is, and arrive at the

solution of a mystery. Thus was it that as she

listened she became more and more interested in

what was taking place, aad likewise found that she

herself was being insensibly drawn in to play a part

in the drama. The abrupt opening of the door by
the baronet caused her to start away like a

frightened deer; and not heeding the ejaculation of
" Spies !" which burst from his lips, she sped up-

stah's to her pwn little private bed-chamber on the

highest storey of the house.

In this room the reader has already on a former

occasion seen tlie gay, good-humoured, and hand-

some Kate Marshall. The cliamber was prettily

fitted up, and had an elegant French time-piece

standing upon a chest of drawers. In the roof was

the little trap door of a foot square, kept shut by
the very slight ami ilexible steel spring fixed under-

neath it. There was also the little tinkling bell—

the rail a couple of feet below the trap door—and

in a cupboard the food requisite for the beautiful

breed of pigeons wliich Miss Mirshall possessed.

Immediately ipon entering this chamber, Kate sat

down; and takmg writing materials from a drawer,

together with a manuscript book affording the

special initial letter belonging to that particular

date, she penned a note ; and although to the unini-

tiatod eye it would have seemed a mere jargon more
iaoomproheusible than Egyptian hieroglyphics, we

are nevertheless enabled to explain its meaning to
our readers. The contents therefore of this billet

were as follow:—
" Djbabest FaiEND,—The Marquia of Villebelle is here

on hij way to France with a young lady whom he pro-
poses to make his wife. Sir John Marston threaten* to
follow them unceasingly, and forbid the coreraony
wherever they may seek to have it performed. From the
various remarks let fall by them, and from some few cir-

cumstances of your own life which you have on occasions

mentioned to me, I have no ditBoulty in recognizing your
husband in the Marquis of Villebelle. What is to be
done? or is anything to be done? Has the Marqoia
npoken truly that you have freed him to the extent of
your power ? I await your instructions.

" Your atfectionate,

" C. M."

This note was penned ic the most minute charac-

ters upon the tiniest piece of paper that would pos-

sibly serve for its contents. Kate folded it up in

the smallest compass—tied a piece of silk round it

—and then o peniiig the trap-door, summoned her

pigeons in a low, peculiar, but caressing tone of

voice,—or rather with certain sweet melodious

sounds sent forth from her cliarming lips. Three or

four beautiful doves of the carrier-breed quickly an-

swered her call, and perched upon the edge of the

open trap-door. Her selection was promptly made

;

and extending her arm, the particular bird thus

chosen at once hopped upon her wrist. Drawing it

in, she closed the trap-door again—addressed the

bird in fondling terms—and fastened the little billet

under the right wing. Then she put the feathered

messenger through the trap-door again. It at once

soared up perpenilicularly to a great height, so that

for nearly a minute she kept it in view through that

trap-door of only a foot square; and then she sud-

denly saw it dart off at a tangent in a north-western

direction.

I

" If my fair friend be at home when the bird ar-

! rives," said Kate to herself, as she let the trap-door

fly up again, "I shall receive an answer in a little

! more than a couple of hours."

I

She then descended to the bar-parlour, where she

communicated to her parents and sisters all that

she had overheard in the room occupied by her

guests—the discovery she had thence made in re-

spect to a certain intimate female friend—and the

message she had j ust sent off by one of the carrier-

pigeons. The Marshalls continued to discourse for

I

some little time upon these matters : but it is not

necessary to place their conversation upon record.

Meanwhile the JMarquis of Villebelle had some
difficulty in solacing his well-beloved Constance.

The threats of Sir Jolm Marston wore a very seri-

ous aspect to her mind. In short, she foresaw that
'. if they were really carried out, they would have the
I effect of preventing any marriage-ceremony taking

i

place at all;—and that he would persevere in his

obstructive course, was to be inferred from the reso-

lute tone and manner which he had adopted. But

j

what was Constance to do? She felt that she was
I too seriously compromised to think of returning

home : but on the other hand, if she remained with

, the Marquis, she feared that it could only be as his

' mistress. True, the marriage-ceremony could not

be really looked upon as valid, if solomniied between

them : but it would nevertheless be a means of ap-

peasing her last scruples ere she abandoned herself
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eo-mpletely toiler lover. We have already said that has seen on former occasions, had a great deal ol

she was not so depraved as to be able all in a mo-
|
ready effrontery,— " I suppose it was because 1

happened to be passing along the landing at the

time. But I did not condescend to give any
answer totheaccnsation which that rude man had
the impertinence to fling out against me."

" At all events," said the Marquis, with a
smile, " 1 think from what we have seen of you,

if you had overheard anything, you would rather

render us a service than do us an injury."
" I would— I wonld," replied Kate, with ft

degree of emphasis that appeared also to have
Some deeper meaning in it.

menttomake up ber mind to accept the false and
guilty position of a mistress, or to surrender her

virtue in the intoxication of passion, ^gain and
again therefore did she ask herself what she was to

do ; and it was with the utmost difficulty that the

Marquis could succeed in tranquillizing her.

He pleaded his love and his honourable inten-

tions—deejjly deplored that the latter should stand

a chance of being frustrated by the threats of Sir

John Marston~but besought that Constance would
not think of leaving him. At the same time he

declaredhis readiness to make any eacrificeiu order
|

Shehoweverimmediately quittted the room, but

to insure her peace of xcind ; and bo placed hia w^oMntly returned accompanied by one of her sis-

destiny entirely in her own hands. There waa a Wrs ; and the two proceeded to lay the cloth for

deep sincerity in his words and an earneat tender- the repast that was now in readiness to be served

HlBS in his manner, that could not lail to uaJie « up. The dinner was a good one ; and although

powerful impression upon Constance. She looked neither the Marquis nor Constance were much in-

around, and read iu Mai-y-Anne'e countenance the cliued to do justice to it, yet this was not the case

coarse which the abigail would have her follow: with Mary-Anne, who failed not to convince the

namely, to persevere in accompanying the Marquis, Miss Marshalls that she fully appreciated the

and not for a moment think of rftracing her way to culinary merits of the estabhshment. When she

London. When a woman of no strong virtuous had superintended the placing of the dessert upon
principle, loves deeply,— passionately, adoringly, table, Kate ascended to her little chamber to watch

devotedly loves,—it requires no inordinate strength for the arrival of the feathered messenger whom she

of argument and no very miraculous combination expected with the response to the billet borne by

of circumstances to induce her to consult her own her own faithful and intelligent dove,

happiness in preference to all other considerations : I The beautiful French time-piece on the chest of

and Constance was not likely to prove an exception drawers indicated that two hours and a half had

to the rule. Still it was not however without many elapsed since Kate despatched the billet,—when
inward struggles—many impassioned outbursts of suddenly the little bell tinkled—the trap-door sank
grief—many copious floods of tears—many sobs and

many sighs, that she at length made up her mind;

—and throwing her arms around her lover's neck,

i^ie murmured, " Yes, I will be thine—thine imder

any circumstances : thine now—and for ever
!"

An hour had passed since Sir John Marston

down—and the expected feathered messenger was
received on her outstretched arm. It was not th»

same bird which she had sent off: that one had

been kept to repose itself at its place of destination

;

—but this was of the same breed and as beautiful

Caressing it fondly, she at once gave
quitted the room; and Miss Constance Farefield it water, and then proceeded to detach the little

was at length comparatively tranquillized. She had
resolved how to act; and thus had surmounted the

principal cause of agitation. She had resigned her-

self to the current of her destinies, and was there-

fore no longer tortured with battUngs and strug-

glings against the whelming tide of passion which

hurried her on. It is true that she had been com-

pelled to stifle the last whisperings of vu-tuous

' Your affectionate,

"B-C

billet which it bora beneath its wing. The contents

of this scroll, as tiny as her own missive, may be thus

interpreted :

—

" Dbabbst Katb,—The Marquis of ViUebelle baa said

nothing but the truth. I do not regard him as my
husband. To the utmost of my power I emancipate hini

from all moral bonds, and would never appear against

him to enforce legal ones. If Sir John Marston persists

compunction iu her soul ; and therefore if she were
j

in molesting the Marquis, let him but breathe the talis-

not altogether satisfied with herself, but was forced manio words, ' Lidy EverCon' in the baronet's ears, and

to banish farther reflection from her mind, she was I shall be much astonished if they do not produce tb«

at least composed, resolute, and determined.
j

desired effect.

Kate Marshall now made her appearance,—dis-

erectly knocking at the door, however, before she

entered the apartment; for she naturally suspected i Having hastily perused this billet, Kate thrust it

that the scene with Sir John Marston could have in her bosom, and then proceeded to administer

produced no very agreeable effect upon the lovers, food to the little messenger that had brought it.

especially on the young lady ; and she did not wish ^Vhen she fancied the bird had eaten sufficiently, she

to surprise them in the midst of tears and the caressed and fondled it for several minutes; and
pouring-forth of consolations. She was however the intelUgent little creature seemed pleased to

immediately bidden to enter; and she was as much nestle in her bosom, and put up its beak to her
pleased as sui-priscd to observe the composed de- lips as if fully sensible that they were charming
meanour of the young lady in whom she folt so kisses which came from that rich rod mouth. Then
considerable an interest. she let the bird issue forth through the trap-door.

She came to ask if they were ready to hava dinner where it rested itself for some time in the little cote

served up; and the Marquis, having replied in the containing the saucers of food,—ultimately flying

affirmative, said, " By the bye, can you toll me what a*ay of its own accord.

Sir John Marston meant just now by some ejacu- Provided with the important intelligence she had
iation which ho bcnt forth in respect to spies ^"

|
roceived, Kate hurried down stairs,—first of all de*

'' 1 suppose, " answered Katu, who, as the rcivd«r i&coudingto the room wber« her parents aod sister*
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were seated, in order to communicate to them the

contents of the missive. They were well pleased at

the pro&pect of the lovers being enabled to eman-

cipate themselves from the tyrannous power of Sir

John Marston, whose overbearing conduct had ren-

dered the Marshalls more zealous than at first in

their determination to succour their guests to the

utmost of their power.

Kate had now a delicate task to accomplish.

She had to put the Marquis of Villebello in pos-

session of the taUsmanic words that were to clear

his path of Sir John Marston's obstructiveness : but

at the same time she could give no explanations as

how she had become possessed of such important

iuforumtion ; for to no one, beyond her own family

and those who were necessarily in the secret, did

she ever reveal the mystery of the carrier-pigeons.

She knew that she must expect to be questioned by

the Marquis—but she prepared herself for the pro-

ceeding ; and with the generous feelings of one who
loves to do a kind action, ascended to the apart-

ment where the guests were seated. The moment
she entered the room, the Marquis, Constance, and

Mary-Anne, all three saw by her countenance that

she had something of importance to communicate,

and that it was of no disagreeable character.

"1 hope you will pardon me," she said, addressing

herself to the Marquis, " for the liberty I am taking

in interfering in your own private affairs : but as

you will presently perceive, it is with the very best

intentions. In short, I think that I could effec-

tually help you in setting Sir John Marston at de-

fiance
"

" Oh, if this be possible !" exclaimed Constance,

"ising from her seat and advancing towards Kate

with an effusion of gratitude.

" Yea," said the young woman, " I am convinced

that you need entertain no farther fear of moles-

tation on his part, if my advice be followed. To
tell you the truth," she added, with an arch and

roguish smile which displayed two rows of splendid

teeth, " I did happen to overhear something of what
passed just now : but I declare upon my honour it

was only through kind feelings that I listened."

" We will forgive you all that," said the Marquis

good-naturedly, " provided that you can really

render us the immense service alluded to."

" I can—I will," answered Kate. " I had some
Buch purpose in view when I gave a similar assur-

ance just before dinner."
" And what are we to do ? what advice is it that

you have to give us ?" asked Constance. " Speak,

my dear friend—for such indeed you are proving

yourself to us."

" A very few words will explain my meaning,"

responded Kate Marshall, " It is in fact by a sort

of talisnianic mystery you are to act. Let the words
'Lady Everton' be simply breathed in Sir John
Marston's ear, and he will molest you no more."

" Is this possible ?" exclaimed the Marquis and
Constance both in the same breath : and then the

former immediately added interro;;atively, " But
what virtue can exist in the mere mention of that

name?"
"You must ask mo no questions," f^pliod Kate.

"Do as I tell you."
" Then are we to understand that you yourself

are acquainted with certain mysteries in connexion
with the baronet ?"

"You are to understand nothing more than what
I have chosen to tell you. And now," added Kate,

with another arch smile, " your happiness is in your

own hands : for I am enabled to assure this lady

that she who might perhaps assert a prior claim to

his lordship's affection, waives that claim altogether

—leaves him free and unshackled—emancipates him
to the utmost of her power—releases him from all

moral obligations towards herself—and gives a

solemn pledge never to appetar fn a legal senso

against him."

As the reader may well suppose, the Marquis,

Constance, and Mary-Anne gazed in speechless as-

tonishment upon Kate Marshall as she made these

announcements.
" Is it possible then," at length cried Villebelle,

" that you arc acquainted with her of whom you

are speaking ?"

" I know her well—intimately," responded Kate.
" We were at school togecner at Southampton—we
have frequently met of late years But no matter

:

I am not going to enter into any particulars.

Suffice it to say that I have put you in possession

of a tahsman which will reduce your tyrannical

enemy to quiescence. And now, the sooner your

lordship puts the value of the talisman to the test,

the better. Your minds will then be all tran-

quillized."

" But how are we possibly to express our grati-

tude to you?" asked Constance, Hinging her arms

round Kate's neck and embracing her warmly.
" Excellent-hearted young woman that you sue,"

said the Marquis, " we shall never forget you !"

" Who knows but that your lordship may some

day or another be able to do me a service ?" re-

sponded Kate, speaking thus rather for the purpose

of escaping from larther effusions of gratitude, than

because she really attached any special meaning to

her words.

She was about to hasten from the room when tha

Marquis called her back to inquire where Sir John

Marston resided. She mentioned a particular

address on the Marine Parade ; and the Marquis

declared his intention of proceeding thither at once.

Kate left the room ; and Villebelle, having embraced

the now overjoyed Constance, issued forth from tho

hotel. In the street he saw a person, looking like a

footman in plain clothes, loitering about ; and it im-

mediately struck him that this was a spy whom Sir

John Marston had planted there to watch the move-

ments of himself and Constance. The suspicion

was confirmed, when, as the Marquis continued his

way along the street, the individual in question fol-

lowed him. Villebelle however did not show that he

noticed the circumstance : for if Kate's talismanic

words should prove effective, there would be a speedy

end to this espiounaifc.

Tho Marquis had to inquire his way to the Marino

Parade, being almost a stranger in Dover. lie how-

ever speedily reached the handsome row of houses

fronting the sea, and knocked at tlie door of the

one to wluch be had been directed. In response to

his inquiry, he was told that Sir John Marston wa«

at home; and ho was immediately conducted into

a handsomely furnished apartment, where tho

baronet was seated at a table with an open writing-

desk before him and examining a number of

papei

'Ah! I presume you are como to signify joux
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submission?" said the baronet, with a look of ill-

represaed triumph, the moment the Marquis made
his appearance.

" It may perhaps be otherwise," returned Villc-

belle drily. " We shall see. Permit me to remark

that it must be a proceeding; of a strauj^e chiu-acter

that makes it an object of in^portance to you, even

at the present day, whether I contract another

marriage or not
"

" Remember our compact. Marquis ! Five years

have elapsed since the occurrence took place, and

you are as much bound to observe it now as you

were then. You were to ask no questions—demand
no explanations—"

" True," interrupted Villebclle :
" but what if

things have come to my knowledge without my
seeking them ?"

" What mean you?" suddenly demanded Sir John
Marston, as he started up from his seat: but in-

stantaneously resuming it again, ho said in a sati-

rical manner, " You fancy that by throwing out

random hints and inuendos of this kind you will

teiTify mo. It is useless. I tell you that I have

my own reasons for desiring that there should be

but one Marchioness of Villebelle in the world."

"And I tell you in return, Sir John Marston,"

replied Etienne, " that I will no longer adhere to

a compact of so unholy, so unnatural a character.

It is monstrous to suppose that I will do so. My
necessities were taken advantage of at the time "

" Yes—you were in that bitter plight that you

would have sold your soul to Satan," responded

Marston: "but as you have made the compact, so

must you abide by it. Now, I do not wish to be

on unfriendly terms with you. It is the first time

we have met since the marriage took place in Paris.

I then promised that I would not lose sight of

you ; but I have been abroad the whole time until

within the lust two or three months, during which

I have remained in the seclusion of this watering-

place. Perhaps, then, I have neglected you—per-

haps I have been regardless of my promise : but I

am now willing to make amends. Say, do you
require money ?—for if by preventing this second

marriage of your's 1 disappoint your hopes in clutch-

ing the fortune of an heiress "

" Enough, enough, Sir John Marston !" exclaimed

Villebelle iudiguautly. " You doubtless judge others

by yourself. I have no such mercenary motive.

The young lady whom you saw just now, has no

fortune that she can call her own. But enough, I

say, of this parley : it is beneath me to remain

bandying words with you here. I give you due

warning that if you continue the aggressor, you

may perhaps bitterly regret the retaliation it will

be in my power to oU'er. Ah ! you seem to doubt

me still f"—then after a brief pause, during which

he looked Sir John Marston fixedly in the face,

VillcboUe said, " Perhaps tlio namo of Lad^ Everton

may convince you that it is no idle threat which I

fling out."

The baronet half started from his scat, but sank

<l()«vn into it again ; and falling back in the chair,

gazed upon the Marcpiis of Villebelle in speechless

dismay—so that the lover of Constance at once saw
titat the talisman did indeed posses* the virtue

whicli had been ascribed to it.

" Uow came you to learn this ?" asked the baronet

in a deep hollow voice: and indeed the elTect which

the mention of that name had thus produced was
even greater than Villebelle had anticipated— for

there were the mingled ghastliness and blunkuess

of utter despair in the baronet's countenance.
" No matter—ask me no questions," responded

the Marquis, assuming the tone of assurance which
would be adopted by one conscious of wielding an
immense power over another.

" But she your wife docs she know all

this?" asked Sir John, hw manner now suddenly

changing into the excitement of the liveliest anxiety

and suspense.
" I will tell you nothing," rejoined Villebelle.

" Ask mo no more questions. Sutfice it to say that

it is not I who seek to quarrel with you."
" And therefore whatsoever you know you will

keep to yourself?" eagerly interjected the baronet.

"Ah, your spy I perceive I" said the Marquis
coldly, as he fixed his eyes upon the window, from
which happening to glance forth, he beheld the per-

son who had followed him from the vicinage of the

Admiral's Head.
" Ue shall watch you no more," the baronet has-

tened to observe. " I will dismiss him at once. You
see," he added with nervous excitement and fawn-

ing criuginguess, " I am willing to be on fiiendly

terms with you if I can."

Thus speaking, Sir John Marston hastened to the

window—tapped at the pane—and made a sign for

the man to enter the house. He himself then has-

tened out of the room to open the street-door and

give the individual admittance : having done whicli,

he remained speaking a few moments in the hall

with him.

Mcanwhde the Marquis of Villebelle had turned

away from the window, and walked carelessly across

the room, inwardly rejoiciug that Kate Marshall's

taUsinanic words should have proilu-ed so signal an

elfect. Passing by the table, his eyes fell upon the

numerous papers scattered upon the desk and round

about it: and at the very instant he was about to

withdraw his glance with the instinctive aversion of

an honourable-minded man to pry into secret docu-

ments, his looks encountered a name upon one of the

papers that at once rivetted them there. All scru-

ples vanished in a moment : he looked closer at the

paper—read half-a-dozen lines—and then with an

ejaculation of astonishment, turned aside again atid

advanced towards the window.

The next moment Sir John Marston re-enterea

the room ; and carefully closing the door, he accosted

Villebelle, saying, " You will be molested by that

person no longer. I have ordered in wine—you
must drink with me as a proof that you are uot in

downright enmity against me."
" Sir John Marston," responded Villebelle, " such

words have passed between us this day as to render

it impossible that we can sit down together in a

friendly manner. I can only repeat, that if it be an

understaiKling between us at this moment that we
abstain from mutual molestation, I will adhere to

that compact."
" Yes, yes—bo it so, be it so!" replied Marston,

still labouring under a nervous excitement : and

changed indeeil was the manner of the man firom

what it was in its domineering t yranny at the

Admiral's Head, and from its sneering scornfulne>s

when Villebelle first entered the room where thej

now stood together.
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" I wisii you good evening, Sir John Marston,"

laid the Marquis, bowing coldly and moving towards

the door.

" One word !—do let me have one word more with

you !" exclaimed tlie baronet, whose ideas were evi-

dently in a state of cruel bewilderment. " Do you
know—I beseech you to tell me—do you know
where your wife dwells ? -or shall I say the lady

who was once your wife for I know not now how
to speak of her. Tell me, if you be acquainted with

lier abode—I beseech you to tell me •"

"Again I say good evening, Su' John Marston :"

—and the Marquis of VilluboUe, with a still colder

and haughtier bow, quitted the room,—the baronet

making no farther eifort to detain him.

On his way back to the Admiral's Mead, the

Mai-quis could not help wondering in what con-

sisted the talismanic effect of the mei-e name of Lady
E/erton. That it had been potent to quell the

proud spirit and level the haughty assurance of Sir

John Marston, was evident enough. Nor less did

moreover, it was so kindly given. But without the

slightest prospect of reward should I have acted

just as I have done. I sincerely wish your lordship

all possible happiness."

Kate Marshall then quitted the room ; and soon

afterwards the Marquis of Villobelle retired to his

own chamber. On the following day, at about
eleven o'clock, the Marquis, Constance, and Mary-
Anne, took a kind leave of the Marshalls and em-
barked on board the steam-vessel for Calais. They
experienced no molestation of any kind : nor did it

appear that then* movements were watched by
spies. From Calais the journey was immediately
pursued to Paris; and on the day after tlieir arrival

in the sovereign city of France, they repaired to tlie

British Ambassador's Chapel to pass through tlie

matrimonial ceremony. The chaplain proved to be

the same who had pronounced the marriage- blessing

—(what a mockery it was) — upon the Marquis of

Villebelle and his first wife. The circumstance of

the former marriage was at once remembered by the

the Marquis of Villebelle ponder upon the extraor- i
reverend gentleman ; and the Marquis assurcil him

dinary revelation that had been made to him by the
|

that there existed no impediment to a second al-

liance. This averment was sufficient,—the social

position of the Marquis and the fact that he had re-

cently been appointed to a diplomatic situation at

the Spanish Court, being considered ample guaran-

tees for his respectability and honour. The cere-

mony was therefore solemnized ; and Constance now
called herself Marchioness of Villebelle.

In the afternoon she wrote a long letter to

Juliana, which she directed to Saxondale House,
not thinking that her mother would after all have

paper at which he had glanced on the desk. Yet
this afforded him no clue to the reading of the other

mystery : or if for a moment it engendered a sus-

picion, it was one which there was no other circum-

stance to con'irm. But that the lady whom he had
married five years back in Paris, had experienced a

strange destiny—perhaps most wrongful treatment

—he could not help thinking.

On arriving at the AdmiraVs Head, he gave a

quick nod of intelligence to Kate who looked out

the door of the bar-parlour; and she saw that all
I
persevered in the originally contemplated visit into

was welL He rushed up -stairs ; and the fervid em- ' Lincolnshire. Early the next morning the Marquis
brace in which he at once strained Constance, as ' and Marchioness of Villebelle, attended by Mary-
well as the glow of joyous animation upon his I

Anne, and by a valet whose services had been en-

handsome countenance, convinced her and Mary- gaged on sufficient recommendation, set out on
Anne that there was uothiag more to fear. their journey towards the Spanish frontiers; and in

That evening, after Constance and her faithful due time they reached the city of Madrid without

experiencing any more adventures worthy ot nar-

ratiou.

attendant had retired to the chamber provided for

them, the Marquis sat down and wrote a letter.

This he sealed—but placed no address upon it. Ho
then rang the bell, and summoned Kate to the

room.
" I have a favour to ask you," he said as soon as

she made her appearance. " It is evident that you
are acquainted with the lady who, if she chose,

might have called herself the Marchioness of Ville-

belle, but who has so generously released me from
all the trammels of that mysterious marriage. Tell

me—are you acquainted with her address ? I am
sure you must "le. But I do not wish you to men-
tion it to me : indeed it were perhaps better not. The
favour I ask is thai you will forward this letter to

her."

" I will do 80, my lord," replied Kate, receiving

the sealed epistle from his hands. I

" And now, Miss Marshall," resumed Villebelle, '

" let me once more express to you my gratitude "

" Oh ! I require no thanks, my lord," she ex-
'

claimed. " You have already rewarded my father

liberally
: and behold !" she added, raising licr hand matter, so long as she marries the Marquis ? Give

and displaying a beautiful ring upon one of her me a light for my cigar."

well-formed lingers: " I have just received this as a
|

" But they say that the Marquis is already mar-
memento from that beautiful and amiable young ried," returned Harold. "I have heard your
lady who indeed merits all your love. I did not mother herself sny so."

mind accepting the rin^, because it is a gift that "Oh! mj mother will say anything' when it

one might take under such cjixumslances ; and suits her purpose," exclaimed Lord Saxondale.

CHAPTER LVIII.

THE EECEBATION3 AND THE HORROUS OP L0ND05
LIFE.

It was about half-past nine o'clock vn the evening,

tiiat Lord Harold Staunton, having dined quietly at

his own lodgings in Jermyn Street, sauntered form
with his cigar ; and passing down the HHymarkcl,
he encountered his friend Lord Saxondale.

" I was just going up to your place, Harold,"

said the dissipated young nobleman. " I thouglit

perhaps you would want company, and we might
make another night of it together "

" Upon my word, Edmund," observed Staunton,

as the former took his arm and walked on with

him, " you are wonderfully unconcerned at what
took place j'cstcrda^-."

" Ah ! about Constance ? Well, what doca it
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"I suppose she didn't want Constance to marry
this Frenchman ; and so she invented that tale."

" But if it should happen to be true," said Lord
Harold :

" what then ? Now, to tell you the truth,

—no matter what I myself may be, I should be
furiously indignant against any one who dared to

inveigle away a sister of mine."

"What would you hare me do?" demanded
Saxondale.

" Why, hasten after the fugitives, to be sure—see

that they are really married—and ii so, obtain

proofs from the Marquis that it is all a calumny
about his former alliance : and if ho can't or won't

give you satisfaction in this way, then you must
seek it in another."

" What ! shoot him through the head, and so

make my sister a widow at once ?" ejaculated

Saxondale, by no means relishing the advice he had
just received. "Come, come, Harold—you know
very well that I am no coward : but it would be the

height of folly to rush madly into such a scrape as

this. Besides, a man who is descended from an-

cestors in the time of the Tudors, can't place him-
self on a level nath a beggarly French Marquis "

" But I, Edmund," interrupted Staunton with
some degree of bitterness, " though belonging to a

family as ancient as your own, put myself on a
level the other day with an obscure artist, who
oould scarcely be called a gentleman—much less a

nobleman."
" Well, if you were fool enough, my dear Harold,

to let my precious lady-mother hurry you into that

unpleasant business, I can't help it. It's no reason

why I should be equally imprudent."
" I see that the less we talk upon this subject, the

better," observed Staunton. " But wasn't t4iis re-

solution of your mother's to rush off into Lincoln-
shire somewhat sudden ?"

" It was. But I don't bother myself much about
her. Come, what are we going to do to-night ? I

I am in the humour for amusement. To-morrow I

have got an appointment with Marlow and Malton
about having all my debts paid, and settling about
a good monthly allowance till I come of age : so I

have every reason to be in the best possible spirits."

"I recollect you told me me how you reduced
your mother to submission. You have to thank mo
for putting you in possession of that secret."

" And so I do thank you, my dear Harold. It

was most fortunate, the discovery of that Spanish
costume ! Ah, you should have seen how queer ray

mother looked the moment I told her of it. But
what are we going to do, I again ask ? Suppose we
take a look in at the Cider-Cellar."

" With all my heart," responded Harold. " I

feel riithcr dull and out of sorts tliis evening, and
shall bo glad of some rational kind of amusement.
I am in no humour for getting into disturbances

with the police, or losing money at the gambling-

table : and therefore I will gladly ^dopt your sug-

gestion."

The two young noblemen sauntered towards
Maiden Lane, in the immediate vicinage of Covent
Oai-(l(-n. A lamp over an ample doorway, and
bearing the words "Cidbb Cellar" upon the

glass, denoted their destination. Descending a
upsifious staircase, into a region which though
b(>ncath the ievel of the ground, had nothing of
subterranean gloom about it, they threaded a well-

lighted passage, and entered a large room, which
we purpose to describe for the benefit of those
readers who may not be as fiimiliar with the pkc*
as were Staunton and Saxondale.

Although approached by this subterranean pas-
sage, the room itself,—or indeed it deserves the de-

nomination of a hall,—is nearly as lofty as the

house to which it is attached, or any of the wijacent

tenements. Its length and width are in due pro
portion with its height; and it has alto;»ether a
cheerful and handsome appearance. Tlie decora-

tions are simple, but in the best possible taste.

There is a fine mirror at each extremity ; and in

the evening the place is completely flooded with tho

lustre of numerous gas-lamps. Three parallel lines

of tables run the whole length of the immense apart-

ment ; and at the further end a platform is raised

for the chairman, the pianist, and the vocalists

engaged to contribute to the entertainment of the

company. As a matter of course the assemblage is

somewhat of a miscellaneous character: for there

may be seen the polished gentleman and the coiv

summate snob—the unassuming visitor, as well as

the insufferable coxcomb—the well-to-do tradesman
and the debauchee aristocrat—together with a pretty

tolerable sprinkling of the class known as "gents."

But the place is eminently respectable, and is con-

ducted with a degree of decorum which prevents the

developments of snobism and gentism from provin"*

a source of general annoyance. On each side of

the three lines of table the company are seated ; and
there is as miscellaneous an assortment of beverages

as of guests. Some may be seen drinking wine

—

others spirits-and-water : others arc slaking tlieir

thirst with malt liquors, draught or bottled—while
others again are expanding into the complncent
good-humour produced by peculiar compounds
known in that region by the name of " sediictivcs."

Some may be seen partaking of suppers, which aie

served up with most agreeable promptitude after

the order is once given, and in a way to tempt the

most fastidious appetite. The staple commodity
for these little refections appears to be tJie Welsh-
rabbit: but devilled kidneys, scolloppcd oysters,

chops, and steaks, accompanied by baked potatoes,

likewise receive considerable patronage. Almost
every body appears to smoke at tho Cider-Cellar;

and it is the sole business of one of the waiters to

hand round a box of Havannah's choicest produce.

By the way, speaking of waiters, we may add that

the attendance is unexceptionable.

At the table on the platform may be seen the

chairman with the orticial hammer in his hand.
On his right and left are the vocalists who contri-

bute to the entertainment of the evening. Let it

not be supposed that these are mere pot-house

singers who give their services in consideration of

their supper and their grog: they are of a much
liigh^r class, well known in the musical world, and
engaged at handsome salaries by the spirited pro-

prietor of the Cider-Collar. The pianist too is a re-

niarkable character in his way, not merely with the

somewhat singular appearance made by his white

hair, his coloured glasses, and his black moustache,

but by his professional talent.

The entertainment generally commences at about

ten o'clock in the evening; and up to eleven there

is an almost uninterrupted succession oi songs. Xi

this hour the apartment is sure to bo well filled

;
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•ad H sort of sensation begins to take place. Those

who possess watches, look at them with the air of

persons who evidently know that some particular

treat is at band ; and those who are not fortunate

enoujjh to own these indicators of time, anxiously

ask tS'j possessors thereof " whether it is eleven

yet ?' Several of the guests leave their seats in

order to fjet nearer to the platform: Welsh-rabbits

and devilled kidneys are suffered to get cold, while

the supper-eaters catch the infection of the general

excitement and look towards the platform with as

much eagerness as if the curtain of a theatre were
about to draw up and reveal the scenic attractions

of the stage.

Tlie chairman now announces that " Mr. Ross
will appear in his favourite character of Sam Hall."

Then ensues a tremendous clapping of hands and
thumping of knuckles upon the table, so that the

glasses all seem as if suddenly attacked with St.

Vitus's dance, and even the huge metal jugs of hot

water appear inclined to perform a fandango. In

the midst of this hearty tumult the vocalist whose

name elicited the applause, appears from behind a

screen, dressed as a ragged, dirty, wretched-looking

man, with a battered hat on his head, a pipe in his

hand, and his countenance made up to an expres-

sion of a dark, dismal, but at the same time fierce

Uespair. This is the personification of Sam Hall,

the hero of the song. He is supposed to be a man
condemned to die ; and the whole performance con-

stitutes a tremendous illustration of the horrors

experienced by the mind of a doomed being. It is

no exaggeration to declare that this is perhaps the

most terrific revelation of what fancy might depict

as passing within the walls of a condemned cell,

that it is possible to conceive. All the power of the

artiste is thrown into the impersonation of his

ideal character ; and the effect upon the larger por-

tion of the company is immense. True it is that

some few imtividuals, of the snob and the gent

class, incapable of being affected by the awful
solemnity of the scene, behold only a ludicrous

representation therein, and exliibit their vile taste

hy means of lau-jhter. But with the generality of

the spectators the feeling is one of the profoundest

awe. Tliough the j«;rformer be chiefly noted as a

fiitft-rate comio sin>jf!r, yet there is no comedy in

li)3 persouiticiition of Sam Hall : it is all tragedy

—

deep, appalling, stupendous tragedy. The illimitable

horror allcrnating with darkest despair that he
throws into his features, rivets the gaze and seizes

upon the mind as if with a spell. The man who is

opposed to the punishment of death, beholds in'

that scene an unanswerable argument in support of
his philanthropic views : while the individual who
has previously cherished the revolting prejudice in

favour of the capital penalty, must, if he have any
feeKng at all, retire from that scene with a changed
opinion.

Such is a description of the Cider-Cellar, and an
outUne of the entertainments that may be mot
with there. It was in this place that Lord Harold
Staunton and Lord Saxondale whiled away a couple
of hours on the evening of which we are speaking.
Staunton,—who though a thorough rake and an
unprincipled profligate, nevertheless had some
generous qualities,—was much moved by the im-
personation of Sam Hall : but Saxondale, who had
not a single kindly feeling, was on* of the few that

upon this occasion had the bad taste to laugh
But then he was not merely devoid of the feeling,

but likewise of the capacity to comprehend the

deep tragic meaning of the scene.

On issuing forth from the Cider-Cellar, Lord
Harold Staunton and Lord Saxondale walked slowly

on, exchanging their remarks upon all that had
taken place. The clock of St. Paul's, Covent Garden,
was proclaiming the hour of midnight—much too

early for these scions of the arbtocracy to think of

retiring to rest as yet. They paused in Covent
Garden, and deliberated whtt they should do to

amuse or divert themselves.
" I tell you what, Edmund," said Lord Harold,

" an idea has suddenly struck me. I was reading

in the newspaper this morning something about
the low dens and lodging-houses in certain streets

at no great distance. What say you ?—shall we go
and pay them a visit ?"

" I don't much fancy it," replied Saxondale :
" for

I think we are pretty sure of getting into a scrape

—perhaps robbed and well thrashed. Not that I
am a coward, you know, Harold : but——"

" You like to be safe :"—and there was a tinge of
a sneer in Staunton's accents : then he immediately
added, " We should want a guide, and might there-

fore take a policeman with us. There goes one at
this moment."
The two young noblemen accordingly hastened

after the constable who was proceeding a-head;
and he, hearing hasty footsteps behind, quickly
looked back. At once recognizing Staunton and
Saxondale, who were frequently getting into disturb-

ances with the police, the ofiicer drew his truncheon,
telling them " that he knew them well and they
had better mind what they were about." Tlris

made Saxondale laugh heartily with continuo<i4

cachinations of his cracked voice. But Lord Harold
speedily convinced the constable that their object

was on this occasion pacific. The officer accordingly
put back his truncheon ; and Staunton proceeded to

explain the object he and his companion had in
view.

" Well, my lords," replied the policeman, " I am
just this minute going off duty ; and if you will tell

me where you will be in about half-an-hour, I will

just slip on a plain coat and hat and come and join
you."

Staunton intimated that they would walk about
Covent Garden and smoke their cigars. Theofllcer
accordingly went his way ; and true to his promise,
he re-appeared in plain clothes at the expiration of
the time specified.

" Now, my lords," he said, " I will take you first of
all to a kinchin-ken."

" And what the deuce is that ?" inquired Saxon-
dale.

" It's a place where boys and gals live together.

It's kept by a woman and her two daughters—

a

precious rum lot, I can tell you. The woman's a
hempen widder "

Again an explanation was demanded.
" It means, my lord, that her husband was hung.

He was a cracksman that means a burglar

b} profession, and one of the most desperate wil-

lains that ever lived. It's a matter of ten year ago
that he was tucked up ; and his old o'omau took to

keeping a kinchin-kcn. Her name is Burley M*.
ther Burley they call her. Her daughters ain't (Im
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most moral young ;romcn in the world, as your

lordships may suppose. They have both got their

r»ncy-men—rcglar rum 'uns. Biddy Burley, the

eldest, is the blowen of Mat the Cadger ; and Polly

hurley, the youngest, has Spider Bill for her flash

man. These chaps are the greatest thieves in Lon-
don, and have been a many times on the everlasting

•taircase that means the treadmill."

While the police-constable was thus running on
with the details of his information relative to the

JJurley family, he had conducted the two noblemen
away from Covont Garden, into a dark, narrow,

inister-looking street leading out of Drury Lane.

As they passed along, they suddenly came upon an
individual who was leaning with his back against

the closed gateway of a wheelwright's workshop, as

appeared by the white letters painted on the doors,

and on which a light from the window ot the oppo-

site house was streaming full. The man leaning

there was respectably dressed, and was smoking a

cigar. The policeman stopped short, and said to

him, "Well, Harry—watching this place still—eh?"
" Yes ; and likely to watch it too," was the re-

sponse. " Uncommon tedious work, I can tell you.

Bat stay—the door's opening !"

As he thus spoke he kept his eyes fixed on the

tjjpositc house whence the light was streaming. The
nonstable and ihe two noblemen looked in the same
direction. The light now disappeared from the

•vindow : the sound of bolts drawing back and a

chain let dowu continued to be heard for a tew mo-
ments: then the dwr opened—and an old man of

very sordid and s'nister appearance came forth. He
tLrew a glance Across the narrow street at the

group assembled opposite his door, and gave a low
mocking iaugh -vhich sounded horrible as a death-

rattle. Closing the door, the old man proceeded

along the street ; and the individual who had been

wldressed by ^be name of Harry, at once followed

him.
" What's all this mean ?" asked Lord Sasondale

of the constable-guide after a few moments' silence.

"That place," answered the police-officer, pointing

to the dwelling whence the old man had issued, "is

a receiving-house for stolen goods ; and that old

feller is the receiver himself. We call him a fence;

and he's one of the sharpest in London. The man
Harry that I spoke to and that's gone after him, is

an oflBcer of the Detective Force ; and he will

follow the old fence wherever he goes, no matter

how long he may be absent. There's three of the

Detectives that's appointed for this special service

—

to keep watch night and day ; and they take their

turns. This has been going on for the last five

months, and will cost the county a precious sum of

money."
" Bat can't they bring anything positive home to

the old man, so as to get him punished at once ?"

asked Staunton.
" No. Since he's been watched he takes too good

care of that," replied the constable. "Besides,

that's not so much the object—although of course

if there was a cause he would very soon be took up.

The chief object is to force him out of the neigh-

bourhood, and make him break up his establish-

ment."
" I was not aware that the Police Commissioners

possessed such power," observed Lord Harold.
" Power i" cclioed the constable. " Bloss your

lordship, the Commissioners can do anything. And
80 can us constables too for that matter," added th«
officer, with a laugh :

" for we know very well that

the magistrates are sure to take our part, unless it's

something very outrageous indeed. But even then
there's generally a loop-hole found for us to creep

out of. This way, my lords—and here we are."

While thus speaking, the constable had led the

two noblemen round a turning into another street

of even a more sinister appearance than the one
they had just quitted ; and they had halted at the

door of one of the blackened cut-throat-looking

houses that formed the street. The constable

knocked at the door : but some minutes elapsed ere

it was opened; and durin,' tliis interval the sountls

of numerous juvenile voices reached their ears from
within, roserabling the uproarious mirth of a school
that is breaking up for the holidays.

At length the door was opened by an ill -looking

bloated young woman, of about five-and-twenty.

Her hair seemed in as much disorder as if she had
been creeping through a hedge : a dirty faded cotton-

gown hung loosely upon her; and being open in

front, left her coarse bosom indecently exposed

She eddently had no stays on, and indeed appeared

to have no under-garments of any kind. Her dirt;

stockings were dangling down ; and her feet wer'

thrust into an old pair of slioes trodden at th«

heels, so that they pattered on the floor like clog!

when she walked. She h. Id a candle in her hand—
and had a half-tipsy look, as if she had been dis-

turbed in the midst of a revel. She however imme-
diately recognized the policeman : but not the least

abaished nor troubled—on the contrary, with im-
mense eflrontery—she asked him, with a horrible

imprecation, what he wanted ?

" Just to show these gentlemen your place,

Biddy," replied the constable.

" That's all gammon," answered the woman.
" You're arter some of the kinchins

"

" 'Pon ray honour I'm not," reioined the officer

then in a whisper aside to the noblemen, he said,

" You had better give Biddy Burley a tip, my
lords."

Saxondale, who was always ready to flash hii

money ostentatiously, drew out his purse and gave

the woman a sovereign, at sight of which her coun-

tenance cheered up wondrously ; and she said.

"My eyes! you are swell coves, and no mistake.

Come in, and you shall see the ken."

The two noblemen and the police-constable passed

into the house, and found themselves in a narrow
passage that went perceptibly sloping down towards

a staircase at the end. All this time the sounds of

voices had continued to be heard in unabating

upreariousuess. Shouting, screaming, laughing,

swearing, singing, and quarrelling, seemed to be

going on in every part of the house, as if it were

a veritable pandemonium of little demons. Biddy
Burley shut the street-door, and throwing open one
leading into the ground floor front room, said,

" Here's some swell coves come to see,the place

But they doesn't belong to the 'Ligirfus Track

S'iety, cos they're smoking cigars and doesn't wear

white chokers."
" So much the bettor. I can't abear them

sneaking, snivelling, canting chaps which only oomee

to see the young gals in bed, and makes aportence

of 'stributing their papers."
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Tbis last speech emanated from the lips of an

elderly woman of enormous corpulency, and whose
immense bloated face, watery eyes, husky voice, and
general appearance too well betokened a life of

habitual intemperance. She was lolling in a half,

tipsy state in a large arm-chair ; anfl the constable,

in a whisper to the two noblemen, made them aware
that she was the mistress of the den. The younger
daughter,—whose appcaranoc so much resembled

the elder's that it requires no special description,

—

was seated next to the mother ; and a dozen ragged,

dirty, squalid-looking, half-naked boys and girls

were placed round a rickctty old table, on which
were bottles, jugs, quart-pots, pipes, cigars, tobacco,

and cards. The ages of these children averaged
from nine to sixteen: vice was indelibly stamped
upon their countenances. *A few had been naturally

good-looking— but it required an almost micro-

scopic eye to discern the traces thereof beneath the

grime that masked the features of some, and the

bold traits of habitual profligacy, intemperance, and
dissipation which characterized others. The room
was miserably furnished : the walls and ceiling

were so completely blackened with smoke and dirt

that the place looked like a sweep's abode ; and the

crazy boards that formed the floor, sinking beneath
the feet, produced gurgling, plashy, slushy sounds,

as if the planks rested upon a bed of thick slime

and mud. Such indeed, to a certain extent, was
the case : for in consequence of bad drainage—or

perhaps the absence of all drainage whatsoever

—

the refuse-water could not flow -off and collected in

the foundations of the house." The atmosphere was
sickly in odour and stifling in heat—it was actually

pestilential;—and after merely glancing around this

room, the two noblemen were constrained to step

back into the passage with the intention of leaving

the loathsome den at once.

"You'd better see it all, my lords, now that

you're here," whispered the constable. " This scene
is nothing to what you'll find up-stairs. Come,
Biddy—lead the way and show the light."

The woman accordingly conducted the visitors

into a back room, the aspect of which was as horrible

as that of the other. Here there was a fire ; and a
dozen boys and girls, of the same description as the

first lot seen by the visitors, were engaged some in

drinking and card-playing, and others in cooking
things for their supper. Sausages, bits of fish,

tripe, and shoes of liver were all frying together in

one enormous pan: while in a pot—or rather

cauldron—cow-heels, more tripe, trotters, chitter-

lings, and other abominations purchased from the

cat's-meat shop, were stewing together. The boys
and girls hushed their uproarious mirth (as had
been the case in the other room) on the appearance

of the two noblemen with the constable. They
recognized the last-mentioned individual ; and some
of them began to what they termed " chaff him,"

—

giving utterance to horrible imprecations and dis-

gusting obscenities as glibly and as unconcernedly

AS if these phrases formed necessary integral parts

of the English language. We cannot of course

sully our pages thorevath : but we may record the

sense and tendency of some of tho characteristic ob-

servations.

"Hullo, you Peeler! what d'ye come here for?"

demanded a girl of about sixteen, and who though
half-naksd was utterly unabashed. " If you're look-

ing arter me you'll catch a rum 'un : for Fm blowed
if I don't BpHe that precious face of your'n."

" He don't come for me," said a youth as thin ftS

a skeleton, horribly squalid, and clothed in rags, so

that his frightful emaciation was painfully visible

:

"cos why I've took never a fogle all day have I

though ? that's all ! No—I'm sniggered if I'm
wanted this time."

"I'll tell'ee what. Peeler," said another boy, "if

you've come to ax about my karricter I must refer

you to the beak which sent me to the everlasting

stepper six months ago. Oh! won't he speak a
jolly good word for me—that's all!"

"Come, I say, you Polly," cried an urchin of

nine, with a face like a monkey, and addressing tho

officer in a shrill voice, " it isn't me that's in trouble,

be it now ? You can't say as how I'm a cross-cove,

though you chaps does swear to anything. Crikey,

how them Pollies does swear my eye
!"

"Don't bully the poor man," observed another

juvenile tatterdemalion, who was eating a baked
potatoe ; " he's a good feller in his way. Here, old

chap—have some of this here murphy ? It's deuced

good, if the butter wasn't rank. Ah ! you PolUes

doesn't get sich nice things aa we does. Yoa «
poor—you be—poor devils

!"

"Tip us your mawley, Peeler," squeaked forth

another urchin, with a shock of hair like a piece of

a carriage-mat; "and let's see that you're not

nosing on us. Don't be afeard to come near me—
I won't knock yer down, I won't."

" Kim aup, Peeler—what air ye arter here ? Tell

us, there's a good chap, and ve von't be too 'ard

upon yer. But no lies, mind—no lies; or I'm
blowed if I'll put aup vith it for one :"—and this

was said by the smallest boy in the whole com-
pany.
" What'll you give me, you Bobby, you," cried a

girl whose age certainly was not above ten, but who
seemed amazingly sharp, " if I tell yer how much
I got by filching yesterday and to-day. Nineteen

ankerchers—seventeen purses—forty-two gold snufiF-

boxes—and a big lump of cheese."

At this sally of thieves' wit there was an up*

roarious outburst of laughter on the part of the

whole juvenile crew, in the midst of which the

visitors quitted the room. But as they ascended

the dirty, ricketty, narrow staircase,—still conducted

by Biddy Burley,—the shouts of mirth from the

back room appeared to follow them, imtil those

sounds were lost in another tempest of uproar

which emanated from the upper part of the house.

Biddy Burley conducted the two noblemen and
the constable into the front room on the first floor

;

and there indeed a strange and revolting specUclo

met tho eyo. The floor was strown with rotting

rags as completely as a stable is littered with straw

or an uncleansed pig's-stye is ankle-deep in filth.

There was not a vestige of furniture in the place.

A solitary candle burnt in the chimney. The at-

mosphere was hot and stifling, as well as of the

most fetid odour. It struck with a sickly taste to

tho tongue, and at once produced a nausea and
heaving at the stomach. Those who have never

visited such a place can form no idea of the loath-

someness of the heavy stagnant air : it seemed to

be compounded solely of fetid breaths. The exha-

lations of putrid fever were nothing to it. And
there, in that room, were crowded soom fifloen o§
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sixteen boys and girls, of the same gradation of

at^es and of tjie same stamp and description as those

previously seen. Some few iVere stretched upon the

mass of putrid rags, sleepmg soundly despite the

noise made by the others who were awake. These

latter were romping and frolicking at the moment
when the visitors entered : but they left oflF to stare

at " the swell coves," and then to chaff the police-

man. Thus was it that persons of both sexes were

accustomed to herd and huddle together in that vile

den, each paying twopence a night for the accom-

modation.

A couple of minutes' survey of the disgusting

scene was quite sufficient for Staunton and Saxon-

dale. They experienced a horrible sickness at the

stomach ; and their very clothes appeared to creep

upon them, as if alive with vermin. Biddy Bur-

ley offered to show them the rest of the house

:

but they were quite satisfied with what they had

already seen ; and Staunton having given her a

guinea on his own account for her trouble, the

visitors lost no time in issuing from the den.

"Widder Burley and her daughters," said the

constable, as they proceeded along the street, " drives

a roaring trade with them boys and gals. Why,
would you believe it, my lords, she's got at least

seventy or eighty of 'em in that house of only six

rooms ! The whole place swarms with thieves as plen-

tiful as vermin : and it's supported too by thieving.

There isn't a morsel of food or a drop of drink that

goes into that place, that's bought with honest

money. Perhaps your lordships think that it's the

only place of the sort ? Well, I can tell you there's

hundreds of such cribs in London : and that isn't

even the worst. Down in Whitechapel and over in

the Mint, there's worse still. But now, if your
lordships Uke, I will take you into a lodging-house

for grown-up people—tramps, thieves, beggars, and
what not."

Lord Saxondale at first positively refused the

•onstable's proposal : but Lord Harold, feeling some
curiosity on the subject, accepted it, and succeeded

jn over-ruling his companion's scruples. They did

accordingly visit a low lodging-house in the same
neighbourhood : but we need not follow them
throughout their investigation. A few particulars

will suffice. The house was a large one, in the

occupation of a ruffian-looking fellow, who had to

pay a very high rent to the principal landlord ; and
in order to do this, he had to make the most of the

premises. The original landlord had a dozen such
houses, and rolled in his carriage. His tenants

being so highly rented, could not afford, even if

they felt inclined, to expend any money upon the

improvement of the houses : consequently it was
not altogether their fault if those dens were of the

most loathsome and unwholesome description—with
no drainage—no ventilation—and wretchedly sup-

plied with water, which was also unfit to drink.

But let us look inside the particular house which
the two noblemen visited on the night in question.

In every room the lodgers were crowded together.

There was a sort of attempt at a distinction of beds,

but there were no bedsteads—merely a number of
dirty straw matirasses stretched upon the floor, each
provided with (ftie coarse horse-cloth coverlid. Tliese

Were filthy to a degree, and swarming with vermin.

The beds—if they deserved the denomination—had
jut an interval of about a foot between them ; and

^

what with being trodden down and therefore made
to encroach even upon that limited space, and what
with the coverlids spreading over or tossing about,

being kicked off in consequence of the heat, the

floor of every room appeared to be completely

covered with this wretched bedding. Whole fami-

lies—consisting for instance of father, mother, and
two or three children—occupied one bed : grown up
brothers and sisters slept together : fathers and
daughters, mothers and sons—all adults—were simi-

larly situated. But we can proceed no farther;

' the picture is too hideous to be dwelt upon. Those
of our readers, however, who have never visited

such frightful dens, may rest assured that none of

their details are here exaggerated. Indeed, it would
be impossible to find any terms sufficiently hyper-

I

bolic to transcend the stern reaUty of the abhor-

rent truths.

I

Lord Harold Staunton and Lord Saxondale libe-

rally rewarded the policeman for having accom-
panied them in these visits : and they made the best

I

of their way, the one to Jermyn Street, the other to

Park Lane, to put off the raiment which they had
on, and which appeared to cause the most unplea-

sant sensations. We need scarcely add that these

clothes were never worn again, but were given to

their valets to be got rid of according as they might
• think fit.

In our former works especially devoted to the da-

I

sci-iption of the mysteries of London life, we have
introduced our readers to low dens of the same de-

scription aa these of which we have now been writ-

ing: but we do not consider that we are to be
blamed on the score of repetition or supererogation-

I

We purposely and with studied intent recall public

j

attention again and again to the horrible abodes

which poverty is compelled to seek, where vice lurks,

and where crime conceals itself. For we boldly.and

unhesitatingly charge to the account of our legisla-

tors and rulers the existence of those sinks of abo-

mination.

CHAPTER LIX.

ELIZABETH AND FBASK.

We must now return to Lady Bess's pretty little

cottage in the neighbourhood of Edmonton ; and if

we peep into the elegantly furnished parlour, one
morning after breakfast, we shall behold the ama-
zOnian heroine and her brother Francis Paton seated

together upon the sofa. Four or five days had
elapsed since the youth received the terrible confir-

mation of Lady Saxondale's averment that his sister

was a female highwayman. That during these few
days Frank had been very ill, and had suffered much,
mentally and bodily, a glance at his pale counte-

nance would show. The colour had completely left

his cheeks : he seemed drooping and languid, as if

physical exertion were attended by pain ; and it al-

most appeared as if the unfortunate young man ex-

perienced a thorough lassitude of life.

His sister, apparelled in the garb befitting her

BOX, also looked mournful : but with one arm thrown

round her brother's neck, and one hand clasped in

his own, she was doing her best to console and cheer

him.

"Dearest Frank," she said, "it cuts me to th«
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heart to behold jou thus. If you do not endeavour

to rally your spirits, I shall myself sink into such

deep despondency and gloom as to be utterly incom-

petent for the final unravelling of this skein, so

much of which is already disentangled."

"Elizabeth," answered Frank, fixing his large

hazel eyes in deep melancholy upon his sister, " it

grieves me—Oh ! it grieves me, to be the cause of

aflBiction to you. I am sure, when you think of the

past, you must have already enough to make you

sad
"

" That is a reproach, Frank," observed Lady Bess

mildly but mournfully ;
" and after all my candour in

telUng you everything without the slightest reserve,

I think you might have spared it."

" Pardon me—forgive me, dearest Elizabeth !"

cried Frank, flinging his arms round his sister's

neck and embracing her affectionately. " I was in-

deed wrong to say what I did. Oh, no—I would

not reproach you ! And now tell me—do you for-

give me ?"

" It is not for you to ask pardon of me," was his

Bister's response. " You have never done anything

to make you ashamed: whereas I but I need

not say more."
" No, dear sister—we must not dwell upon this

topic. That it has caused me pain—great pain

—

cannot be denied : but for your sake I will endea-

vour to become cheerful."

" One word more, ere we take leave of the topic,"

aid Lady Bess. " Suppose that when you encoun-

tered your sister so unexpectedly a few days back,

you had discovered her a lost and abandoned crea-

ture in the true sense of woman's ruin, would you
not have loathed her ?—or if the natural afifection

of your generous heart had forbidden you to loathe

her, yet would you not have been overwhelmed with

even a greater amount of grief than you now ex-

perience for what I have done? Could you now
embrace me as you have just embraced me? would

you not feel as if there were pollution in ray touch ?

And remember, Frank, that when woman's virtue

is lost, it never can be restored ! She may repent

:

but her chastity is gone for ever. How different is

my case ! What I have done, can be atoned for.

Because, as I have already assured you—although

I have been guilty of crimes, yet I liave never

stooped to frailty. Ah! sometimes it is better to

be criminal than fraU—at least with woman! I

have robbed upon the highway : but I have never

plied a loathsome traffic in the public street. Nay,
more—although I have been married—yet," she

added, while a blush suffused her cheeks and she

bent down her looks in modest bashfulness, " I am
a pure virgin."

" Oh, yes 1" exclaimed Frank, now with something
like enthusiasm in his tone, " I would sooner, my
dearest sister, find that you have been what you
have been, than that to which you allude. Yes

—

your misdeeds may be amply atoned for : but had
you been the other, the loss of your honour would
have been irreparable."

" And yet, my dear Frank, those were the only

two alternatives between which I had to choc^se at

the time," continued Lady Bess, speaking in a low
and tremulous voice. " I chose that evil career

wliich had an iasvie of hope at tlic end, in preference

to that other evil career which at ita very threshold

ia marked by the abandonment of all hope. And

now tell m§, Frank—can you look upon me with

love and affection ? or must you ever fee! that yo'4

blush for your sister ?"

" No—after all you have said, I cannot blush for

you," replied Frank, warmly. " I may regret and
deplore : but there is no need to be ashamed in the

one sense in which a brother has to be ashamed of a
sister ! A thousand times do I rejoice that you
chose the alternative of evil which may be reme<licd,

instead of that other alternative which admits of no
redemption."

Again did the youth embrace his sister affec-

tionately : and then they sat for some minutes In

silence.

Frank no longer wore Lady Saxondale's livery.

He was dressed in a genteel suit of plain clothes,

and looked a perfect young gentleman. Indeed, il

he and Lord Saxondale had stood side by side and a

stranger had been asked which was the nobleman,
Frank would have been pointed to. The paleness ot

his looks— the traces of care—and thehngerin^ evi-

dences of indisposition, rendered his appearance

even more interesting than it was naturally wont
to be; and if Juliana could have seen him now,

fervid and impassioned would no doubt have been

her longing to strain him to her bosom.
" Do you think that you are likely to receive any

intelligence from Lord Everton's man-servant to-

day ?" asked Frank, after a pause, and for the pur-

pose of reviving the conversation in another strain

from that ere now pursued.
" I hope so," replied Elizabeth. " I know that

he calls every morning at the Hornsey post-office to

inquire if there be any letters for him : and he has

doubtless by this time received the note I forwarded

yesterday, telling him that he must lose no time in

discovering Lady Everton's abode."
" And then, shall we all three proceed thither to-

gether?" asked Frank.
" Yes, my dear brother—without delay. Adolphus

is naturally most anxious to embrace his mother

:

liis heart yearns towards her;—and if we receive

the desired intelligence to-day, we can set out to-

morrow— supposing that h« ladyship is really

dwelling in some secluded part of Wales."
" Why not denominate her our mother ?" asked

Frank, perceiving that his sister spoke of the sub-

ject of their discourse as her laJj/shij>.

" Because we have not the positive certainty that

it is so," answered Lady Bess. " And moreover, be-

cause we have agreed together that we are for the

present to say nothing on the suLject to Adolphus;

and therefore we must be cautious how we speak of

Lady Everton, lest he should overhear us."

" But can there be any doubt ?" exclaimed Frank.
"No—it is impossible!"

" If I mistake not, this morning's post," observed

Lady Bess, " will bring us a letter that will go far

to confirm our belief in the one sense, or else show
us that we have been cherishing a delusion."

" From whom do you expect a letter ?"

" Have you forgotten what occurred the day be-

fore yesterday, in respect to the carrier-pigeons ?"

" Oh !" exclaimed Frank :
" it is then from Miss

Marshall that you expect a letter ?"

" Yes," replied Elizabeth. " Being all but con-

vinced that Sir John Marston had deeply wronged
both you and me, and that our mother's intentions

had been flagrantly violated by him, I wrote Uieee
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words to Kate Marshall which I showed you, not

merely in the hopj of being able to serve the Mar-
quis of Villebelle, but likewise as a test of this be-

lief which we entertain."

" I understand," said Frank. " If Lady Everton

be really our mother, the bare mention of her name
to Sir John Marston's ear, must strike terror to his

Boul. Is not this your meaning ?"

" It is so," replied Elizabeth. " But here is the

postman. Sit you still, Frank—you are too weak
for any exertion. I will run- to the door."

Lady Bess accordingly hastened to receive a

packet which the postman delivered ; and returning

to her brother, she opened it. It was a letter from

Kate Marshall, containing an enclosure from the

Marquis of Villebelle. What Kate had written ran

thus :

—

"Admiral's Head, Daver.
" Dearest Ehrabeth,

" I did not think it worth while to despatch one of our
usual messengers merely for the purpose of telling jou
that your tslismanic words fully succeeded in producing
the desired eflFect—because I knew tbat according to the

inTariable understanding subsisting between us, you
would regard silence as a proof of success. The Marquis
departed this morning with the beautiful young lady who
is to become his wife. Last night, bL-fore he retired to

his room, he gave me the enclosed letter, with strict in-

junctions that it was to be forwarded to you at once. I
accordingly send it.

" We are all well, and sincerely hope that yon are
prosperous and thriving. I received a letter from a cer-

tain person the other day : or shall I in plain terms say,

from Ned Russell ? He was vrith his ship at Barcelona,
but will be home in a few weeks • and then, my dear
Elizabeth, as there will be a wedding at the Admiral's
Head, it will be impossible to dispense with your services

as one of the bridemaids. This kindness will be claimed
•t your hands by your former school-companion and

" Ever affectionate friend,

" CATHERINE MARSHALL."

Lady Bess was m no particular hurry to open the
Marquis of Villebelle's letter, as she naturally con-

cluded that it merely contained an assurance of grati-

tude for the service she had rendered him. There-
fore, ere she broke the seal of that letter, she
explained to her brother that the Ned Russell al-

luded to was the individual to whom Kate was en-
gaged to be married—that he was a very fine, hand-
•ome, dashing fellow, about thirty years of age—and
in every respect well suited for a good- looking,

sprightly, gay, and frank-hearted young wom«|i as

Kate was.

Lady Bess then proceeded to open the other
letter : but as she read its contents, so singular an
expression of mingled surprise, incredulity, and
• )lemn awe, appeared upon her countenance, that

Frank could not help leaning over her shoulder and
scanning the letter also. With its contents however
we need not at present engage the reader's atten-

tion : sutHce it to say that they affordcul food tor a
long and serious conversation between the brother
and sister.

This discourse was presently interrupted by the
»ppeftnu»e of Adolphus, who now entered the
room. A considerable change had taken place in

him; and it was alt for the better. Not only liad

his intellects made great progress towards the rc-

«>very of theu" proper equilibrium, but his pliysical

»*pect had improved. He was still thin—but (ho

puoful appearand of emaciation no longer shocked

the eye. A suitable toilet moreover constituted an

advantageous auxiliary to this improvement in his

looks ; and it was not dilJicult to sec that when
thoroughly restored to health, he would be a hand-

some man. His eyes had already lost their vacant

bewilderment of regard, and had regainad a natural

expression. They were dark, and fringed with thick

and beautiful lashes. His hair was likewise dark,

and curled naturally : his teeth were fine—and the

outline of his features, if not completely regular,

was at least attractive. He was tall—exceedingly

slender, but of good proportions ; and now that he

was properly apparelled, his air was that of gen-

tility—almost elegance.

It was with tlie affectionate manner which a

brother would show towards a sister, that Adolphus

bade Elizabeth Chandos "good moruing;" and aUo

with a friendly cordiality that he addressed Frank.

At the same time, as the reader has perceived, he

had not the remotest suspicion that they virtually

and literally believed him to be their half-brother

:

it was in the sincerest gratitude and esteem that

he testified such an affectionate demeanour towards

Lady Bess ; and this feeling was naturally reflected

towards her brother. Lady Bess told him that she

expected to see Theodore Barclay in the course of

the day with some certain intelligence as to the

abode of Lady Everton. Adolphus was rejoiced at

these tidings ; and Lady Bess asked him whether

he felt himself sufficiently recovered to undertake

so long a journey as that into Wales, supposing

Theodore's belief should prove correct, that Lady
Everton was actually residing in some strict se-

clusion there ? Adolphus assured her that he not

only felt sufficiently restored to health for such a

journey, but tliat the object for which it was to be

undertaken would inspire him with a spirit enabling

him to bear up against all fatigue.

While Lady Bess, Frank, flJid A<lolphus were

conversing together, they perceived from the win-

dow a young lady, neatly and tastefully attired, and

leading a charming little boy by the hand, approach

the cottage.

"It is Henrietta Leyden!" cried Elizabeth Chan-

dos ; and a sudden glow of delight appeared upotf

the countenance of Adolphus.

There was a knock at the door; and in a few

moments Kosa introduced Henrietta and little

Charley. At the first glance Miss Leyden recog-

nized in Lady Bess her dolivercr who had worn raalo

apparel at the time she elfccted her rescue : but she

did not as quickly perceive that Adolphus w;ls that

same miserable-looking object whom she had sci'ii

at Beech-Tree Lodge, and who was emanci[iatcd

from captivity at the same time as herself.

'•I thought you had forgotten us," said Lady l?oss,

taking Henrietta's hand and bidding her welcomo.
" Do you not recognize our friend here P"

" Yes—now I do," responded Henrietta: and it

was with a look as much as to imply her mingled

surprise and pleasure at beholding such a remurk-

able irapruvcmcnt in his general appearance.

"Miss Leyden," said Adolphus, taking her hand,

and gazing with a half respectful, half timid ad-

miration upon her sweetly beautiful countenance,—

"we were captives in the same place, and I hope

that we shall he friends now that we arc restored lo

liberty. Ah! mine is a strange wild hi-^tory ; ind

vou ought to know it. You cannot think how i
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have suffered !"—and he pressed his hand to his

brow: for though his intellects had almost re-

covered thieir equilibrium, yet there were moments

when they appeared to totter slightly as if about to

fall back into confusion—but then again, with the

elasticity of reviving vigour, did they regain the

firmness of their position.

" Come with me, Henrietta," said Lady Bess, " for

I have much to tell you, and we had better converse

alone. This dear little boy is your brother ? He
shall remain with my brother, whom you see here

—

and abo with our friend Adolphus."

Elizabeth Chandos accordingly conducted Hen-

rietta into another room ; and there she proceeded

to inform her who Adolphus really was, and where-

fore he had been kept for so many years in captivity.

Henrietta was naturally surprised on learning that

it was the real and true Lord Everton with whom
accident had thus made her acquainted; and if any-

thing were wanting to augment her indignation

against the old profligate who had usurped the title,

it was this tale of abominable iniquity towards his

nephew which she now heard. Lady Bess likewise

explained to her how it was that Adolphus had found

his way to her chamber at Beech-Tree Lodge on

those occasions when his ghastly appearance so

much frightened her ; and she wound up her narra-

tive by the intimation that in a very few days there

could be no doubt that Adolphus would be enabled

to stand before the world as the real Lord Everton.

Henrietta was rejoiced to hear that the cause of

right and justice would thus be made to triumph

over that of usurpation and wrong; and she re-

marked upon the extraordinary change for the

better that had taken place in the young nobleman's

looks.

" You may have perceived," said Lady Bess, " that

his reason has nearly established itself firmly upon

its seat again, but that there are moments when it

quails and totters with a transient feebleness. How-
ever, his progress towards a complete restoration to

health and intellect is highly satisfactory, and ex-

ceeds even the most sanguine hopes that at the com-

mencement I dared form. But aow, Miss Leyden,

1^ us speak of yourself. In the first place I have

to thank you for complying with my request, that

no publicity might be given to the incidents which

rendered us acquainted."

"It would indeed have been ungrateful on my
part to have disregarded your injunctions," re-

sponded Henrietta. " You may even think that I

have been guilty of ingratitude, as it is, for suffering

80 many days to elapse ere I called to renew my
sense of the boundless obligation under which I lie

towards you."
" Perhaps," said Lady Bess, slowly and with a

significant look, "you had some hesitation incoming

hither after all you saw on the night of your deli-

verance ?^K)r perhaps your relations and friends may
have counselled you against renewing your ac-

quaintance with me ?"

" Mrs. Chandos," said Henrietta, with a tone and

look of warm effusion, " you wrong me — I can

assure you that you wrong me. Candidly do I

confess that the one incident of that night—an inci-

dent to which I need not more particularly allude

—

has troubled me much : -but I have endeavoured to

reason myself into the belief that although you suf-

fered that proceeding to take place, you were no

participator in its fruits. Besides, when I thought

of the evident superiority of your looks, your man-

ners, your language, I could not suffer myself to

remain in the belief that—But I need not b«

explicit—^And now that I behold you in this attire,

and that I contemplate the honest frankness of your

countenance^——No, no—I cannot believe that
"

" And you are right," said Lady Bess :
" you

must believe nothing injurious with respect to mo.

There is some little mystery as to my motive io

assummg male apparel the other day : but you

will not ask me for explanations. It is my secret."

" And not for worlds would I seek to penetrate

it," responded Henrietta. " I was about to tell

you that I was not very explicit in the account I

gave to my mother—and to a good kind friend whom
heaven has sent us—relative to the transactions of

the other night. At the same time you must un-

derstand that it was but (me incident which I thus

suppressed^—"
" I thank you, dear Miss Leyden," exclaimed

Lady Bess, " for this delicacy and generosity on

your part. But do not let me suffer in your opinion,

even by the existence of a doubt in your mind as to

the particular incident to which you allude. Cau
you not comprehend that I stood in the position of

a general who can only induce his army to assail a

fortified town on the express condition that if suc-

cessful in taking it, the booty shall be their own ?

You saw that I permitted those men whom I en-

listed in the enterprise, to help themselves to what-

soever was in the room where we found you : but I

consented not to a general sack and plunder. Now
you understand the position in which I was placed

:

and if I had been over nice, both you and Adolphus

would be captives there still."
]

" I am glad that you have given me all these as-
'

surances," exclaimed Henrietta, completely deceived

by the sophistry of Lady Bess, whose hand she took

and pressed warmly. " As I forbore to touch upon

that particular incident when narrating the parti-

culars of my escape to my mother and our fnend,

there was of course no objection raised to my pay-

ing you a visit this day. Indeed, were not my
mother an invalid, she would have come personally

to thank you ; and if I myself have not been sooner,

it was because that dear mother's illness, so cruelly

aggravated by my unaccountable disappearance, has

required all my attention. A little while back we
were poor— very, very poor— and dwelling in a

mean garret : but now, through the kindness of a

gentleman named Gunthorpe, we are in comfort-

able circumstances and in a healthy abode. Mr.
Gunthorpe has taken for us a sweet little residence

on Stamford Hill
"

" Ah ! you are therefore at no great distance

from my cottage ?" exclaimed Lady Bess.

" It is but a mere walk," responded Henrietta

;

" and as my mother was somewhat better this

morning, I resolved to lose not another day io

visiting you, accompanied by my little brother.

Through the aid of Mr. Gunthorpe I am going to

open a seminary so soon as my mother is restored

to healtli. Oh ! you know not what a kind benevo-

lent gentleman is this Mr. Gunthorpe of whom I

am speaking. He will not let us utter a word of

thanks for all ho doos, and is so liasty and impul-

sive in his proceedmgs. Whatever he decides upon

is dono at once; and he appears to be immensely
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rich. I can assure you, Mrs. Chandos, that he is

somewhat anxious to see you after the account I

gave hitn of my deliverance from Beech - Tree

Lodge."
" It is probably that I shall set off into Wales

to-morrow or next day—perhaps even this very

afternoon," said Lady Bess: "but on my return

I will communicate with you."

At this moment the door opened; and Francis

Paton, making his appearance, said to his sister,

" I wish to say one word to you before Miss Leyden

takes her departure."

Lady Bess begged Henrietta to excuse her for a

few moments; and wondering what her brother

could have to say, followed him into a little back

room, where he carefully shut the door before ho

explained -himself.

"What IS the meaning of all this mystery,

Frank ?" asked Lady Bess.

"Just now," responded Frank, "Adolphus sud-

denly drew me towards the window ; and speaking

in a low voice, so that the little boy might not over-

hear what passed, he said, ' There is something in

my mind that I can keep secret no longer. I love

that sweet beautiful Henrietta Leyden more than I

can tell you. I love your sister as if she were my
sister ; but I love Henrietta with a different feeling.

The other day I could not understand it : but now
I can. For heaven's sake go and whisper a few

words in your sister's ear, and beseech her to ascer-

tain from Henrietta whether she loves any one, or

is under an engagement of marriage. I dare say,

Frank, you will think this very strange, and per-

haps very improper on my part : but I cannot help

it.'—It was thus that Adolphus spoke to me."
" I am not at all astonished that he should have

thus spoken," said Lady Boss. " I knew that he

loved Henrietta ; and poor fellow ! he is a mere
child in many respects. His captivity has robbed

him of so many years of life's experience: he is

therefore the creature of impulses—his sentiments

and feelings are in a purely natural state, unwarped
and unbiassed by worldly or sellish considerations.

I see no harm in allowing this attachment of his to

take its course, provided that Henrietta herself is

disengaged : for she is evidently a most amiable and
artless girl, and no doubt of the highest respecta-

bility. Return you to Adolphus, and tell him that

his wishes shall be complied with."

Frank accordingly went back to the room where
Adolphus was left with little Charley, while Lady
Bess returned to Henrietta. Resuming her seat,

she took the young girl by the hand ; and looking

earnestly in her countenance, said, " I am going to

speak to you upon a very serious subject. . I wish

tq put a strange question—and I hope you will

believe from the outset that it is from no motive of

impertinent curiosity. Indeed, I am incapable of

such a motive."
" But this question ?" said Henrietta, naturally

surprised at being thus seriously addressed.

"Tell me—are your affections engaged? or is

your heart free ?"

"Oh!" cried Henrietta, with a blush of maiden
modesty upon her cheeks, " this is indeed a question

little expected ! But I can answer frankly nt once,"

she continued with a smile :
" my heart is altoge-

ther free."

"In that case," resumed Lady Bess, her looks

showing her satisfaction at Henrietta's answer, " I

may at once explain to you my object in putting so

strange an inquiry. Instead of keeping a school,

Henrietta, you might, if you will, become Lady
Everton."

The young maiden was overwhelmed with sur-

prise at this announcement: the colour went and

came in rapid transition upon her cheeks. She

scarcely knew what to think or what to say. Th«
prospect was brilliant and dazzling ; and as it at

once suggested ideas of wealth and independence-

comfort for her mother, and a happy career for her

brother—she felt her brain swim with the intoxica-

tion of bliss. But suddenly recurred to her the r».

collection that she had been an opera-dancer ; and

in that circumstance she beheld a death-blow to the

hope so suddenly and unexpectedly excited in her

mind. Lady Bess, watching her countenance ear-

nestly, observed a cloud succeed the glow of anima-

tion which had at first overspread those delicately

beautiful features ; and she said, " Teli me all that

is passing in your mind, Henrietta : for on so in)-

portant a subject there must be no reserve."

" It was natural," responded the young damsel in

a tremulous voice, "that I should for a moment
feel bewildered as it were with the dazzling bright-

ness of such a prospect: but no—it cannot be!

Not for an instant would I prove unworthy of the

generous confidence which the true and legitimate

Lord Everton has demonstrated towards me. Mrs.

Chandos, I have been a dancer in the ballet at the

Opera!"

Lady Boss gave no immediate reply, but still

gazed earnestly on Henrietta's countenance. In-

nocence and candour were there; and the blush

that suffused her clieeks was not that of conscious

shame. The amazonian lady knew full well by her

own experience that female chastity may pass

through many ordeals and issue thenco unscathed

:

she knew also that woman's virtue may exist under

circumstances by no means propitious to its whole-

some vitality; and as she still gazed upon the

sweetly pensive and softly interesting countenance

of Henrietta Leyden, she could read as if through

a transparent medium the guileless purity of the

young girl's soul.

" It was necessity," she said, at length breaking

silence, "which compelled you to appear at the

Opera ?"

" It was—the direst necessity !" answered Hen-
rietta, tears trickling down her cheeks at the recol-

lection of past calamities. " But you yourself have

had sufficient proof that if I had chosen to stray

from the path of virtue, I might have been sur-

rounded with luxuries and riches. For what other

purpose was I borne to Beech-Treo Lodge and held

captive there ?"

" No argument is required to convince me, my
dear Henrietta, that you are fully worthy of becom-

ing the wife of Adolphus. But on thit occasion it

were better, perhups, that you should not meet

again. You have a mother to consult—and he also

will perhaps soon be restored' to a parent whoso

wishes he may have to study. It is sufficient that

I have ascertained from your lips the freedom of

your heart. I will fetch youi little brothar to

you."
«' Yes—your advice is most prudent," said Hen-

rietta, "and shall be followed." She then
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the exact place of her abode, addinfr,—" Perhaps in

a short time you will communicate with me ?"

"Immediately on our return from the journey

which I believe wc are about to undertake : or per-

haps I may even write to you from the place

wliither we are going. But tell me, Henrietta—do

you think you can love Adolphus ?"

" All the circumstances under which we met, and

those which surround him," replied the damsel,

with the most ingenuous frankness, " have naturally

inspired me with a considerable degree of interest

on his behalf. During the interval which has

elapsed since the night of our deliverance, I have

thought of him with feelings of the deepest sympa-

thy : and now to find myself the object of his affec-

tion, is so flattering to me in all respects that

But wherefore should I say more ?"—and she bent

down her blushing countenance.

"I understand you, Henrietta," said Elizabeth

Chandos. "You feel that you can love him—and
that is sufficient. Fear not for a moment that the

incident of your life to which you have alluded, will

stand as a barrier in the way of your happiness.

The love which Adolphus experiences for you, is the

purest effluence of the heart's natural feelings ; and

such a love is generosity itself. I will explain to

him the particulars of our interview; and I can

conscientiously promise that his unsophisticated love

will receive no shock from the revelation that neces-

•ity compelled you to earn your bread on the stage."

Henrietta Leyden expressed her gratitude for all

the kind words that Lady Boss thus spoke; and
taking an affectionate leave of her, she departed

from the cottage with her little brother Charley.

Lady Bess had no dilficulty in making Adolphus

comprehend that it was more prudent for Henrietta

thus to depart without seeing him again on the

present occasion, as the young damsel would require

leisure to compose her feelings after an announce-

ment of su(?h importance made so unexpectedly.

Adolphus was as docile as a child ; and it was suffi-

cient for him to be assured that no circumstances

which could be at present foreseen, appeared to bar

the confirmation of his hopes in respect to Henrietta.

At a later hour on that same day Theodore Bar-

•Jay made his appearance ; and Lady Bess saw him
alone.

" Lord Evcrton," he said, in allusion to the old

usurper whom ho still called by that title from
habit, " continues very ill, and is confined to his bed.

Without being able to speak positive, but only

judging from circumstances, it seems to me that he

and Bellamy, as well as Mrs. Martin, are still so

bewildered they know not what to do : but I over-

heard Bellamy say to the woman something about

it's being impossible that he could prove his

identity."

" Moaning of course the rightful Lord Everton ?"

said Lady Bess. " But to the main point : have
you succeeded in discovering the place of Lady
Evcrton's residence ?"

" I have not," replied Theodore Barclay.

"Ah, this is provoking!" ejaculated Lady Bcsd,

with a look of disappointment. " Have you no
clue ?"

" Yes : but not a very satisfactory one. To t«ll

you the truth, I opened a writing-desk where I

knew that my old master kept some private papers,

thinking that I should be sure to gain thence the

information I wanted. But all I could discover was
a letter from some solicitors in Parliament Street

stating that they had duly njade a remittance to

Lady Everton, but without saying where she was."
" This is at least a step gained !" cried Lady Bess.

" And who are these solicitors ?"

" I wrote down their names and address," re-

sponded Barclay, as he produced a slip of paper.

"Marlowand Malton—eh?" said Lady Bess, as

she glanced at the names : and it struck Theodorf

that a smile of arch mockery, most delightfully mis.

chievous, flitted over her handsome countenance.
" This will do," she continued :

" depend upon it I

will succeed in discovering the truth. You have

not dropped a single incautious word at Beech-Tree

Lodge, that may excite suspicion of your being in

correspondence with me?"
" I think I am rather too shrewd for that," re-

turned Theodore. " No, no : I see at present on
which side my bread is buttered ; and I shall stick

firm and faithful to you, ma'am, and the interest

you have in hand."

"You will act wisely, Theodore. Continue to

observe all that passes at Beech-Tree Lodge. But
by the bye, you had better call again to-morrow

afternoon, as I shall see these lawyers in the morn-
ing—and then I can tell you whether I purpose

leaving home for a short time, and where letters

will find me : for it is important that you should

write if anything occurs to render such correspon-

dence necessary."
' Theodore faithfully promised to obey Lady Bess's

instructions in all things, and then took his

I

departure. It was a sad disappointment to Adol-

phus and Frank when they learnt that the footman

had not succeeded after all in discovering Lady Ever-

ton's place of abode : but Elizabeth Chandos bade

them not bo down-hearted, as she had full faith

\

in her own ingenuity to obtain the desired informa-

tion from Messrs. Marlow and Malton. Frank,

knowing what had occurred between his sister and
those gentlemen, looked both alarmed and sur-

prised on hearing that she would now have some-

! thing more to do with them ; but when they were
alone together, she succeeded in reassuring him
entirely upon the subject.

CHAPTER LX.

MA.KLOW AND MALTON.

Om the following day, at about eleven o'clock, the

scene which we now purpose to describe took place

i

at the- offices of Messrs. Marlow and Malton in

Parliament Street, Westminster. Tliese two gen-

tlemen were seated together in their own private

room, which was large and handsomely furnished.

One entire side was fitted with book-shelves from

I

floor to ceiling, containing a collection of the most
useful and valuable volumes connected with thaj

Ddcdaliau maze of intricacy— the English law.

There were Digests of the laws relating to parti-

cular matters—Comraontarioa upon those Digests

—

! and Commentaries on the Couimentaries of the

Digests—and then the Digests of the Commen-
taries themselves. There were books of the com-

mon law and books of the statutes : and although

i
the collection numbered at least five hundred



volumes, Iheir subjects embraced but some fevr
sections of Biitish legal procedure. A glauco at
that library could uot fail to bo followed by tho
wondering idea ou the part of auyiutelligoiit man,
that a civilized and enlightened people should pos-
sess such a jumble of laws and statues, instead of
one simple code that might be contained in a sin-
gle volume. But this same intelligent and observ-
ing man whom we are supposing to make such a
remark, would ho^ wonder that there should indeed
be ample food for tho whole army of legal sharks,
harpies, and cormorants whom tlieso crude, unin-
telligible, contradictory legislative absurdities
have called into being and lot loose upon society.

Another side of tho spacious apartment which
we are describing, was also arranged with shelves;
but on those were long arrays of japanned tin
boxes, distinguished by the names of tho parti-
cular clients whoso valu;ible papers required such
safe custody. Tho lawyers were seated at a very
largo table, with a writing desk on either side, so
that they faced each other; and tho table itself
was covered with bundles of papers tied round
with red Uipo and bearing tho usual eudorae-
nieuts in a largo bold hand.

No. .37.—THIRD SERrES.
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This private room was approached through the

clerks' office, where seven or eight of these indivi-

duals divided their time between the papers on their

desk and the sandwiches inside it. Opening from

their oflBce w^ere other rooms—one belonging to the

managing clerk, another to the cashier, and a third

to some other official in the establishment : for, as

stated in an earlier chapter, Messrs. Marlow and

Malton carried on a very extensive business.

We must however return into the private

room where these gentlemen were seated: but we
should observe that there was still an inner room,

leading out of their own, and which was termed
" the parlour"—that being the sanctum where they

leceived very aristocratic visitors, or else where one

of the partners might transact business with some
client should the other partner be simultaneously

engaged in a like manner. But at the moment
when we thus peep in upon tbcm, they were alone

together, discoursing upon their affairs. Presently

some one knocked at the door communicating from

the outer office ; and upon being bidden to enter, a

«lerk made his appearance. Advancing towards

the table, he laid a card upon Mr. Marlow's desk,

saying, " This lady, sir, requests an immediate inter-

view."

"Mrs. Chandos!" ejaealated Marlow, bounding

upon his seat. " Was there ever such But no

matter. How shall we act, Malton ?"

" See her," was his more sedate partner's re-

sponse.

" So we will," cried Marlow : then turning to the

clerk, he said, " Show the lady in."

The young man disappeared ; and Mr. Malton

said, " Now don't act as if you were so over positive

about that identity. You might have been mistaken

you know "

" Mistaken ! Pooh—nonsense ! Have I not

eyes ? and must I not believe them ? But hush

!

here she comes."

The door again opened ; and Mrs. Chandoe—or

rather Lady Bess, bearing that name and wearing

the costume best befitting her sex — made her

appearance. She was very elegantly apparelled;

and with her veil thrown back, looked even

handsomer than when Mr. Marlow had seen

her at Dover at the Admiral's Head. The garb

which she wore became her splendid shape to

the utmost advantage; and though her features

might be pronounced by rigid criticism to be some-

what coarse, yet it was impossible to deny that she

was a very fine creature. Her hair in its raven

richness, set off the high and noble forehead; the

large dark eyes, so bright and so unfathomable,

gave a wondrous animation to her countenance ;

—

and as she entered, her moist luscious lips, parting

in a mischievous smile which she could not possibly

Bubdue, revealed those unblemished teeth of ivory

whiteness.

Observing this smfle, Mr. Marlow, who had at first

looked grave and severe, could not help relaxing

from that mood ; and then, being suddenly seized

with one of those jocular humours which are inspired

by the remembrance of ludicrous circumstances, he

threw himself back in his chair and burst out into a

hearty laugh. Mr. Malton caught the infection

—

but far more slightly; and the self-styled Mrs.

Chandos gave way to such a joyous fit of morrinient,

that the llutc-likc tones of her musical laugh must

have reached the ears of the clerks in their own
office, and made them wonder what hilarious client

had just been introduced to the presence of their

employers.

" Pray sit down, raa'am," said Mr. Marlow, feel-

ing that it would be almost impossible to resume
his severity of Icxjk after this virtual abandonment
of rancour for the past, " Hare I really the honour
of addressing the Mrs. Chandos of Dover?"

" Keally that honour—if an honour it be," ebe

answered, her gaiety having by this time subsided

into a smile of roguish archness, which made her

look most vrickedly handsome.
" Well, I must confess that I do not know exactly

how to receive you," continued the elder partner:

"for in my own mind the eonvieticm is still

strong
"

"But you have received me with a laugh," in-

terrupted Lady Bess. " Never mind what your con-

viction may be. I have come to talk upon a business

matter—and I beg that the Dover scene may be

put out of the question—art least for the present."
" Well, we will try to lose sight of it if we can,"

ejaculated Mr. Marlow :
" but I confess it's difficult

enough. And now, what about this business ? I

hope you do not want me to meet you on the high

road to Tottenham some%vhBt late at night ?"

" I will joke with you as long as ever you please,"

replied Lady Bess :
" only when you are really in-

clined to be serious> perhaps you will let me know."
" Come, let us be serious," said the more sedate

Mr. Malton.
" I am quite serious now," exclaimed the elder

partner. "Mrs. Chandos, we will put aside the past

for a few minutes if you please; and you may con-

tiime at once."
" So much the better," observed Lady Bess : and

then she added with a smile, " I am sure on my
part there is no rancour on accoimt of the Dover
affair."

" On your part indeed ? " ejaculated Marlow.
" No—I should think not. All the trouble and an-

noyance were on our's. There was I cutting down
to Dover, while my partner here rushed off to

Liverpool
"

"But I thought," interrupted Mr. Malt(», "that

we were to forget the past, while this lady spoke to

us of the present."
" Yes, yes," said Marlow. " I am sure I do not

want to be hard upon the lady, let her be who she

may and call herself what she likes. But perhaps,"

he added with a lurking sneer, " she has come with

the honourable intention of paying our costs 1

mean the costs ineurrctl iu racing and chasing, one

of us to Dover and the other to Liverpool."

" Gentlemen," said Lady Bess, now assuming a

severe look, " you are carrying your joke a little too

far."

" By heaven ! it was you who carried the joke too

I

far," ejaculated Marlow : and he took up an ivory

paper-cutter and tossed it petulantly half across the^

table.

"Come, come, Marlow, do be quiet," said Mr.

Malton; "and let us see what Mrs. Chandos wants

with us."

Mr. Marlow threw himself back in his chair, as

if resigning himself to the penitence of keeping

silent on a subject which so much excited him ; and

ho waved his hand to his partner, as much as to
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say, "Well, you must manage this business what-

ever it may be; for I see that I canuot help touching

on the other affair."

"Now, ma'am," said the more sedate lawyer of

the two. " I am quite prepared to hear what you

may have to say."

"I must commence by observing," said the

visitress, " that I have the honour of the acquaint-

ance of Lady Everton."

"Was it made at night upon the highway?"
asked Mr. Marlow.

"Hush, hush!" cried Malton deprccatingly. "Do
let us get on, if it's only to save our own valuable

time. Well, ma'am," he continued, turning to-

wards Lady Bess, " and so you have the honour of

the acquaintance of Lady Everton. What then ?"

" You recently made her ladyship a remittance of

money to her present place of abode^—

"

" That is correct," said Mr. Malton. " Be so kind

as to proceed."
" Are you not aware that in consequence of one

of yourselves, or else one of your clerks, writing the

address wrong, your letter of advice was some time

in reaching Lady Everton, and that it caused her a

great deal of trouble?"—and as Lady Bess thus

spoke, it was with so much apparent sincerity of

voice and demeanour that it utterly defied suspicion

as to the point she was driving at.

" Spelt wrong ?" cried Mr. Marlow, springing up
from his chair. " No : I will be hanged if it was

:

for I wrote the address myself—and it's rather too

bad to come and tell me that I don't know yet how
to spell a name that I have written over and over

again every three months for these many years

past :"—and thus speaking, he resumed his seat.

" I really do not see wherefore there should be

80 much excitement upon the point," said Lady
Bess, in a tone of gentle rebuke. " I am not here

to waste your time in mere trifles. It is by the

written request of Lady Everton that I have taken
the liberty of calling, for the simple purpose of

asking you to be more accurate in future in writing

the address of letters intended for her ladyship."
" And pray how the douce would you have it

written?" exclaimed Marlow: then taking a sheet

of paper, he pushed it over to that end of the table

near which Lady Bess was seated, adding, " Be so

good as to show me how you write it, since I must
go to school again:"

"Or rather," rejoined the heroine, "do you write

it, and I will at once point out where you are wrong
and how you transpose the letters."

" Very well," said Marlow. " But excuse me for

observing that there is a court of appeal even from

your learned decision, Mrs. Chandos ; and when you
have pronounced judgment we will look into the

Gazetteer."

While thus speaking, Marlow dipped his pen into

the ink with an excited, irritable manner, and then

wrote down something upon the paper before him.
" Now," he cried, " show me where is the error.

I know it is a jaw-breaking name to pronounce

:

but as for the spelling of it, there can be no mis-

take."

" We shall see," said Lady Bess : and rising from
her seat with a certain fluttering of the heart, she

bent over the senior partner's shoulder and looked

at what he had written.

The address was lihavadcrgwy, Radnorshire.

" And that is not correct I" she at onco exclaimed,

by way of sustaining the stratagem to prevent her

motives from being suspected. "It should be
Bhavawi/derg."

" Stuff and nonsense !" ejaculated Marlow, quite

in a pet ; and seizing up the Gazetteer that stood

amongst other books of ready reference upon the

table, he tossed over the pages until he reached

the one that he sought : then pointing to the name
in the book, he cried triumphantly, " Who is right ?

and who is wrong ?"

" Well, I must confess that yoit are right," said

Lady Bess, pretending to look profoundly aston-

ished. "I wonder that Lady Everton could have
made such a mistake."

" And I wonder," ejaculated Marlow, " that you
should not have taken the trouble to look in a map
before you came rushing down here to give us a
lesson in the orthography of Welsh names."
"I must sincerely apologise for the intrusion,"

said the lady: and with a graceful salutation she

quitted the room.

"Well, this is the most extraordinary thing,"

said Marlow, "that ever I knew. Is it possible

that her object was merely this ?"

" She could not have any other that I can see,"

replied Mr. Malton.

Half-an-hour after this incident the door again

opened, and a clerk announced "Lord Saxon-
dale."

The young nobleman lounged into the apartment
with an air of dissipated languor, partly real and
partly assumed ; and nodding familiarly to the two
lawyers, he flung himself upon the chair which
Lady Bess had so recently occupied.

"We expected your lordship yesterday," said

Mr. Marlow, with a somewhat grave countenance

;

" and I remained here on purpose, although I had
important business elsewhere."

"Very sorry, but couldn't come," replied Saxon-

dale flippantly. " Up late the night before—cham-
pagne breakfast in the morning—and all that sort

of thing :"—and here he gave a terrific yawn.
" And I should think tliat your lordship was up

late last night too?" said Marlow drily.

" Yes—up late every night, for that matter. Who
the deuce can go and bury himself in bed before

two or three in the morning unless "

" You may spare any addition to your remark,"
interrupted Marlow, perceiving that it would have

been some flippant indcccnoy, "And now about

this list of debts of your's? Lord Petersfield has

agreed that they shall be paid ; and her ladyship

your mother has expressed a similar desire. Mr.
Malton and I, having talked the thing over, do not

feel disposed to put a negative upon it: but we wish

some little explanation about a few of the items,

because we are of opinion that a compromise may bo

effected with the parties in some instances."

" Well, what explanations do you want ? I havo

not much time to spare : for I havo got to meet a

man in half-an-hour
"

"Meet whom?" demanded Marlow, somewhat

sharply.

"Only Staunton," was the response.

" My opinion is that Lord Harold Staunton whom
you speak of so familiarly, has done you a world of

mischief; and I tiiiuk, Lord Saxondale, that il you

were to sec a Uttlo less of him, the better. I do not
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gay that you can cut him altogcthor, being engaged

us you arc to his lordship's sister
"

" Now pray don't preach a sermon," interrupted

Saxondale, affecting an air of fatigue. " If you

wish mc to hear one, I will go with you and attend

Dr. Droncwcll at St. George's, Hanover Square,

and if he don't send us all to sleep, may I be

hanged if I know who will."

"Well, about these debts then," cried Marlow,

tossing his head and pursing up his mouth, as much
as to imply that there was nothing to be done with

such a being as Edmund. " I sec here one Mus-

ters, represented as holding promissoi-y notes for

four thousand pounds. Pray liow much have you

received in hard cash out of this ?"

" Oh ! I had the value safe enough," replied Saxon-

dale; " and I don't want any compromise made
with him, because he was recommended to me by a

young lady of my acquaintance, and it wouldn't look

well if it came to her cars that it was a mere

dividend affiiir, and not a regular settlement. She

would cut rae dead if she thought it was a lifteeu-

shilling-in-the-pound business."

" And pray who is this exceedingly fastidious

young lady ?"

" Ah ! that's tellings," responded Saxondale.

"A mistress, I presume?" cried Marlow. "That

is the way to devour your substance. Look at those

tin-boxes, llalf of them contain the title-deeds of

noblemen's estates, or else mortgage-bonds and so

forth ; and I'll be bound to say that Woman was at

the bottom of all the extravagances of which they

are the proofs. But come, Lord Saxondale, you

must give us the explanations wo require; or we
will put our negative upon the settlement altogether,

I ask you therefore, how much money in hard cash

did you i-ecoive from this Musters for the four thou-

sand pounds of promissory notes that he holds ?

Do be candid; for w^e shall find it all out."

" AYoU then, I had three thousand pounds," re-

plied Saxondale.
" Three tliousand in hard cash. And what else?"

"A hundred pounds in wiue-warruuts."
" What have you done with them ?"

"The wine was so bad it wasn't chiukable ; and
80 I sold the warrants for twenty pounds."

"To whom did you sell themF"
" To old Musters himself."

" Ah ! that's just what I thought," ejaculated

Marlow. " The wine never went out of the Docks
at all, I suppose?"

" Never. lie produced a bottle as a sample ; but

the first glass was enough."

lie's a very honest man to sell you things at

" I did not like to oEFcnd old Musters by taking

them back, so I put them into the fire."

" The only place they were fit for," observed

Marlow. "Well, we have still yet five hundred

pounds to account for "

" Oh ! that was for interest, bonus, and so on,**

exclaimed Saxondale; "and I don't think it was
out of the way."

" In plain terms, this Musters has charged you
a thousand pounds, mimes twenty for the wine, for

the loan of three thousand for about eight or nine

months. Now, we see here," continued Marlow,

referring to the list of debts, "' items for a carriage

and horses—an immense bill at a wine-merchant's

—

plate and jewellery at a goldsmith's—and a fearful

account at a milliner's. What are all these ?"

" Por the lady who introduced me to Musters,**

answered Saxondale.
" She took care to be well rewarded for her

trouble, at all events. But how happens it that

in less than one year you have run up a tailor's

bill for thirteen hundred pounds ? That would give

you a hundred and thkty suits of clothes at ten

pounds each."
" Ah 1 but it isn't all for clothes," responded

Saxondale :
" there's about seven hundred of it for

cash lent."

" Oh ! then I suppose this six hundred pounds at

a cigar-shop in the Quadrant, is not at all for

cigars ? If so, one would think you must have

kept a whole regiment in tobacco for the last six

months. Come, how much of this is money bor-

rowed ?"

" About two-thirds," repned Edmund. " But
hav'u't you pretty nearly got explanations enough ?"

" No—not quite. What are we to understand by
this memorandum which states you to be answer-

able for a friend to the amount of three thousand

pounds to Israel Isaacs of Chancery Lane ?"

" Oh! that the SherilT's Officer, you know •"

" ^Ve know very well who he is : but who is the

friend for whom you are answerable ?"

"Why, Staunton, to be sure. And now for

heaven's sake have done, or I shall never get away."
" Stop, stop : don't be in a hurry ! This business

is more serious thim any other you can have in

hand. There is such a host of tradesmen in the

list that it would seem as if all the expenses of

Saxondale House fell upon your shoulders; and
many of them too are her ladyship's tradesmen. I

recognize their names. How can you owe them
money like this ?"

" Well, if you must know, Lord PctersfieUl and
you have kept me so uncommon short that I have

But what else did you
one moment for a hundred pounds, and buy them been obliged to run in here and there and borrow an

occasional cool hundred, or so, wherever it was
handiest."

"Then, I shoidd say that almost every shop-

keeper in Ilcgent Street, and Bond Street, and in

Piccadilly, have been found handy by your lordship

at times ?"

'k the next for twenty

get from him ?"

" Four hundred pounds in Debentures of the

Carribhee Island Gold-Mining and Pearl-Diving

Association."

"And what did you do with them ?"

" Old Musters told mo that they were cai)ita. secu- "Uncommonly handy," returned Saxondale. "But
rities, almost at a, premium; and so I went to a have you done »joio .'"

stock-broker and asked him to buy them. I don't
1

" I think, Mr. ^lalton," said Marlow, appealing

know much about those things—and I was rather to his partner, " that we need not enter much
astonished when he told mo Ihoy were not worth deeper into these afl'airs?"

cighton-penco apioco."
|

"The list is indeed much worse than wo antini-

" What did you do with them?" demanded Mr. patod," observed Mr. Maltou: " but for this once I
Marlow.

I

suppose it must be settled."
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The attorneys then intimated to Saxondale the

amount of the addition to be made to his monthly

allowance until he should come of age; and after

another lecturing, whioh he listened to with sundry

yawns and other evidences of impatience, he was at

length permitted to take his leave.

We cannot however immediately divert the

reader's notice from the office of Messrs. Marlow

and Malton: for soon after Edmund Saxondale's

departure, the door of the private room was again

opened, and a clerk entered to announce that a gen-

tleman giving the name of Mr. Gunthorpe requested

an interview. Marlow desired him to be at once

admitted ; and our old friend bustled into the pre-

sence of the attorneys, with his hat in one hand, his

cane in the other, and his scratch wig turned the

least thing awry by accident. Having taken a seat,

he at once said, " I believe, gentlemen, that you are

the attorneys of Lady Saxondale ?"

" We have that honour," replied Mr. Marlow.
" Then, gentlemen, I request that you will give

me your very best attention," resumed Mr. Gun-
thorpe. "You doubtless read in the newspapers of

a duel which recently took place between Lord 1

Harold Staunton and a young gentleman of the

name of Deveril. Now, in this Mr. Deveril I ex-
j

perience some degree of interest
"

|

" I think I once saw him," said Marlow, " at Lady
[

Saxondale's house. Did he not teach the young
|

ladies drawing, or painting, or something of the

kind, until he so misconducted himself towards

then- mother ?"

"Stop!" ejaculated Mr. Gunthorpe: "that is

the very point I have come about. He did not

misconduct himself. It is altogether a base fabri-
j

cation on Lady Saxondale's part
"

"Mr. Gunthorpe," exclaimed Marlow, "I can-
\

not permit this language. Her ladyship is our
[

client "
I

" And that is the very reason why I have come i

to you. Mr. Deveril is perfectly incapable of such

conduct as Lady Saxondale has represented. She

has injured him in two ways— in a pecuniary

sense by procuring his exclusion from the houses

of her acquaintances, and in a moral sense by
;

damaging his reputation. With regard to the

former it is a mere nothing in comparison with ''

the latter. Thank heaven, he is comfortably off

through his own industry and other circumstances ;

and if he were not, my pui'so would be open to

him. But to be injured in the point which is
'

dearest to an honourable man—his character— this

is the source of affliction as well as the wrong

that is to be vindicated; and if there is justice in

England, and it can be obtained for money, William
i

Deveril shall have it."

" Do you mean to threaten her ladyship with an

action on Mr. Devoril's account ?" asked Marlow.
" Most decidedly," responded Gunthorpe. " It

appears to bo the only way of vindicating Mr.
Dcveril's fair fame. I called upon hor ladyship

;

and she refused to make such amends as she ought.

I would have allowed the matter to be settled as

quietly as possible, so as to compromise her as

little as might bo : but she boldly stood out. Now,
both Mr. Deveril and myself are still averse to

taking extreme measures ; and therefore I thought

I would call and see if you, as Lady Saxondale's

iiriends and legal advisers, would interfere to save

her ladyship from the scandal of exposure in a
law-court."

"But what counter-allegation docs Mr. DeverU
make ?" inquired Marlow.

" Mr. Deveril declares that her ladyship poured

forth in his ears an avowal of love—that she acted

towards him in a manner the most indecorous—and
that plainly avowing marriage to be impossible, she

offered to become his paramour."

"Mr. Gunthorpe," ejaculated Marlow, "it is im-

possible this discourse can continue. My partner

and I have had the honour and pleasure of Lady
Saxondale's acquaintance ever since her husband's

death—that is, about nineteen years: and if we
were asked to point out amongst the ladies of the

Aristocracy one who by her exceeding rectitude of

conduct, her unvarying prudence, her self-elevation

above everything savouring of levity, much more
above everything calculated to excite the breath of

scandal, we should not hesitate to name Lady
Saxondale."

"Appearances cannot always be trusted," ob-

served Mr. Gunthorpe. " It is quite possible that

Lady Saxondale may have conducted herself during

a long series of years with the utmost propriety

:

but in this instance it is evident enough to me that

she was beguiled by a strong infatuation into the

grossest imprudence. I also have as high an opinion

of William Deveril as you have of Lady Saxondale.

I know that Deveril was incapable of bending an
impure look upon Lady Saxondale—much more of

daring to offer an insulting overture. It is abso-

lutely in redible. Even before the duel, I was per-

fectly convinced of his innocence in this respect : but

since the duel I have received what I consider to be

the fullest corroboration. In a word, gentlemen,

the night before that duel took place, he wrote

several letters, amongst which there was one to me.
I have since read it ; and therein he confessed to

me that he was deeply enamoured of a young lady;

and being so enamoured—enamoured indeed almost

to infatuation—it is not credible that he would hava

made tender overtures to Lady Saxondale."
" All this may be perfectly logical in your esti-

mation, Mr. Gunthorpe : but we cannot see with

your eyes. At the same time," continued Mr.
Marlow, " I must thank you for coming to call upon
us with a view to prevent the disagreeables of a

law-suit. It speaks well for yourself; and I am
quite ready to confess that although we do not

doubt the issue fm' a minute, we should not like to

see Lady Saxondale's name paraded before the

country in such a manner. What is it that Mr.
Deveril requires ?"

"A written acknowledgment of the falsity ot

Lady Saxondale's accusation; and this ho pledges

himself ho will only exhibit in those quarters where

he has reason to bcHeve the calumny has been pro-

pagated. I should have called upon you ere tliis,

had it not been for the duel which has stretched my
poor young friend Deveril upon his bed : so that I

lost all thought of everything except his danger.

Now he is approaching coQvalesccnco, and it is

time to adopt measures to clear his character."

" You ai'e aware perhaps that Lady Saxondale

has left town, and that she is plunged into the deep-

est grief on account of her youngest daughter Miss

Constance Farefield—or rather I suppose," added

Marlow, " the Marchioness of Villebelle, as ahe must
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be now : that is to say, if the Marquis were really

in a condition to take a second But no matter.

Lady Saxondale, I was observing, has her troubles

:

\ier son is a source of annoyance to her; and the

/udden death of a faithful old servant, which hap-

pened the other day, has likewise contributed to

her sorrow. Now, I will appeal to you, Mr. Gun-
thorpe, whether you will increase her ladyship's

vexations by assailing her character through the

medium of a law-court ?"

" Much as I regret the misfortunes of others, I

cannot consent that their offences should be glossed

over. Mr. Deveril's character must bo vindicated.

State how many days you require for reflection upon

the subject, or to communicate with her ladyship,

and the delay shall be granted. But if at the end

of that int<»Jval nothing satisfactory is done, then I

am determined that my attorney shall at once take

cne necessary steps on Mr. Deveril's behalf. And I

warn you that we are not without evidence
"

But here Mr. Gunthorpe stopped short.

" We had better talk it over, Marlow," suggested

Mr. Malton: "and therefore let us request Mr.
Gunthorpe to suffer the matter to remain in abey-

ance for one week."
" With all my heart," responded the old gentle-

man: and making his bow, he forthwith took his

departure.

CHAPTER LXI

nUSBAND-HUNTINO

TuEN we now again to Saxondalo Castle in Lincoln-

shire.

Lady Saxondale and Juliana were seated at break-

fast a few days after their arrival ; and if there were
not a positive friendj^ess, there was at all events

a less chilling reserve than there lately had been
between them. As for love or affection, those bonds
were completely broken, never to bo united ; and as

for filial respect on the part of the young lady to-

wanls her mother, that was likewise a sentiment

which could never have existence again. To suit

their own purposes—and indeed to disarm each
other of the malignant spite which, if given vent to,

would work reciprocal mischief—they had agreed
upon a sort of peace. The overtures had not pro-

ceeded from one more than from the other: but they
had both felt that they could not possibly live longer
upon such terms—a freezing silence when alone to-

gether, and the simulation of a friendly discourse in

the presence of the domestics. Thoy had both alike

calculated the folly and danger of maintaining a
rancorous enmity against each other; and tliey

knew too much of one another's secrets not to feel

that it was better to come to an understanding in

respect to the future. Thus was it that on this par-

ticular morning, shortly after thoy met at the

breakfast-table, they looked at each other ; and the

glances they exchanged, showed them that each had
come to the same resolution, and that so far as re-

concilement was possible it ought to take place.

"I know what is passing in your mind," said
Lady Saxondale.

"And you are entertaining precisely the same
thoughts, mother," was the answer.

" You feci that wo cannot go on thus ?"

" It is precisely what you are feeling also."

"And you therefore think," said her ladyships
" that we had better come to an understanding ?"

" My views in this respect," was Juliana's rejc.in-

der, " are identical with your own."
" You mean to stipulate," said Lady Saxondale,

" for perfect liberty to act as you choose, and to be

free from maternal control ?"

"And you on your part," said Juliana, "will

pursue your own course after your own fashion ?"

" Then, whatever I may know of you, shall be tha

same aa if not known at all."

" And your secret shall not escape my lips. There

shall be no prying into each other's affairs—no ac-

cusations, and therefore no recriminations."

'•That is exactly wLat I should propose," re-

sponded the mother. " But if you would allow me
to offer you my advice, Juliana, you would marry at

the very first opportunity. Indeed, the sooner the

better— for fear that your amour with Francis

Paton should be followed by certain consequences."
" Such is my intention," returned Juliana ;

" and
for particular reasons of my own, I shall endeavour

to find either a very old, doting, but wealthy hus-

band—or else some country squire, who has more
money than brains, and will think too much of his

horses and his hounds to devote any particular at-

tention to the proceedings of his wife."

" You will scarcely find it difficult to pick up such

a husband as this in Lincolnshire. There is Mr.
Hawkshaw of Hawkshaw Hall—a fine, dashing

country squire
"

" Thank you for the hint, mother. I remember
him well : he has known me since I was a girl. And
by the bye, he is very intimate with the Denisons,
where we are going to-night. You have told me
what you would advise me to do," continued
Juliana, after a pause, "and I on my part should
counsel you to get that woman what is her
name ? Madge Somers, as they call her out
of the country as soon as you Can."

" It is already done," responded Lady Saxondale.
" The other morning, when she came to Park Lane,
I gave her five hundred guineas, on condition that

she would at once depart for America—with the
promise that on her arrival in New Y'ork, if she
wrote to let me know she was there, I would de-

spatch her a like sum."
" Youwhave acted prudently," observed Juliana.

" I only hope that she has sailed. Doubtless she has
plenty of money with her : for that was not the
first sum you had given her ?"

' No : I had previously given her money. Do you
know what that woman's mania was ? She told me.
It was gambling."

" Gambling ! a woman ?" ejaculated Juliana, ia
surprise.

" Y'es. From what she said, there is some low
place in London frequented only by female game,
sters—and she was one. She always lost, and yet
could not abandon the habit. To gratify her pro-
pensity she lived in that hovel where you found her,

and was always clothed in a sordid and wretched
garb. But enough concerning the wret<.'h. \*ou
and I have come to a certain understanding, aoij

let us adhere to it,"

"It is my intention," responded Juliana. "And
now, since wo appear to be growing a little mor«
communicative than we have lately been, would jov
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like to know ^at that letter contained which 1

feceived yesterday morning, re-directed from Park
Lane ?"

Lady Saxondale hesitated for a moment— and

then said, " Yes."
" It was from Constance," replied Juliana. " She

and the Marquis were married in Paris, and at

once proceeded on their way to Madrid, where he

has obtained a good diplomatic appointment."

Whether Lady Saxondale would have given any

response to this information, we know not : for at

• the moment the door opened, and a domestic en-

tered bearing a letter, which the postman had just

brought over from Gainsborough. Her ladyship, at

once recognizing the handwriting of Mr. Marlow,

opened it : but she had not read many lines before

a look of annoyance gathered upon her features.

She however commanded her feelings, and quickly

composed her countenance: then, having perused

the letter, she folded it up and continued her break-

fast. Juliana saw that it was something unpleasant

which the epistle contained : but as her mother

gave no explanation, she did not seek it—the un-

derstanding being that they were not to pry into

each other's affairs.

After breakfast Lady Saxondale shut herself up
in her own chamber, and pondered long and pain-

fully upon Mr. Marlow's letter. It contained, as

the reader has no doubt suspected, an account of

Mr. Gunthorpe's visit : and the lawyer requested

her ladyship to send him her instructions within a

week. Lady Saxondale was one who seldom de-

layed in making up her mind how to act : but in

this instance she could not resolve so speedily. She

saw that the present dilemma was an awkward one

:

for she was terribly frightened lest Lord Harold

Staunton, either through vengeance or remorse,

should seek out Deveril and make him acquainted

with all the circumstances which had impelled him
into provoking the young artist to a duel. If armed
with that evidence, Deveril could crush her in a

court of justice: but without it, ho could not well

prove his case against her. She now regretted

having made an enemy of Lord Harold Staunton,

even though her honour must have been sacrificed

in order to purchase his friendship. The result of

Lady Saxondale's deliberation was a resolve to pro-

pitiate Lord Harold and ensure his silence. But
inasmuch as she could not well invite an unmarried

young man on a visit by himself to Saxondale

Castle, she resolved to send a pressing invitation

to Lady Macdonald to pass a few weeks in Lincoln-

shire, and bring Lord Harold and Lady Fiorina

with her. She accordingly wrote by that very day's

post to this effect ; and she likewise despatched a

letter to Mr. Marlow, repelling with much virtuous

indignation what she termed " the black calumnies

invented by Deveril against her," but promised to

give him farther instructions in a few days.

In the evening Lady Saxondale and Juliana, both
elegantly dressed, and both looking grandly beauti-

ful, entered the carriage, and were borne to the

mansion of Mr. and Mrs. Denison, which was
about two miles distant from the Castle. There
was a dinner-party at the Denisons' on this occasion

—to be followed by a ball, at which all the sur-

rounding nobility and gentry, with their wives and
daughters, were to be present. The Denisons were

one of the richest and belonged to one of the oldest

families in Lincolnshire. The father and mother

were advanced in life, and had several sons and
daughters, nearly all of whom were married and
settled in different parts of the county. Th«y were

of course all present on this occasion. Amongst
the other guests was Squire Hawkshaw, whose
name has been already mentioned, and whom we
must now specially introduce to our readers.

He was a tall, well-made man, about six-and-

thirty years of age, and a good specimen of the

modern class of " country gentlemen," so far as his

personal appearance went: for he had nothing of

the coarse manners and roystering vulgarity of

the squirearchy of the old school. He was however
of a jovial disposition, honest and frank-hearted;

with a countenance not positively handsome, but
open and good-humoured, and impressing an ob-

server with the conviction that he was a thoroughly

straight-forward and well-meaning man. His fea-

tures were large—his forehead very high—and he
possessed a remarkably fine head of brown hair.

His manners were good, but neither elegant nor
polished: there was nothing vulgar in them, but
at the same time they would scarcely have suited

the exquisite fastidiousness ol the West End of

London. His laugh was too loud and merry for

the delicate nerves of the mere female creatures

of fashion; and yet such was its unalloyed good
humour, that only such creatures could have wished
it to be more subdued. He dressed well, but not
with the extreme nicety of a lounger in Hyde Park
or the other fashionable resorts of the metropolis ;

and he was certainly much more at home with
male companions who could converse upon horses,

and dogs, and field-sports generally, than at a whist-

table as the partner of an old dowager with tur-

baned head and pursed-up mouth.
Mr. George Hawkshaw was a very rich man.

The Hall—as his residence was denominated—was
one ol the finest country-seats in Lincolnshire; and
he maintained a numerous establishment of do-

mestics. How it was that he had not as yet mar-
ried, no one exactly knew—unless it were, in general

terms, that he was not a marrying man. Many a

mother however could conscientiously lay her hand
upon her heart and affirm that if one of her

daughters had not become " Mrs. Hawkshaw of the

Hall," it was for no want of manoeuvring on her

part ; and all the marriageable young ladies round
about could with equal sincerity satisfy their con-

sciences that they had done their best to ensnare

him in love's toils.

Such was the individual whom the Hon. Miss
Juliana Farefield had selected in her own mind as

her future husband. Juliana reasoned with herself

that if the power of her charms and the influence

of her fascinations had failed to procure her a hus-

band in the metropolitan circles of fashion, during

the six years that had elapsed since she first came

out at sixteen, they were by no means likoly to ex-

perience failure when their artillery was played off

against the heart of a country squire ; and she felt

proudly conscious of the fact that in all Lincoln-

shire there was not a young lady of such splendid

attractions as her own.

Indeed, never had Juliana appeared to greater

advantage than on the evening of which we are
'

writing. The ball-dress that she wore displayed the

glowing magnificence of her charms—the superb
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bust and the arms bare almost to tlie shoulders. ;

She had arranged her hair in ijn.ssive bands, with
[

a few tresses hanging duwn behind from the knot

in which its chief luxuriance was gathered at the
|

back of the well-shaped head ; and a camcli a set
[

off its glossy darkness with a strik'ng effect. The

aim upon which she was bent imparted a height-

ened animation to her countenance ; and her eyes

shone with eren more than their wonted fires.

She had resolved to conquer—and that speedily

too; and she was already flushed as it were with

the foretaste of anticipated triumph.

Now, as the Kon. Miss Farefield was decidedly

the female star of the assemblage at the Denisons',

and as Mr. Hawkshaw was the most important in-

dividual amongst the younger portion of the male

guests, it was quite natural that he should

give his arm to Juliana to escort her from tho

drawing-room to the dining-room; and he of

course sat next to her at table. She put forth

all the powers of her conversation to charm

him; and this she did without the slightest be-

trayal of studied effort. Well knowing what his

favourite topics were, she skilfully, but in a manner

that seemed perfectly natural, turned the discourse

thereon. She seemed to enter into the spirit oi

the exhilarating sports of the field—gave him to

understand that she wished she lived altogether in

the country—and was even astonished at the dex-

terity with which she acquitted herself when speak-

ing of racing, and hunting, and steeple-chasing.

Until this evening those topics were Juliana's

utter aversion: she had fancied that every sporting

character smelt ol the stables, and was totally unfit

for the roseate light and perfumed atmosphere of

drawing-rooms. But now she appeared to enter

with enthusiasm mto all that pertained to the

sporting world; and skilfully catching hints from

the remarks which Mr. Hawkshaw himself made,

she expanded them into lengthened disquisitions of

her own.

Her companion was evidently charmed. The

more she talked, the deeper became his interest in

her conversation; and presently he found himself

gazing upon her with a rapture that he had never

known in woman's presence before. 'New feelings

appeared to be taking life in his heart ; and as ho

contemplated her face and her form, the conviction

gradually grew upon him that he had never beheld

anything so beautiful as those features or so superbly

symmetrical as that shape. When he looked at her

aquiline profile he fancied that she appeared thus to

the greatest advantage : but when she bent her

looks upon him and he gazed on her full face, catch-

ing all tho glorious power of her eyes, he thought

that she was still more beautiful thus.

The dinner passed over—the ladies withdrew to

the drawing-room—and the gentlemen remained to

sit a little longer over their wine. For the first time

in his life Mr. Hawkshaw neither appeared to enjoy

the wine nor to mingle in the discourse that w.as

taking place around him. His thoughts were all

concentrated on the splendid creature who had
charmed him during the hour of dinner, and who
only so recently left his side. It seemed to him as

if some new and hitherto unknown influence had
been shed upon him : ho longed for the summons to

tho drawing-room to arrive that he might once more
have an opportunity of beholding and conversing

with Miss Farefield : Lo wondered tliat when he

had met her in society on the former occasions that

she was in Lincolnshire, he had taken no more
notice of her than of the other ladies of his ac-

quaintance; and he could not help asking him-

self what all these feelings meant, and whether

they constituted that love of which he had read in

novels and of which he had so frequently heard

persons speak ? Mr. Denison and the other gentle-

men at the table noticed his abstracted mood ; and

after several vain endeavours to rally him into his

wonted joviality, they began dropping merry and .

good-natured hints to the effect that he musi

have lost his heart. Then, the confusion which h«

felt, and the gush of strange emotions that seemed

to pour through his breast, sending a thrill along

every fibre and through every vein, made him sus-

pect that they had really touched upon the right

chord.

At length the summons to coffee arrived ; and by
one ot those sudden inconsistencies, or rather cccen-

trieities, which frequently mark the human cha-

racter, Mr. Hawkshaw resolved that he would not

throw himself in the way of Juliana again, lest

his friends and acquaintances should in reality have

good reason to say that he was smitten with her.

Perhaps too he wished to put his feelings to the

test : and perhaps also, he was afraid of being ac-

tually ensnared into those matrimonial aspirations

against which he had hitherto maintained his heart

in suehperlect inaccessibility. Therefore, on enter-

ing the drawing-room, which was spacious, and

where by this time most of the guests who were

invited to the ball (having arrived since dinner)

were assembled, Mr. Hawkshaw lounged about

amongst them, endeavouring to assume an easy un-

constrained air: but as he stood conversing first

with one acquaintance, then with another, he caught

himself falling into fits of abstraction, and his eyes

unconsciously wandering to where the Hon. Miss

Farefield was seated amongst some ladies in another

part of the room.

On her side, she perfectly well comprehended

what was passing in Mr. Hawkshaw's mind. With-

out appearing to observe him, she uevcrthcless kept

her eyes almost constantly fixed upon him from

I

beneath the shade of the long dark fringes. She

noticed his moods of abstraction—she beheld his

looks wandering towards her—and she likewise per-

1 ceived that every time he lounged about, he halted

I

nearer and nearer to where she was seated. Thus

I

she had no difficulty in penetrating the kind of

struggle that was going on within him; and with a

secret glow of triumph she felt the conviction that

j

he was ensnared.

Presently the band, which had been procured

from Lincoln to attend upon the occasion, struck

I

up its swelling harmony as a signal for the dancing

to commence. A young nobleman, of high rank

but wretchedly affected manners, advanced and re-

quested the honour of Juliana's hand for the first

quadrille : but well aware that Mr. Hawkshaw did

not dance, she was about to refuse on the plea of

headache—when it suddenly occurred to her that

in the mazes of the dance she would be afforded an
opportunity of displaying her fine form to its ut-

most adviuitage. Besides, if Hawkshaw wore really

smitten—as she had no doubt he was—it would
pique his jealousy to behold her the companion o<
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another, and would effectually bring him back to

her side so soon as the dance should be over.

She accordingly accepted the proposal, and stood

up with her partner. The rapid glance which
she threw towards Ilawkshaw, at onco showed
her that he had been watching with a degree of

interest which he could not altogether conceal,

the result of a little dialogue between herself and
the young nobleman who had invited her to

dance ; and she even observed that a look of an-

noyance appeared for a moment upon his fea-

tures as slio BuiTered her partner to lead her out.

When fihe h:id taken her place in the quadrille,

ehe noticed that Mr. Ilawkshaw remained stand-

ing to gaze upon the dancers ; and she knew that

it was for hi^r he thus lingered. Never did Ju-
liana float with a more graceful ease through the

mazes of the dance : never did she display a more
elegant lightness, mingled with a certain fashion-

able languor, than upon this occasion. Mr. Hawk-
MO. 38.—TilIHI» SUKIKa.

shaw followed all her movoment« : he thought no
longer of being ridiculed by his friends : he cared

nothing about losing his heart for Indeed it waa
already lost. All the raptures he had experienced

At the dinner-table were revived in his breast : ho
again felt as he had never felt before towards any
being in female shape : he appeared to be hurried

along by some strong curreutof feeling over which
he had no power, and which raiirht bear him whi-
thersoever it chose, and he una* le to resist.

" What a veway womarkablo fine day we havo
had, Mith Farefield," observed the young noble-

man, during the first interval which afforded aa
opportunity for conversation.

" Quite delightful," responded Juliana.
" I wentout widinpfhith mawninp about thwee

o'clock— I thuppoth thecominon people would call

it the aftcruoon—and it wath cktht.wemely ploa-

thaut- thowurni—thothunny— nverwytliiiig tho

gwecn^the twoeth tho thady—the wivar tho
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„xs.ffht—the birdth tho melodiouth—quito chawm-
|

polished aEFabilitj, assured the applicantthat she did
" '" not mean to dance any more that evening. He BO-
mg, cunwmmg.

" I have no doubt your lordship enjoyed your ride

amazingly," observed Juliana, glancing towards the

ipot wliere Hawksliaw stood.

" 1 had my cwcam -coloured horth—thuth a thplen-

lid cwcaturo—and hn wath tho fritliky, Mith Faro-

iicld. I thought ho would wun over the common

leoplo in the woadth and fieldth—but be didn't.

Wathn't it conthidcrato on hith part? Ah! he'th

thuth a thagathiouth animal. Do you wide, Mith

Farpfiold r"

"Oh! yes—occasionally," was the response.

" Ohawming ! chawniing ! I thall come and feth

you thome mawiiing, if you arc agwceable, to have

a wun over the fieldth. I wodo thwough a flock of

geeth ycthtcrday—and thuth a hithinj;;, Mith Fare-

field, you never heard. I thought there wath u

tlioutliand thnaketh in the gwarth. It wath veway

(iclithiouth—veway anui'Jiing."

" It must have been," said .luliana.

In such edifying and delightful conversation as

this did the intervals in the quadrille pass; and

when it was over, Juliana, having promenaded two

or three times round the room with her partner,

was escorted by him back to her seat. He then

made his bow and retired in the usual manner;

and the next instant Mr. Hawkshaw was by her

side.

" Why, where have you been?" she said, as if she

had not been watching Ills countenance almost the

whole time that she was meandering with the grace

of a Venus and the dignity of a Diana through the

dance. "I really thought you had taken your de-

parture, or that you were still with tho gentlemen

in the dining-room."

These words came for a moment like a shock

upon Mr. Hawkshaw : for they appeared to bespeak

the most perfect indiflference on the part of Juliana

—an indifference, however, which he himself was

so far from reciprocating ! Juliana saw the effect

of her words ; and as it was no part of her intention

to throw cold water upon the flame she had already

excited, but merely to avoid having tho appearance

of laying herself out to ensnare him, she hastened

to speak in other terms.

" At all eveiits, I am glad you have found mo out

•gain," she said, in a sort of confidential manner:

"for I have been terribly fatigued by the dull plati-

tudes of that silly young man who did mo tiic

honour of dancing with me ; and I quite missed

tho lively discourse you and I hud at tho dinnor-

tablo."

cordingly bowed and retired.

" Give me your arm," she said to Mr. Hawkshaw,
' and let us lounge into the card-room and sec what

is going on there."

Jler companion was delighted; and os her band

was gently laid upcu his 9rm. even that soft

feather-like touch appesred ro send an unknown

thrill of ecstacy through his entire form. They pro-

ceeded to tlie card-room ; and alter loitering round

the tables, retired to an inner apartment, where

portfolios of prints lay open upon a table for the

inspection of those who thought fit to lounge there.

Juliana seated herself near a comole, upon which

her arm rested ; and Hawkshaw remained standin^r

by her side.

"It is quite delightful to get away from those

heated rooms," said Juliana. " The air in the ball-

room was quite oppressive,—or rather the absence

of it was intolerable. You, Mr. Hawkshaw, who
are always accustomed to the open air, with plenty

of manly exercise,—I oro almost astonished that you

can euduic the stifling atmosphere of apartments

crowded with guests r"

" At all events, on the present occasion," he an-

swered, in a low and somewhat hesitating voice, " I

am overjoyed that I came hither this evening."

" Indeed !
" exclaimed Juliana, affecting not to

understand him. "And what particular inducement

might you have had ?"

" Xone to bring rac hither— but perhaps son?

to make mt) •.•main later than I should othorwi^'

have done:"—and he now looked at her with a rap-

tare which he could not conceal, and which she could

not have mistaken, even had she been ten thousand

times less experienced than she was.

"You arc speaking in enigmas," she observed;

but slightly inclining her head, she appeared to bt

playing witli her fan.

At this moment three or four ladies from the

card-room entered the apartment where the dialogue

ivas taking place, and where it was so rapidly ap-

proaching an intcrestiug crisis; and Juliana in-

i

wardly wished all im.i^inable evils on the heads of

those who hud thus interrupted the t^te-i-t^te

Outwardly, however, bhe did not display her vexa-

tion : the discourse became general with those whc
liad jufjt entered ; and for tho rest of the evening

there was no farther opportunity for Miss FarcfieW

to draw her a<lmircr out.

On handing her and Lady Saxondalc to their

carriage, Mr. Hawkshaw could not help pressing

" I am rejoiced that you should feel yourself able |
Julihca's hand ; and on returning to his own abode,

to pay me such a compliment. Miss Farefieid." said ,
it struck him to be so gloomy, lonely, and cheerless,

Mr Hawkshaw, now lull of rapture again. " But

hither comes a gentleman who, I know, means to

ask you to dance :"—and he looked aunoj-ed.

•' Do yoH not dance ?" inquired Juliana, already

«rcll aware that he did not.

" 1 am sorry to say," was the response, " that I

tni not suflioiontly a lady's man."
"Well, after all," observed Juliana, "it is very

insipid: and to tell you tho truth I care nothing
rtli.tul it."

At this moment the geuflcnint alluded to, ad-

rnncod and solicited tho honour o her hand in the

next quadrille for which she in> tt happen to be
lisorignged: but Miss Farefiold. vilh the most

that ho would have felt quite in desponding spirits,

had not the image of the beautiful and brilliant

Miss Farefiold been present in his mind to cheer

him.

CHAPTER LXII,

HAROLD 8TAUNT0S.

Two days afterwards a travolling-carriage drove up
to tlio gate of Saxoudale Castlo, at about six o'clock

in the evening ; and I^ady Macdouald, accompanied

by Lord Harold Staunton and Lady Fiorina, ahghted
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They were welcomed with every appearance of cor-

diaUty by Lady Saxondale, and with a real sincerity

by Juliana, who was exceedingly glad to have com-

pany at the Castle, which to her was dull enough,

although Mr. Hawkshaw had called on each of the

two mornings since the ball.

The quick eye of Lady Saxondale discovered at

the first glance that Fiorina was unhappy and de-

eponding in reality, and that the gaiety she assumed
was only forced. Her ladyship therefore saw that

Fiorina still pined on Deveril's account; and the

pain of her fair young rival was a joy and a triumph
to the heart of that vindictive and jealous woman.
While alone with Lady Macdonald for a few mo-
ments before dinner, Lady Saxondale took the op-

portunity of inquiring, apparently in a casual and
indifferent manner, if Mr. Deveril had made any
further attempts to renew his acquaintance at

Cavendish Square since the duel ? and she was in-

formed that he had not.

As a matter of course Lady Saxondale did not

oj>enly testify the spite which she cherished against

Fiorina, but treated her with her wonted aflability,

and as her future daughter-in-law. For it was a

source of infinite satisfaction to the vindictive lady

to think that Fiorina, though attached to Deveril,

should be sacrificed to her own profligate and worth-

less son Edmund.
But how had Lady Saxondale and Harold Staun-

ton met ? With the well-bred ease of persons in

their station of life, and to all outward appearance

as if nothing unpleasant had ever occurred between

them. But as Lady Saxondale had given him her

hand on his arrival, the quick glances of deep

meaning which they exchanged, showed that they

thoroughly understood each other. On the one
hand Harold Staunton comprehended that the

circumstance of his being included in the invitation

sent to his aunt and sister, was a proof that Lady
Saxondale purposed to seek a reconciliation with

him : and upon what terms could such reconciliation

be effected, save and except on his own conditions ?

On the other hand, her ladyship pereuived that he

was quite willing to accept such reconciliation ; and
she had therefore no doubt of securing him entirely

to her own interest.

The dinner was served up at about seven o'clock

;

and when the dessert was over a little after eight,

the party descended into the gardens to walk—lor

the evening was serenely beautiful. Lady Mac-
donald, fatigued with the day's travelling, soon re-

turned into the Castle. Fiorina and Juliana kept

together—while Lady Saxondale and Harold were
thus left to themselves.

" Have I rightly understood your ladyship's kind-

ness P" asked Staunton, gently placing her arm
in his own, and leading her into a secluded avenue.

"Tell me what you understand by the term
kindiSess," responded her ladyship, but with a
smile which gave him every encouragement to pro-

ceed.

" I can only conclude that you would not have
invited me hither," returned Harold, " unless you
had made up your mind to atone for your past

cruelty."

"Then it is not too late to offer such atone-

ment?" said Lady Saxondale in a subdued voice.

"You must indeed have but a p<jor opinion of

your own charms," *i'i'joiucd SUiuuton, " if you

imagine that they are not sufficient to subdue any

rancour which I may have experienced in respect

to what is past. I have been vindictive—terribly

vindictive ; and perhaps I even went too far in re-

vealing everything to Edmund. But you must

make allowances for the state of mind into whicii

I was thrown. Cuusider what I had done for you.

I had risked my own life—and I had nearly taken

the life of another
!"

" Would that you had effectually done so !" ejacu-

lated Lady Saxondale bitterly.

" Have you still cause to be so vindictive against

Deveril?" inquired Staunton. "Of course I have

been at no loss to comprehend how he merited yo'or

anger. For a woman of such grand and magni-

ficent beauty as you possess, and who condescended

to fix her thoughts upon a miserable obscure artist,

—for such a woman, I say, to experience a rebuff,

was provoking indeed."

" Do not allude to it any more," interrupted

Lady Saxondale, impatiently : for she of course

knew that it was use. ess to contradict the story to

one who had every reason to understand it so tho.

roughly.

" Pardon me, dear Lady Saxondale," he replied,

" if I dwell upon that topic for a moment ; because

I wish you to understand me well. I am not so

insensate nor so vain as to believe that you are in

love with me. I know very well that after having

so recently set your mind upon Devei-il, you car

scarcely, even in the mere caprice of woman, snatch

me up to supply his place. Therefore you have

some motive in effecting a reconciliation with me.

Do be candid, and explain what that motive is."

" You will not, then, give me credit for any kind

cr generous feelings towards you?" said Lady Sax-

ondale: "but you think that even in this recon-

ciliation I am selfish ?"

"I cannot think that you entertain the slightest

tenderness towards me—particularly after the dread-

ful scene which took place between us at your

house. I can therefore only attribute your present

conduct to one of two alternatives; and if it were

only for curiosity's sake, I should like to know
which it is."

" And those alternatives i" said Lady Saxondale

inquiringly.

"The first is, that you seek a paramour, ami have

perhaps thought that you might as well take mo
irito your favour in that light; and the second is,

that you again wish to avail yourself of my services

and do not regard the sacrifice you must maku to

obtain them."
" Now tell me. Lord Harold Staunton," said Lady

Saxondale, stopping short and looking him full in

the lace,—"do you take mc for a woman who is

privately profligate, though before tho world pos-

sessing an untarnished reputation ?"

"I candidly confess that until quite recently I

believed you to be a woman of the strictest prudence

and propriety: but you yourself wdl allow that I

have no great reason to flatter 'uyself now that I

shall be the first on wliom yov Iv ve bestowed your

favours since your husbanrt » ecatli."

" On my soul, I swear ro you, Harold," replied

Lady Saxondale, " that you wrong mc ! It was a

moment of weakness that led me to make overtures

to Deveril an.l place myself in his power. Now,

will you not believe mc ? 1 have no object in de«
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reiving you : I do not even know that I have any

particular object in thus vindicating myself up to

the present time—unless it be that it is natural for

a woman to take creait for as much virtue as she

possesses, even in the presence of him to whom

that virtue is about to be surrendered."

" I do believe you," responded Staunton, in a

voice which showed that he spoke with sincerity.

" I am suflSciently acquainted with the world to be

able to discover a demirep, no matter how thick

may be the veil of hypocrby that she wears ; and

having known you for some few years, I should

certainly have detected you ere now. Yes—I do

believe you; and therefore all the more welcome

are you to me, dear Lady Saxondale
!"

Thus speaking, he passed his arm round her waist

;

and in the shade of the avenue where they were

valking, he embraced her. There was an interval

of silence—and they proceeded slowly on, he still

with his arm round her waist.

" But you have not told me what I can do for

you," he at length resumed. " I am sure there is

something iu which you need my services."

"No—not at present, I can assure you," answered

Lady Saxondale. " But tell me candidly—indeed, I

beseech you to speak with the utmost sincerity—for

it is important. Have you breathed to a soul,

except Edmund, those circumstances that so much
angered you against me ? Pray do not deceive me.

If you have, I shall forgive you, and must make the

best of it. But if you have not, so much the

better."

"Is it then so very important?" asked Lord

Harold, slightly fencing with the question.

" Ah ! I perceive that you have told some one ?"

ejaculated Laciv Saxondale. " Now, Harold, listen

to me. You must not leave mo in the dark in this

respect—you must not be afraid to confess the

extent to which you have betrayed me. I am pre-

pared to give myself up to you—I will even en-

deavour to love you—I feel that I already begin to

like you ; and if you devote yourself entirely to my
interests, there is nothing I will not do to serve you.

Therefore' pray be candid ; and to show you that I

em inclined to put the fidlest confidence in you, I

will tell you presently wherefore I am so urgent in

asking the question."

" I will therefore speak without reserve," said

Farold. " Unfortunately," he continued, " you ren-

dered mc so bitterly vindictive against you, that I

w>.',8 not careful how I compromised you. There

are two persons besides Edmund, to whom I have

t'>ld nverythmg."
" Two persons ! Who are they ?"

" One is Edimmd's mistress—for I suppose that

you know or suspect that he kits a mistress ; and

tUc ether is my faithful and devoted servant Alfred."

" Good Gcd ! this is most serious," murmured
Lady Saxondale : and Staunton felt that she shud-

dorcd in the hall'-ombrace iu which he still retained

ho.r as they walked slowly along.

" Why is it so serious ?" he inqiiirod.

" BecJiusc," she rejoined in a thick voice, but with

bitter accents, " I am threatened with a law-suit for

the defamation of William Devcril's character ; and
that persevering, obstinate, dogged old man, 5tr.

Ouiithorpc, is at the bottom of it all. It is doubt-

less his gold that will enable Dcveril to carry on the

process. If by any uccidcut he should contrive to

obtain witnesses to the whole or any portion of

those transactions in which I so fatally involved

myself, the result would be exposure—ruin—dis-

grace—dishonour Oh, I could not survive it \"

" And he has threatened you with an action ?"

said Ilarold, in a thoughtful miK)d : it was not how-

ever precisely upon what he had heard that he was

thinking, but rather upon a subject which had gra-

dually arisen in his mind within the last few

minutes.
" He has threatened me with an action—or the

alternative is that I sign a document to be circu-

lated privately, denying the truth of the stat«-

ment I had made to my friends concerning him.

That I will never do. I would sooner risk the law-

suit. To sign the death-warrant of my own honour

—to commit a suicidal act in respect to my own fame,

were impossible !"—and Lady Saxondale spoke with

the vehemence of a strong excitement.
" To be sure— you cannot do that," rejoined

Harold. "A document to be circulated privately,

—no, no—that will never do ! As well the full

exposure! Even if you lost the law-suit, you might

still persist that your cause was just, and that you

were an injured woman : but if you once sign such

a paper, all is over."
" That is exactly the view I take of it. Mr.

Marlow has written to me. Of course he docs not

beHeve Deveril's story for a moment : but how could

I ever lock him in the face again if I were to writ*

and tell him that I will sign an acknowledgment of

my own guilt?"
" It is indeed most serious," rejoined Staunton.

" Edmund's mistress is the only one to be feared

:

on my valet Alfred I can rely."

"You have not brought him down with you?"

said Lady Saxondale quickly :
" for I could not look

him in the face
"

" No," answered Staunton. " My aunt and Fio-

rina had to bring their two maids ; and they would

not consent that too many persons should encumber

the carriage. Besides, from motives of delicacy

—

having unfortunately told Alfred the whole story

in a fit of spleen and spite—I would not insist upon

bringing him."
" But who is Edmund's mistress ? I suspected

that he had one, as he has been so constantly away

from home of late
"

" She is an opera-daneor, known as Mademoiselle

D'Alcmbert : her real name is Emily Archer. I

can no doubt manage her. She is venal—and

money will etj'ectually silence her."
" But if she should have already gossipped upon

the subject r" observed Lady Saxondale.
" I do not think it is likely," returned Staunton :

" but of course I cannot take upon myself to

answer for her discretion. You sec that 1 do not

buoy you up with vain hopes."
" No: it wore foolish to do so, Will vou return

to Loudon, upon some pretence, as soon as possible,

and see her? You shall have cheques upon my
bankers, that you may possess adequate means to

satisfy hor rapaoity. Can you not pretend to-

morrow that you have received some important

letters from London requii-ingyour prompt presence

there?"
" Yes : leave it to mo to manage," replied Staun-

ton, still thoughtfully and aluwbt abstractedly, as if

while he wa* talking upon one subject he was re-
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Tolving another ia his,mind; but Lady Saxondale

was too much absorbed in the contemplation of her

own perilous position, to notice his mood.

They continued to walk together for a few

minutes longer, until they heard the voices of Ju-

liana and Fiorina at the extremity of the avenue

;

and then Harold quickly withdrew his arm from

around the admirably modelled form of the superb

Lady Saxondale.

The night passed; and on the following morning
it happened that Harold did receive by the post a

letter from a friend in London. It was delivered

at the breakfast-table ; and he immediately said

that business of urgent importance in connexion

with some friend who had fallen into ditficulties,

required his speedy return to the metropolis ; but

he added that his absence would only last a few

days, at the expiration of which time he should

have the pleasure of joining the circle at Saxondale

Castle again. His aunt bade him not be so foolish

as to hurry off for the purpose of meddling with the

affairs of friends in difficulties : but Staunton man-
aged to convince her that it was absolutely neces-

sary—and Lady Macdonald accordingly said little

more upon the subject.

After breakfast Fiorina and Juliana went out to-

gether to walk in the garden ; and Lady Macdonald
sat herself down to read a new novel. Lady Saxon-

dale whispered to Staunton to join her in a few

minutes in the drawing-room; and thither he ac-

cordingly proceeded.
" My dear Harold," she said, " I thank you for

this fullilraent of your promise. You know that I

am now your's as much as woman can be, short of

the marriage-ties. In surrendering myself to you
this night past, I have descended for the first time

from that pinnacle of honour which I have main-

tained since my husband's death nineteen years

back! Oh! do you not confess tliat I deserve all

you can do forme? But wherefore do j'ou regard

me in so singular a manner ?"—and Lady Saxondale

felt suddenly frightened at the looks of her para-

mour.
" It is time that we should have further explana-

tions," was Staunton's answer, delivered with the

tone of a man who felt that he was exercising an

authority which could not be disputed.

" What mean you P" asked Lady Saxondale in a

faint voice, and trembling all over; for she was

smitten with a presentiment of evil.

" It will be your own fault," Staunton went on to

say, " if we do not settle matters very amicably

indeed. You have already said that you are mine

as far as woman can be where the marriage vo\v3

have not been pronounced. Wherefore should those

marriage vows not pass between us i""

Lady Saxondale was confounded and stricken

il)ecchless : she could scarcely believe her cars, and
gazed in vacant bewilderment upon Lord Harold.

'• Now, my dear Harriet," lie resumed, " do not

be childish—fur we must talk seriously. You as-

sured me last night, with a sincerity which I could

not doubt, that your life had been pure and spot-

less, and that the moment of weakness in which you

had given encouragement to Dcvcril was the one

solitary instaucc : but as that led to no result, we
may as well pass it over as nothing at nil. !Now,as

I confess that it would uol be very a;;recable to me
to marry a demirep aud behold the laugii of scorn

or the smile of superciliousue-is upon the lips of those

who had previously been her paramours, I should

not have thought of seeking you as a wife if it had
not been for that solemn assurance. You have a

handsome jointure of your own; besides which, you
have a good sum of ready money which you have

saved. All this I know, of course, from Edmund.
It is true that there is the disparity of a few years

between your age and mine : but then I look older

than I am, and you look much younger than you
are ; and therefore the match will not be so incon-

sistent after all. Besides, without any flattery, you
are of a beauty so splendid that it seems to defy the

ravages of Time. Altogether, tlierefore, you will

suit me as a wife better than any lady of my ac-

quaintance—that is to say, better than any one who
would be likely to have a man of no fortune such aa

I am."
" Is it possible that you are serious, Harold ?"

asked Lady Saxondale, who had listened in mute
astonishment to this business-like and matter-of-fact

speech, wherein however there was a certain per-

vasive under-current of patrician levity. " For if

you be perpetrating a jest, it is cruel to joke with

me under such circumstances."
" I never was more serious in my life," rejoined

Harold :
" and I am convinced that when you come

to reflect, you will see that it is the best thing I can

do for myself: inasmuch as that old uncle of mine
Lord Eagledean does not seem at all inclined to

die. I have had no letters and no remittances from

him within the last two or three weeks, as I had

expected ; and at all events he could not possibly be

offended with me for making such a match—he

would regard it as a very excellent one."

"You must be mad, Harold!" exclaimed Lady
Saxondale, stamping her foot with impatienco. " It

you marry me, how can Edmund marry your sist<?r?"

" Permit me to take care of myself and think of

my sister afterwards. Do you not comprehend that

if Edmund married Fiorina, it would prove of no

pecuniary advantage to myself?—for I could not

spunge upon them—whereas by marrying you, I

secure to myself a fine position at once. Of course

the allair would be broken off between Edmund and

Fiorina; and we should soon find another eligible

match for the former, aud a wealthy husband for

the latter. Depend upon it, my dear Harriet, the

scheme is adminible. I revolved it in my mind all

the time I was conversing with you last evening*

but 1 thought it better not to broach it until this

morning—because I knew that in the interval you

would beoome more truly mine than you were be-

fore. Now we are husband and wife in all except

the marriage ceroiuony ; and that may be solemnized

in a very short time."
" Do you mean me to understand," asked Lady

Saxondale, deteriuiued to come to the point at once,

' that you arc not inuking a mere proposal which I

am at liberty to reject if 1 cho(jse, but that you are

dictating terms to which 1 am to submit ?"

' " Tray do not suffer aggravating language to pass

between us," rejuincd Lord Uarolii : "or you will

compel me to speak more candidly still."

I
"Tlieu speak candidly!" said her litdyship iu a

fltcisive toiie.

I

" 1 will do so, since you require it. First of all,

' you enlisted me iu your service to provoke Deveril

to a duel, with the solemn understanding,' that if 1
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did your bidding my reward was to be the highest

that woman could bestow. To the best of my power

I did your bidding. Heaven knows but too well

that I did my best to lay Deveril dead upon the

field,—and the crime is registered in that same
heaven against me! When I sought you afterwards,

how was I treated .'' I need not do more than re-

miud you of all that passed between us. Now you

have summoned me into your presence again—but
not willingly, spontaneously, of your own accord.

No: (u/aiinio you require my services ; and there-

fore did you send for me to become your in-

strument, your agent, and your tool. In all

these matters you have shown yourself intensely

selfish, Harriet; and I have nothing to thank 30U
for. But do you suppose that I will consent to serve

your purposes thus, as a mere convenience—a sort

of hireUng? 'Tis true that our connexion has be-

come suddenly intimate : yet what guarantee have

I that when your aim is answered and this dilemma
of your's is settled, you will not cast me off with

scorn again ? At all events, as you have sought to

make me servo your purposes, it is but a just retali-

ation that I should make you serve mine. It there-

fore suits me to claim you as my wife ; and upon
the written condition that you will become so, will I

repair to London and completely baffle all your

enemies."

"And you have maturely considered your plans?"

said Lady Saxondale, over whose countenance sud-

denly passed that same dark and ominous expres-

sion which had on two or three occasions appeared
thereon during her disputes with the deceased

Mabel.
" Have I not spoken in the calm, quiet, and deli-

berate style of a man who has well considered the

project which he propounds?"—and as Harold gave
utterance to these words, his own looks assumed
the firmest d(.'cision : for he had construed that

ominous expression on Lady Sasomlale's face to be
the more effect of her angry feelings—he con-

sidered it indeed to be the passing cloud of an in-

dignation to a tempestuous outburst of which she

Jured not give vent.

" Well thcu," said her ladyship, after a pause,
" if you be so resolute, I have no alternative but to

consent—inasmuch as I perceive you consider me
to be so completely in your power "

' You understand your position," interrupted

Harold. " Witli a breath I could destroy you. My
testimony on the side of Deveril in the law-suit

which is threatened, would be damnatory : for re-

member, there is the masquerade-dress which your
own son possessed hiiuselt' of, and which could bo
brought as a proof of my tale."

" Enough !" exclaimed Lady Saxondale, for a
moment biting her lip ; and as sLe turned towards
a table, on which there were writing materials, that

sinister expression, so darkly ominous, again ap-

peared upon her countenance.

She seatetl herself at the table, and prepared to

write: but suddenly throwing down the pen, she

looked up and said, " I'erhaps you had better draw
up this promise of marriage in your own terms;
and 1 will either copy the document, or sign the

one you write."

"Xo: we need not take so much trouble as to

make copies. You can write to my dictation. Axti

you ready r"

" I am. Proceed."

"Now then, begin thus:—'I the undersigned,

Harriet Saxondale, feeling myself to be under the

deepest obligations to Lord Harold Staunton, for

delicate sei-vices which he has rendered me, and
entertaining for that nobleman the sineerest love

and affection, do hereby pledge myself to bestow

upon him my hand in marriage at the expiration of

one month from the present date ; and inasmuch as

1 am aware that for my sake he is renouncing

certain brilliant prospects of his own in a matri-

monial point of view, I do hereby bind mystlf in

the sum of one hundred thousand pounds to fulfil

tliis compact within or at the period above spe-

cified.'
"

" Is that all ?" asked Lady Saxondale, who bad
written with a firm hand to Staunton's dictation.

" I think that is an admirable document—terse

and business-like—and with as few falsehoods in it

as such a thing can possibly have. Your love and
affection for me, and the brilliant matrimonial pros-

pects which I renounce, are the only fictions : but

they are beautiful ones of their kiud. A lawyer

would have crammed in a thousand falsehoods, and
not one so romantic or touching."

" Cease this levity, Harold : for the carriage ia

already at the door."
" Pardon me : but I was in a lively mood. Now

your pretty signature to that docement—and I am
off."

" It is completed," said Lady Saxondale. " And
I
here is a cheque for a thousand guineas. Will that

sulBec for the purposes you have in hand ?"

" If not, I can easily write for more," he re*

sponded: "but depend upon it, I do not wish to

encroach more than I can help upon funds that will

shortly be our's jointly. And now farewell, my dear
Harriet."

He embraced Lady Saxondale, who suffered

rather than returned his caress; and then having
hastened to take leave of his aunt, Juliana, and
Fiorina, Lord Harold Staunton leapt into the car-

riage and set off on his way back to Loudon.
Immediately after he had taken his departure,

j

Lady Saxondale sat down and penned a letter in a
fi'igued hand. She then . ordered her carriage, ob-
serving that she had to go to Gainsborough (the

nearest town) in order to transact a little business
with the banker there. As Juliana expected a call

from Mr. Hawkshaw, she did not volunteer to ac-

company her mother; and as her ladyship's in-

tended ride appeared to be of a purely business
character, Fiorina also preferred remaining at the
Castle. As for Lady Macdouald, she was too much
fatigued with the long journey of the previous day
to stir out; and thus Lady Saxondale's secret hope
was fulfilled, that she would bo enabled to visii

Gainsborough alone. She had in reality no business

! of any kind to transact with the banker, but merely

I

sought un opportunity of putting her letter with

I

her own baud into the post, so that none of her
' dependants might perceive the address.
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CHAPTER LXilL
THE rosT-oiircE.

We must now direct the reader's attention to the

interior of the Post-Office at Gainsborough. It was

the hour of noon ; and two clerks were attending to

the business of the establishment—one paying the

money-orders—the other sorting the letters as they

were dropped through the slit in the window, and

also answering such inquiries as might be made at

the little trap-door of the usual fashion adopted at

country post-offices.

"I should think that Smith was sure to have

come back last night," observed one of the clerks

to the other.

"Yes: his holiday was up," responded the latter.

"I wonder he hasn't shown himself already this

morning. He has had a fortnight of it."

" Where did he go to ?"

" To London, I fancy. He said that be should.

My turn comes next; and I have made up my mind
to visit London."

At this moment four or five letters were thrust

one after the other through the slit ; and one of them
falling farther than the rpst, fell into an inkstand

which was standing upon the counter.

" Look here !" cried the clerk who attended to

the sorting of the letters. " This comes, you see, of

that rascally carpenter delaying to put up the letter-

box again :"—and as he spoke he dried the soiled

letter, upon a piece of blotting-paper. " What a

nuisance it is ! He promised to put it up again last

ni^ht : but this is the way he always serves us

whenever he has to do a job here."

" It's too bad," observed the other clerk. "But
here's Smith!" he suddenly exclaimed, looking

through the aperture where he paid the money-

orders.

Almost immediately afterwards a young man of

about two-and-twenty entered the office and greeted

his two colleagues : for he was one of the clerks in

the establishment.
" So here I am again," he said, in a tone of regret

that his holiday was over.

"Well, Smith, how have you enjoyed yourself?"

inquired both his companions in a breath.

" Uncommonly," was the reply. " I only wish my
holiday had been for a mouth instead of a fortnight.

But by the bye, I understand Lady Saxondale haa

come back to the Castle ?"

" She's been there for some days past," responded

one of his comrades. " Is it true, though, that

Miss Constance haa eloped with a French Mar-
quis?"

" Quite true," replied Smith. " It has caused

such a sensation in London '. They say she cut off

just at the moment the carriage was at the door, and

that she hired some old gipsy-woman to come up at

the time and draw off her ladyship's attention.

That's the rumour. But of course I don't know how
true it is."

" Is it a good match for Miss Constance ?"

" Or rather the Marchioness of Villebelle, as you
must now call her," repUed Smith. ' Well, as for

it's being a good match, I don't exactly know. I

should think she might have done better—such a
iweet beautiful crcaturo ae she is. Tha Marquis,

[ uudcrstaad, is a very handsome man—quite

young : that is o say, not above six or seven-and-

twenty; and he has got a diplomatic situation.

But that's all he has to depend upon."

"I'll be bound her ladyship is precious wild,"

exclaimed one of the clerks. "But when did you
come back ?"

"Last night. I travelled down with such a

nice young fellow ; and as we were alone together

the whole way, we had quite an agreeable conver-

sation. A more intelligent, amiable, but at the

same time fine-spirited young gentleman, I don't

think I ever met with. Perhaps you remember
reading about a duel that took place the other day

between a certain Lord Harold Staunton and a

Mr. Deveril ?"

"To be sure: and the report was that Deveril

was killed—but it afterwards appeared that he was
only dangerously wounded."

" Well,' responded Smith, " this same Mr. Deveril

it was with whom I travelled from London yes-

terday. He still locks pale and enfeebled, but is

fast recovering of the severe injury he received."

" And what brings him down to Gainsborough ?"

" I do not Jiuow : he did not volunteer any expla-

nation, and therefore of course I did not question

him."
" It happens that Lord Harold Staunton himself

is at Saxondale Castle at this very time," observed

one of the clerks :
" cr at all events a letter, directed

to him there, was sent along to the castle this

morning."

"This is strange," exclaimed Smith: "for Mr.
Deveril appears anxious to see that fine old castle

and its environs ; and I promised that I would take

him over there to-day. Indeed I expect him every

moment : for it was noon that we appointed to

meet. He is a total stranger at Gainsborough, and
therefore availed himself of my proposal to escort

him."

"Then you do not mean to attend to business to-

day, I suppose?" observed one of his colleagues,

laughing.

" No. Mind you, my leave of absence is not up
until to-night."

At this moment some one inquired at the open
tiap-door of the money-order clerk for Mr. Smith,

who immediately recognizing the voice, exclaimed,

"Ah! is it you, Mr. Devcnl? Walk round, and
we will take our departure in a few minutes."

Deveril accoi-din(,'ly entered the office, and was
introduced by Mr. Smith to the other clerks. While
they were conversing some one knocked at the trap-

door of the window ; and the particular clerk whoso
duty it was to answer questions, opened the said

little door and gave whatsoever information was re-

quired. At that game instant a lady, hurriedly

passing the post-office, dropped a letter through tho

hole ; and by accident it shared the fate of a pre-

vious one by fulling upon the inkstand.

'•Well, that is odil!" exclaimed the clerk who
had just aniiwered the questions of the inquirer at

the window. " Who do you think it was that just

threw this kttor in?—and, by Jove, it has fallen

into the ink ! Now isn't it too bad of that

carpenter
"

" Who was it ?" inquired Smith.
" Lady Saxondale herself."

Deveril started at this name: but the circnm

stauct: was not perceived by the other young men.
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" Well, it' this is not the most extraordinary

thing I ever knew in my life," exclaimed the clerk

who had rccoirnized Lady Saxondale, and who

having dried the blotch of ink upon the letter, was

now examining the address.

" What's extraordinary ?"

" Why, that her ladyship should have such a cor-

respondent as this. Just read the address : it really

doesn't sound at all aristocratic. Mr. Solomon Patch,

the Billy Ooat, Agar Town, St. Pancras, London."

"Oh! very likely it's some old servant of her

ladyship's," observed Smith carelessly; " or perhaps

some one who has applied to her for charity. Who
knows ?"

" It looks uncommon like as if it was written in

* feijrned hand," observed the clerk who had picked

it up from the inkstand : and he still continued to

scrutinize it. " I think we know her ladyship's

writing here pretty well ; and if this isn't Ler's dis-

guised in this manner, then I am a fool and an

idiot. You see, Mr. Deveril," he continued, " we
clerks in the post-otfice aro so accustomed to all

kinds of writing that we have great experience in

such matters."

"Now," interrupted Smith, "I am sure Mr.

Deveril does not want to hear a lecture upon this

•ubject."

"The letter," continued the clerk, heedless of his

colleague's interruption, " is not sealed, you see,

with the usual armorial bearings, but with a plain

stamp—the top of a pencil-case, I should say. I

v; mder her ladyship should have come to put it in

*he post herself."

" I am ready, Mr. Deveril, and at your service,"

observed Smith :
" for I am sure you must be

getting tired of this long talk about nothing."

The young clork of the post-office and William

Deveril accordingly issued forth together; and pro-

ceeding to the hotel where the latttT had taken up

his quarters, they entered a vehicle which he had

ordered to be got in readiness ; and away they sped

towards Saxondale Castle.

Deveril was more interested in the little incident

which had just occurred, than his companion had

fancied he could possibly be. Having a deeper in-

sight into Lady Saxondale's character than either

of the clerks in the post-office, he had even been

more struck by the circumstance than the one who
himself had appeared to think it extraordinary.' He
knew enough of London to be aware that Agar
Town was a quarter of no very good repute; and

the description which had recently appeared in tha

newspapers of the horrible murder in the barge,

and which Deveril had happened to read at the

time, had contained particular allusions to the no-

toriously bad characters who infested that place

It was therefore by no means surprising that

Deveril should think it strange for Lady Saxondale

to have a correspondent there ; and the evidently

furtive manner in which, with her own hand, she

had borne the letter to the post,—as well as the dis-

guised writing which the clerk had detected,

—

served to strengthen the young gentleman's sus-

picions that it was not altogether for a very correct

or harmless purpose that a proud and titled lady,

»8 fastidious as she was brilliant, should address a

letter to an individual at the Sign of the Billy

Ooat in Agar Town ! But although Deveril men-
tionod not the subject of his thoughts to his com-

panion Mr. Smith, he did nut tlie less continue to

ponder thereon.

On reaching the neighbourhood of Saxondale

Castle, William Deveril intimated to hia ntw ac-

quaintance that he did not wish to approach too

near with the vehicle, so as to become the object of

particular notice on the part of any of its inmates—
but that he was merely desirous of viewing the edifice

from a suitable distance, and of obtaining a glimpse

of the grounds. Mr. Smith thought that he was

somewhat too particular, as there could be no pr^ssi-

ble harm in strangers approaching close up to the

building ; and he morever intimated that a fee to

the servants would procure Deveril an insp>ection

of the old tapestry-rooms, the chapel, and the other

curiosities of the baronial edifice. But Deveril de-

clined to avail himself of the suggestion, and ap-

peared to be content with merely making the circuit

of the castle and pleasure-grounds, except on that

side where the river flowed by, washing the very foot

of the walls, so that no one could pass that way.
Having thus far gratified his curiosity, as Mr.

Smith was led to suppose, Deveril returned to the

vehicle, accompanied by his new friend ; and they

retraced their way to Gainsborough. On the road

they met Lady Saxondale's carriage returning from
the town : but as her ladyship was reclining back
at the time, Deveril both believed and hoped that

she had not observed him, as he indeed bad not

caught a glimpse of her countenance.

Return we now to the castle, where in the mean-
time Mr. Hawkshaw had called; and inasmuch
as Juliana had dropped a hint to Fiorina that he
was paying his court to her, the young lady dis-

creetly left the Hon. Miss Farefield a full opportu-

nity of rambling alone with the Squire in the gar-

dens. We need scarcely say that Juliana failed not

to develop the requisite fascinations to rivet the

shackles which she had already succeeded in throwing
around Mr. Hawkshaw's heart. But although this

gentleman was madly and enthusiastically in love

with .Juliana, he naturally conceived that a court-

ship of but a few days was not sufficient to warrant
him in making a proposal. It is true that he had
been acquainted with Miss Farefield for some years

:

indeed he had known her ever since she was a girl

;

but it was only from the date of the Denisons'

party three or four days back, that he had been
led to regard her with such admiration. Not being

over well versed in love-matters, Mr. Hawkshaw
had looked into a few novels to see how the heroes

and heroines conducted their affairs of the heart;

and the result was that ho found himself rather

bewildered how to act. For in one novel he per-

ceived that the hero and heroine fell desperately in

love with each other the instant they met—that

in less than balf-an-hour the former was on his

knees at the feet of the latter—and that a pas-
sionate avowal of love was followed by the tenderest

embraces: while in another romance the amorous
swain sighed, and serenaded, and fluttered bash-
fully about the object of his love for a whole year
without daring to confess his passion. The result

however of Mr. Hawkshaw's researches in books,
was to lead him to the conclusion that he should
at least allow a month to elapse ere he proclaimed
himself a suitor for Juliana's hand. The voung
lady, on her side, would fain have brought
rontters more precipitately to a crisis : but she was
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afraid of spoiling the whole affair by giving Mr.

Hawkshaw too much encouvageraent ; aud she

therefore acted with considerable art and skill

—

suffering him to perceive that he was a special

favourite, enrapturing him with her discourse,

and successfully tightening the silken cords

which bound him to her.

On Lady Saxondale's return, Mr. Hawkshaw was

invited to stay to dinner—an oifer wliich he did not

refuse ; aud when he departed in the evening, it

was with so much intoxicating love in his soul that

he began to ask himself whether he might not

abridge the month'scourtship, as already laid down

to be the rule of his conduct, into a fortnight?

On the following day, at abouteleven in the fore-

noon, Mr. Hawkshaw called again, it having been

agreed that he should escort Juliana for a ride

across the country. The Hon. Miss Fairfield waa

a good equestrian—a circumstance which had no

small weightinconvincingMr. Hawkshaw that she

would make him a most excellent and suitable wife.

Fiorina did not ride: Julianaaccordiugly went out

alone with her admirer—that is to say, they were

attended ouly by the groom. Lady Saxundale had

letters to write—Lady MacdouaM was somewhat

indisposed and would not stir out—and thus Flo-

nna was thrown upon her owl resources
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Tlie young lady walked alone in the garden,

vvrappcd up in a mournful reverie. She could not

help thinking of William Deveril, notwithstanding

all her efforts to banish his imago from her mind.

Nothing had come to her knowledge to alter her

suspicions concerning him. She still had every

reason to believe that he was living improperly with

Angela Vivaldi, the opera-dancer ; and the circum-

stance was still regarded by her as a corroboration

of I;ady Saiondalc's story of his improper conduct.

Her brother Harold, be it remembered, had never

suspected her love for Deveril. At the time he en-

aoufitered the young artist issuing from the garden-

gate of his aunt's house in Cavendish Square, he

know not that there had been an interview between

him and his sister—he fancied that Deveril was

there merely for the purpose of seeking an opportu-

nity of giving some explanations to Lady Mac-
donaUl in reference to the talc in circulation with

regard to himself and Lady Saxomdale. Therefore,

Ilarold had no idea of Fiorina's love for Deveril

;

and Fiorina herself had not chosen to make volun-

tary confession thereof. Dc'^ly, deeply had she

betm afflicted at the intelligence of the duel : most

profound indeed was her sorrow, amounting almost

to anguish, when it was first rumoured that Deveril

had been killed and killed too by her own bro-

ther ! The misery she then felt, and the difficulty

.she had at the time in veiling her feelings from

those around her, had shown her most unmistak-

ably the real state of her heart,—to the effect that

notwithstandrag all she believed injurious to Deveril,

his image slill retained a too powerful hold upon
her affections. And that it was so, had speedily

received a farther corroboration in the sudden thrill

of wild delight that she felt, blended for the mo-
ment even with a still wilder hope, when the intel-

ligence had reached her that after all Deveril was
not dead but merely wounded : and day after day

had she watched the newspapers for a line indicative

of his state. The duel having created a great sensa-

tion, in consequence of the aristocratic rank of one

of the principals, the public joui-nals had devoted

more than ordinary attention to it,—the state of

Mr. Deveril's health being daily chronicled until ho

was pronounced convalescent. By these means
Fiorina had been duly informed in respect to the

details of Deveril's progress towards recovery ; and
all the various phases of feeling through which she

was thus led, convinced the lady that her happiness

was more profoundly wi-apped up in this love of

her's than she c<juld have supposed after the

proofs she had received of Deveril's presumed in-

edelity.

Wo have thus, at a rapid glance, filled up the

interval in respect to the young lady's sentiments

and feelings from the period of the duel until the

time of which we are speakuig; and now we behold

her walking in the garden of Saxondale Castle,

plunged into a profound and melancholy reverie.

She saw that Mr. Hawkshaw was paying his

.',ourt to Juliana ; and sho supposed that the latter

jovcd him in return. This belief tended to sadden
her even still more deeply : for sho reflected that

otliers were happy in their love, while she was
miserable. With the utmost abhorrence did sho

look forward to her alliance with Edmund Sason-
dale ; and though sho had not the courage to tell

licr aunt that it was equivalent to a death-senteuco

thus to doom her to become the wife of such a

being, she felt in her ovm heart that she never could

consent to so tremendous a self-sacrifice. Oh! if

Deveril had proved all she at one time hoped and
fancied ! but no : that dream of bliss was gone

—that vision of happiness appeared to have fled for

ever!

After wandering slowly and mournfully about the

gardens for upwards of an hour, Fiorina seated her-

self in an arbour at the extremity of the avenue

where Lady Saxondale and Lord Harold had roamed

together the evening before. The sun was ascend-

ing towards its meridian—the heat out of the shade

was stifling: but there, beneath that umbrageous

canopy, a grateful freshness prevailed. The arbour

was situated close by a line of low palings which

bounded the garden; and beyond stretched the

wide park with its groups of stately trees and the

deer frisking on their carpet of verdure. A silence,

broken only by the warblings of the birds, reigned

around: but Fiorina's soul imbibed not solace nor

peace from this serenity.

"Alas!" she said, giving audible expression to

her thoughts, " mine is an unhappy destiny ; and

dismal indeed is the prospect of my Kfe. Oh ! for

an instant what radiant happiness appeared to be

shining around me : I felt as if I were experiencing

the glories of another sphere. It is hard—too hard

to have seen the storm-elouds gather suddenly over

the brightness of that heaven, and all my hopes

wither away as flowers in a pestilential blight.

Ah, William Deveril! wherefore did I ever love

thee? wherefore was I doomed to experience thy

treachery ?"

" No, Fiorina—no ! By heaven, I am incapable

of treachery
!"

Such were the words, in the manly melody of a

well-known voice, that suddenly sounded upon her

ears : and tho next instant William Deveril was at

her feet.

For a moment Fiorina sat astounded : then ab

ruptly rising with a sudden recovery of all her

maiden dignity, she was about to move away from

the spot, when Deveril cried in a tone of anguished

excitement, " Hear me, I beseech you—even if you
condemn me afterwards ! I am innocent—as there

is an eternal God above us, I am innocent '"

Fiorina stood rivetted to the spot. There was

such a depth of sincerity in the youth's tone and

looks—his fine black eyes shone, too, with an ex-

pression of such frankness and candour, that she

felt it would be indeed hard not to hear him. And
then again, there was tho hope—the suddenly ex-

cited hope—that he might possibly be enabled to

explain everytlaiug. Yes : and more than this too

—

there was tho exti aordinary beauty of his person,

rendered delicately interesting by the effects of the

duel; so that Fiorina had not the heart to tear

herself away. She became palo and agitated,

struggling to maintain a dignified reserve, yet ex-

periencing a melting tenderness of the soul which

increased every moment.
" You will hear me !" said Deveril, rising from

the one knee on which ho had bent ;
" and upon

whatsoever terms we may part, I shall at least take

away your good opinion with me !"

" is this possible ?" asked Fiorina, in a tremulous

voice, while her heart fluttered like an impriaoned

bird.
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"Possible?" echoed D.everil. "I will give you

proofs incontestible that the allegations of Lady
Saxondale involved a detestable calumny."

•"And those proofs?" said Fiorina, her looks

proving how deeply she hoped that he might be

enabled to fulfil his words.
" They are here !" he at once responded, drawing

a document from his pocket. " Know you not that

I have threatened Lady Saxondale with an action

at law for the defamation of my character ? You
look surprised ! But of course she would not tell

you this. Ah ! if you knew all the wickedness of

that woman "

"You will admit, Mr. Deveril," interrupted

Fiorina, " that as I am now receiving the hospitality

of Lady Saxondale, it ill becomes me to listen to

any aspersions that may be thrown out against her

without adequate proof."

"Ah! you saw that I hesitated to place this

document in your hands !" he exclaimed, still re-

taining tlie paper: and he looked cruelly bewil-

dered. " Take it," he said after a few moments
hesitation, "and read it ifyou will—but I warn you

before hand, that you will behold therein some-

thing that will shock you in respect to one who is

nearly and closely connected with you."
" Heavens ! what do you mean ?" cried Fiorina.

*• You frighten me. To whom do you allude .f"

"Must I indeed tell you.'' Yes, yes: I see that

I must. I cannot bear your suspicions any longer

—I must clear up my own character at any risk—at

any sacrifice ! Fiorina, prepare yourself to hear

something terrible
"

" Oh ! what new misfortune is in store for me ?"

murmured the poor girl, sinking back upon the

seat whence siie had risen. " Of whom is it that I

am to hear such dread intelligence ?"

" Of your brother—of Lord Harold Staunton."
" My brotlier

!"

" Yes. It was by the cruel and artful—aye, the

Satanic uistigation of Lady Saxondale, that he pro-

voked me to that duel "

" WiUiam, if this be true," cried Fiorina, bursting

into tears, " how immense is the reparation which
you ought to receive from me !"

"It is true—it is, alas, too true!" responded
Deveril. " That kind-hearted and benevolent gen-

tleman, Mr. Gunthorpe, has succeeded in unravel-

ling the whole skein of treachery. But by heaven,

Fiorina, I entertain as little ill-will against your

brother as it is possible for man to experience after

such wrongs as mine ! For i/uur sake do I forgive

him—for your sake will I clasp him by the hand
yes, and throw the veil of oblivion over what

he has done ! It must have been under the in-

fluence of an infatuation against which he could not

wrestle, that he consented to become the instru-

ment of that woman's vengeance. She sought my
life—she wished me removed from her path—and
she found in your brother a too ready agent !"

" But these accusations are terrible, Mr. Deveril !

"

exclaimed Fiorina, cruelly bewildered.

"Read this!" she said, now placing the document
in her hands. "It is the statement of an im-
portant witness who will appear against Lady
Saxondale, should she push matters to extremes and
drive me into the law-courts."

Fiorina mechanically took the paper—opened it

—and commenced reading. It recited all the inci-

dents in connexion with the masquerade, which ara

aheady known to the reader—how Lady Saxondale
went thither in a particular dress to keep a pre-

viously given appointment with Lord Harold
Staunton—how she had enlisted him in her service

to provoke an enemy of her's to a duel, in which
that enemy was to be slain—how Staunton had
next morning received the note containing the name
of William Deveril—how he had provoked Deveril

to the duel—how Lady Saxondale had subsequently

repudiated the whole proceeding, ignoring every

detail—but how through Edmund's agency the

masquerade dress which she had worn was disin-

terred from the plate-chest in her private apart-

ments.

It was with a swimming of the brain, a whirl of
the thoughts, and an augmenting confusion in all

her ideas, that Fiorina perused this document. It

was, too, with a kind of mechanical power that she
read on to the end ; and it was also with a mechani-
cal tenacity that she held it in her hands. We may
add that it was with an unaccountable fascination

she kept her eyes upon a document which contained
facts so damnatory to her own brother! Deverii
watched her with the profoundest commiseration.

Oh ! it went to his heart's core to wound her gentle

bosom thus : and there was a moment when he felt

inclined to snatch the paper from her hands and
bid her read no more. But it was the only means
of vindicating himself; and painful as the proceed-
ing was, he dared not arrest it.

" You may deem me cruel—even implacable.

Lady Fiorina Staunton," he said, when he observed
that she had finished, "in submitting this dreadful

history to your notice: but what alternative hatl I?
When last I saw you, it was on the same evening
that your brother provoked me to the duel : you
would not hear me—you retreated from the balcony
in anger—and I felt that I was condemned un-
justly."

" Ah, Mr. Deveril !" said Fiorina, the tears stream-

ing down her cheeks: "you have indeed much
cause to reproach my brother—and it is but too

clear that Lady Saxondale is an infamous woman

—

that her tale against you was an odious calumny

—

and that she would not have stopped short even at

the instigation of a murder to wreak her revenge

!

But, alas, I dare not say that I can give you back
that love—that confidence "

"Lady Fiorina Staunton," interrupted Deveril

in a firm and dignified manner—while his tall slen-

der form, modelled with so much Apollo-hko grace

and elegance, was drawn up to its full height, and
his short upper hp expressed the hauteur of of-

fended pride :
" have the goodness to recollect that

at the very outset of this interview, I said that on
whatsoever terms we might part, I could not fail to

bear away your good opinion. You honoured me—
you flattered me—you made me happy, with an
avowal of your love some short time back ; and I

believed that it was sincere. A tale of calumny

naturally excited you against me. I have now vin-

dicated myself—and your good opinion must bo re-

stored. But if, during the interval which haa

elapsed since you avowed your love and accepted

the avowal of mine, you have repented of what
perhaps after all was only a momentary weakness

on your part— if, as I i)resume, the higii-born Lady
Fiorina Stauntju iu her culuier moments has shrunk
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from the idea of allying her fate with that of the

humble and obscure artist from Italy—then be it

o: but let there be candour in your speech! I

give you back vour vows— I give you back

your pledges: and yet vindicated and innocent

as I now stand before you, I have a right to

claim them if I would. But no. More generous

than you, Fiorina—more ready, too, to make any

or every sacrifice for your sake—I will insist upon

nothing that shall menace your happiness. No :"

—

and here his voice trembled—he murmured a few

words which were inaudible, suffocated as they were

by the strength of this emotions—and he was hurry-

ing abruptly away.
" Mr. Deveril !" exclaimed Fiorina, suddenly

wiping the tears from her eyes—fur she had been

weeping while he spoke :
" we must not part thus.

" You have become the accuser But I also have

omething to say iu justification of myself !"

Deveril turned back ; and with an air of melan-

choly composure, in which there was a certain blend-

ing of his own oH'euded dignity, he stood in front

of Fiorina as she was seated upon the bench in the

irbour.
" Had Lady Saxondale's story," she resumed, xn a

tremulous voice, " been the only cause of annoyance

which I felt in respect to yourself, you would not

have vainly sought an opportunity for explanation

on that evening when you beheld me iu the balcony

of my aunt's house. Indeed, to give you a proof of

my anxiety to sock such explanation—at the sam«

time too," she added in accents more low and tre-

mulous still, " to alford you a proof of the sincerity

of that affection which I had avowed for you—I took

a step which the world would have deemed most

unniaidenly, and for the imprudence of which I was

indeed but too severely punished ! In the evening

of the same day on which Lady Saxondale brought

her calumny to my aunt's house, I stole forth, re-

solving to visit you at your own abode—to tell you

all that I had heard, and to beseech an explana-

tion
"

" Ah ! you did this ?" exclaimed Deveril, hope and

joy suddenly lighting up his countenance. " Then
you loved me—you really loved mc ? But wherefore

did you not come ? why did you turn back ? what
prevented you from carrying out your generous

intention? Oh, what misery might have been spared

to me !"

Fiorina gazed in astonishment upon the radiantly

handsome countenance of William Deveril as he

commenced this speech : but as she recollected all
;

she heard and saw at his dwelling on that fatal

night, she could not help again thinking that this

was another evidence of his matchless cflroutery

—

and she felt pained and shocked at the thought that

it could be so.

" I did not turn back on that occasion, Mr. Deve-
ril," she said in a cold calm voice. " I was not

|

deterred by any circumstance, nor prevented by any
]

accident from repairing to your abode near the
j

Kegcnt's Park. I entered the garden—the front

d(X)r stood open—I heard what I will not repeat—

•

and immediately after I saw what I will not allude

to more. But it was all enough to convince me that

while you were pretending that your heart was
wholly mine "

I

" Ah!" ejaculated Deveril, a light suddciJy break-
ing in upon him i " I uivlerstand it all ! Oh,

cruel and fatal mistake! Fleiina, you heard and
saw "

" Angela Vivaldi."

"My sister'"

A cry of wild delight thrilled from Fiorina's lips;

and precipitating herself into Deveril's arms, she

sobbed upon his breast, murmuring, " Pardon me

—

forgive me—dearest, dearest William !"

CHAPTER LXrV.

WILLIAM DEVEEIL'S HI8T0ET.

The world has many delights—human feelings may
experience many pleasures—the hearts of earth's

denizens sometimes thrill with ineffable raptures.

But what joy—Oh 1 what joy, can compare with that

which attends upon the reconcihation of lovers ?

When the dark clouds of jealousy have gathered

over the heaven of a young maiden's prospects, how
sweet—Oh I how sweet, is it for that gentle heart of

her's to find them dispelled all in a moment, and

the sun of hope bursting forth to gild another day

and illume auoUier state of being. The world h»8

no ecstacy superior lo this.

Such was the delitrht experienced by Lady Fiorina

Staunton at that announcement wliich, falling upon

her ears like an angel-voice speaking to a soul in

the depths of despair, cleaved up the past mystery

in a moment. And Deveril—was not he also happy ?

Again and again did he press that being of tran-

scendent beauty in his arms—he covered her brow,

her cheeks, and her lips with kisses—then seating

himself upon the bench, he placed her by his sid&

and keeping both her hands locked in his own, he

gazed upou her with the prolonged look of ineffable

rapture.

Thus did they git together, gazing upon cacb

other in profound silence for many minutes. Thelr's

was a joy—deep, elysian, ineffable—which appeared

almost too holy for the interruption of words. But

if their tongues were silent, most eloquently expres-

sive were their looks : love shone in the deep aear

blue of Fiorina's eyes and glowed upon the purity

of her complexion;—and love too beamed in the

dark orbs and tinted the cheeks of that youth of

manly beauty. Yes—the cheeks which illness had

left so pale, were now animated with the bright

colours in which love paints the reflection of the

heart's feelings : and perhaps that was the happiest

moment of William Deveril's life.

" How cruel—how unjust I have been to you,

dearest William !" murmured Fiorina, at length

breaking silence. " Oh, if on that day when I saw

you from the balcony at my aunt's house, I liad

only waited to hear the explanation you so kindly

ami generously came to give, what anguish—what

misery might have been spared us both !"

" Do not reproach yourself now, my beloved Fio-

rina," returned Deveril, pressing her hand to his

lips: " the happiness which I enjoy at this moment,
is a recompense for the past And I do not blame

you—not for an instant do I blame you ! Appoar-

ances were so much against me. But how could I

possibly have suspected that other incident which

has just been cleared up! Oh, it was indeed a

proof of love on your part to seek me at my own
dwelling."
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"Heavens! when I think of all you have gone

through," resumed Fiorina—and she still spoke in

« murmuring tremulous voice, while the tears

again streamed down her cheeks,—" it is enough to

drive me mad. Stretched upon what was deemed

your death-bed—believing that I no longer loved

you—smarting under the calumnies which an infa-

mous woman had spread concerning you Oh

!

it was too much—it was too much, William—dear

William ! All the love I bear you, immense as it

ia, can scarcely prove an atonement—a recom-

pense!"
" Again I beseech you, dearest Fiorina, not to

torture yourself thus. Let us hope that happy days

await us. In the depth of my own bitter sorrows,

there were not wanting some consolations. My
sister Angela—an angel in disposition as well as in

name—was ever by my bedside; and that kind-

hearted excellent friend, Mr. Guuthorpe, was un-

wearied in his attentions. You know him, Fiorina

—you have seen him ; and he has the highest

opinion of you. He is acquainted with the secret

of our love ; and I know not whether it could be to

sooth my wounded spirit, or whether it were that he

will suffer law-proceedings to be instituted against
her on my account : but if she be obstinate, Mr.
Qunthorpe will do his best to spare your bjother
from as much share in the infamy as possible."

" Oh ! William, I can no longer think of him as

a brother!" exclaimed Fiorina, weeping. "And
yet it is hard to be compelled to speak thus !"

" If I forgive him, my well-beloved," responded
DeverO, "you cannot refuse to do so. But is it

not strange that Lady Saxondale should have in-

eluded him in this invitation to Lady Macdonald
and yourself?"

" The evening before last, soon after our arrival,"

said Fiorina, thoughtfully, " Harold and her lady-

ship walked for an hour together in the garden.

They were alone—and yesterday morning Harold
departed suddenly for London again."

" Indeed !" ejaculated Deveril. " Depend upon it

he has imdertaken some fresh mission for her lady-

ship."

" Oh, my deluded, beguiled, unhappy brother !"

"An idea strikes me," continued Deveril.
" Doubtless it is in connexion with this threatened

law-suit : for her ladyship has received a letter from

had really some design of his own to be worked ' ber solicitors to the effect that an appeal to the

out,—but certain it is that with the tone of the i

tribunals was menaced. But fear nothing. What-
fuUest confidence he bade me to despair not—for you ' soever Harold may undertake will most probably

should yet be mine !"
' become known to Mr. Gunthorpe. The person

"And I will," murmured Fiorina, the carnation

again deepening upon her cheeks, and her beauteous

eyes being modestly bent down ; then as a sudden
thought struck her, she looked up, and with aparox-

whose name attests that document which you have
read, is in Mr. Gunthorpe's pay. Do not be afraid

that this espionnage instituted upon your brother's

actions, is for any evil purpose. No, no—Mr. Gun-
ysm of indignation, exclaimed, " To be sacrificed to I

thorpe is incapable of wrong-doing : he is the most
the son of that bold, bad woman, Lady Saxondale— ' excellent of men."

no—never, never !"
j

" Since you have such perfect confidence in him,
" And Mr. Gunthorpe declares that you shall (

William, I must have the same. And notwith-

never be so sacrificed," rejoined William ; " though
;

standing my brother Harold treated him super-

what means he may have, or hope to have, in ciliously on the first night he introduced himself to

throwing any influence into the scale, it is impossible us— it was at the Opera—I was prepossessed in the

for me to comprehend." ,
old gentleman's favour."

" He is an intimate friend of my uncle the Mar- " He failed not to observe your kindness, Fiorina,

quis of Eagledean," observed Fiorina suggestively ;
' in contrast with Harold's rudeness."

•' and perhaps he intends to invoke his lordship's in- "And Angela Vivaldi—that beautiful creature

terference." whose very form is the embodiment of poesy—An-
" It may be so," said Deveril. " It was in ac- gela Vivaldi is your sister 'i"

cordance with his counsel—and I need scarcely add
j

" She is; and I am proud of her—but for reasons

with my own earnest desire—that so soon as I was ;

which I will presently explain, we avoid appearing

sufficiently recovered, I resolved upon making I before the world in the light of brother and sister,

another attempt to procure an interview with you.
{

Although in that sphere the very air of which is

Mr. Gunthorpe by some means ascertained that generally believed to bo full of blight for female

you and Lady Macdonald, together with Lord virtue, yet she is purity itself. Oh! Fiorina, if on
Harold, had suddenly been invited to pay a visit to that night when you visited my abode, no circum-

Saxondale Castle ; and he hurried me off the day stances had transpired to fill you with suspicious

before yesterday. By accident I formed the ac- and drive you away from my threshold,—if you had

quaiiitance of a young man who lives in Gains- crossed that threshold—if you had entered my
borough ; and with him as my guide, I came yester- home, you would not have disdained to give your
day into tlie vicinage of the Castle to take a view of hand to the celebrated Opera-dancer. You would
the grounds, and see whether there would be the have seen that her very look is chastity and inno-

chance of throwing myself in your way should you cence—that she is a being of a superior order—and
happen to walk forth alone. This morning I re- that in manners and conduct she is the elegant and
turned hither in that hope ; and, thank lieavcn, it well-bred woman. You have seen her upon the

has not been frustrated. But, dearest Fiorina, I stage : did you ever observe her cast a glance iucuu-

think it would be prudent if you were to do your sistent with immaculate U'odesty ?"

best to conceal from Lady Saxondale for the present '
" No—never, never," replied Fiorina. " Angela

the circumstance that you are acquainted with her Vivaldi's virtue was proverbial ; and you may coa-

infamy. Mr. Gunthorpe recommends and enjoins ccive tlie shock that it gave me when under a ffor-

tliis. I do not exactly know what his motives are; ful combination of circumstances, I was led to be-

but he has assuredly good reasons for the advice ho lieve everytiiing injurious alike to her and to you.

fives. Ho does not believe that Lad>r Saxondale But is she also acquainted with our secret ? Ol
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course she must be : it is natural you should hare

told her."
" I preserved that secret religiously until it trans-

pired as one of the consequences of the duel. Yes
—I preserved it for your saiie, Fiorina ; because I

deemed it to be a secret of so solemn a character

that it ought not to be revealed, even to a sister,

until you should vouchsafe the permission. I con-

sidered it to be yov,r secret even more than mine,

because I knew how you were situated in respect to

Edmund Saxondale, and I thought it best to retain

everythin;;^ closely locked up in my own heart until

you, in your own good time, should have told me
that there was no longer need for such secrecy."

"You are all kindness and consideration, William,

as you are all that is generous and noble," said

Fiorina, with affection beaming in her beauteous

blue eyes; and as she gazed upon her lover her

countenance reflected the emotions that swelled in

her soul deeper and happier than she had ever yet

experienced in her whole life—unless an exception

must be made for that day on which this love of

her's was first avowed and the reciprocal passion

confessed.
" When forced into that duel," resumed Deveril,

"and seeing myself standing as it were face to face

with death, I adopted those measures which pru-

dence and my own honour demanded. I wrote

several letters, to be delivered in case I fell. One
was to you, Fiorina—assuring you of mine inno-

cence as well as of my love, and beseeching that

you would sometimes bestow a thought on him
whose heart had been so devotedly your's."

" O William ! what must you have suffered !"

—

and the beautiful creature threw her arms round his

neck and kissed him of her own accord : but as she

withdrew her countenance again, she left upon his

cheeks the tears that had started from her blue

eyes.

" Am I not now fully recompensed ?" exclaimed

Deveril, with enthusiastic fondness. " But let me
continue. Another letter was to my sister Angela,

bidding her the tenderest farewells; and a third

was to Mr. Gunthorpe. In this letter I gave him
tlie fullest explanation how I had been provoked to

a duel by Lord Harold Staunton ; and I revealed to

him the secret of my devoted love for you—beseech-

ing that in case I fell, he would personally become
the bearer of the letter which I had written to you,

my sweet Fiorina,—so that he might tell you all he

knew of my character and help to corroborate the

assurances I had penned of my innocence towards

Lady Saxondale. For two days after the duel I
remained insensible of what was passing around.

Mr. Grunthoi'pe, visiting my lodgino^s in Pall Mall,

in pursuance of an intimation which ho received

from my second, Mr. Forester, found the letters and
perused the one addressed to himself. Thus was it,

Fiorina, that he discovered the secret of our lore."

" But wherefore did he not bring to me the letter

which you had written, and which was intended for

me ?" asked Fiorina.
" Because the express iuj unction was penned by

my hand upon the envelope to the effect that it was
only to be delivered in case I should fall m the

duel."

" Oh ! if that horror had taken place !"—and the
fair young creature shuddered with a cold tremor
from head to foot at the bare idea.

" To possess your sympathy and your love, is

sweet beyond description—it is paradise ineffable !"

—and again did William Deveril press the young
maiden to his heart. " Think you, sweet Fiorina,"

he continued after a pause, " that your absence

from the Castle will be noticed? think you that

there is any danger of our being intruded upon ?"

" No: my aunt will not come out this morning

—

Miss Farefield has gone to ride with a gentleman of

the neighbourhood—and Lady Saxondale intimated

after breakfast that she should be occupied for

several hours in writing letters."

" If, then, we may safely enjoy another half-hour

of each other's society," said Deveril, " I will narrate

to you a few incidents connected with myself and
Angela. This is the time, my beloved Fiorina, for

the fullest confidence."
" I shall listen," responded the young lady, " with

a most heartfelt interest. Everything that regards

you, William, is now of consequence to me. If

' you have sorrows to speak of, I can sympathize with

them : and if you tell me of joys and reminiscences

of past happiness, I can share the delights accom-

panying your retrospection."

" You will not expect to hear, Fiorina, that I am
of good family or of gentle birth," resumed Deveril

;

" and it was perhaps some little false pride on my
part that prevented me from proffering certain ex-

planations on that memorable and happy day when

you first suffered me to know that I loved you not

in vain. I had it on the tip of my tongue to tell

you that Angela was my sister; but I knew you not

then as I know you now, and I feared that it might

shock those lofty notions in which you have been

reared—and I at all events thought it better to

reserve that and other explanations until another

occasion. Had I been more candid,—or rather had

I then appreciated as I ought to have done the

generosity of your nature, which enables you to

rise superior to the artificial conventionalisms of

aristocratic circles, — how much unhappiness

would have been spared us both I However, the

past cannot be recalled, much as it may be re-

gretted ; and I will now tell you my story."

" Proceed, dearest William." said Fiorina :
" I

am all attention."

" My earliest reminiscences," commenced Deveril,

"are connected with a troop of strolling players, to

which company my father and mother belonged.

Then- name was Deveril. I am about a year older

than my sister Angela; and I recollect that in her

infancy she was one of the most beautiful little

cherubs that ever constituted a parent's joy. Al-

though in such humble circumstances—exposed to

all the sad vicissitudes of a strolling lite—our father

and mother were exceedingly kind to us, and treated

us with the tenderest affection. They were superior

people in their way. My mother had belonged to

a respectable family; but by marrying a poor clerk,

as my father at first was, she was altogether dis-

carded by her relatives and friends. My father was
one of those gay thoughtless men who cannot ap-

preciate the value of money : and with but a very

small salary and a wife to keep, he fell into diifi-

culties. Unable to pay his debts, and threatened

with a prison, he absconded from his native town,

his loving wife being the partner of his flight.

From what I have often heard him say, I am but

too well aware that he and mv mother must havp
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ondured great privations, and gone through incal-

culable sufferings ; for being unable to refer to his

last situation, he failed to procure another. In

short, dii-e necessity drove them both to join a

troop of strolling players ; and as my father was a

very handsome man, and my mothe* a most beau-

tiful woman, they were received into the troop more

on account of their personal attractions than for

any histrionic talents which they possessed- Not-

withstanding my mother's great beauty and the

temptations to which as a poor actress she was con-

stantly exposed, I feel proud in being enabled to

pay this tribute to her memory, by assuring you

that her character was retained unimpeachable until

the last. During her leisure hours she instructed

me and Angela in the rudiments of education : for

she herself had been well educated. She died when
I was about eight years old ; and I recollect how
bitter was my grief. Nor did little Angela fail to

appreciate even more keenly than might be ex-

pected in a child of her age, the great loss we had

sustained. My father was inconsolable; and for

some weeks he was utterly unable to pursue his

professional avocations. The consequence was that

penury and want entered our little lodging, and our

sufferings were great."

Here Elorina pressed her lover's hand between

both her own,- and gazed upon him with tearful

looks. The glances that he bent upon her in re-

turn were full of affectionate gratitude for the

sympathy which she thus mutely but eloquently

testified; and his narrative was continued in the

following terms :

—

" Necessity compelled my father to subdue his

grief as much as he was able, and appear again

upon the stage. The very first night that he thus

came forth again in some large provincial town—

I

forget which—his fine person attracted the notice

of an eminent Italian painter who was on a visit

to this country for the purpose of beholding the

progress of its arts and sciences. He was at that

particular period making a tour in the provinces

;

and accident led him to visit the theatre on the

special occasion referred to. On the following

day he made inquiries for my father's abode

—

called, and represented that if my father would
accompany him back to Italy, he would be sure to

make a good income by serving as a model for

painters and sculptors. Signor Vivaldi—for that

was the name of the Italian—offered to pay all the

travelling expenses for my father and his children

;

and iu short, behaved so liberally that his proposal

was accepted. We accordingly repaired to Italy,

and took up our abode in Florence, Signor Vivaldi's

native city. The promises which he had held out,

were fully realized ; and my father earned a com-
petency. Signor Vivaldi was an elderly man ; and
though ho obtained large prices for his pictures,

yet he liad a number of profligate relations de-

pendent upon him, and to whom he was too kind

—

and thus he was always poor. My father had be-

come quite a steady man, and learnt to appreciate

the value of money. He gave myself and Angela
an excellent education,—taking pride indeed to

economize as much as possible with regard to his

own expenditure, that ho might accomplish this.

His great aim, and indeed his ruling idea, was to

make a splendid dancer of Angela. The tasto

which she liad exhibited for the art even from her

childhood, had probably suggesteil this thought:

and accordingly, as she grew up, the best masters

in the Terpsichorean art were engaged to render

her proficient. Meanwhile Signor Vivaldi had taken

a great fancy to me, and was accustomed to have

me at his studio during my leisure hours to teach

me his own art. At that period painting in fast

colours upon ivory was greatly in vogue in the

Tuscan States; and I acquired a taste for this

beautiful study. It was somewhat out of the way
of Signor Vivaldi's genius; but stiU, as a great

artist, his suggestions were most valuable; and
under his supervision I copied with some success

his own fine pictures on miniature ivory-plates.

Thus was it that time passed on until two years

back, when I reached the age of about seventeen,

and my sister was consequently sixteen. At this

' period a terrible calamity occurred to us. Our
father was smitten with paralysis, which from the

I very first threatened to prove fatal. For two or

! three weeks he was unconscious of everything that

I

passed around him; but at length he rallied some-

j

what, and partially recovered the use of his speech.

^

I am now about to speak of his death-bed : for the

flaming up of life's lamp was only a transient glow

ere it suddenly became extinguished for ever. Ah!
full well do I recollect that final scene! It was
midnight—the candles were bui'ning in the chamber,

so soon to be that of death—the physicians were on

one side of the couch—Angela and myself were on

the other. Our poor fattier, who in his last mo-
ments completely recovered his intellect and par-

tially his voice, intimated that he had some import-

ant secret to reveal. As he thus spoke he fixed his

eyes earnestly upon me, and gave me to understand
that it was specially with regard to myself that he

had to speak. But a sudden dimness came upon
his eyes—his countenance grew convulsed—it was
evident that he battled with all his remaining

energies against the Destroyer in order that he

might gain a few moments' respite to reveal the

secret to which he had alluded. But death's grasp

was fixed too powerfully upon him : he merely gave

utterance to a few words, of which ' strolling players
'

' manager '
' Thompson '

' could tell all

'

—were alone distinguishable : and then he gave up
the ghost."

Here William Deveril paused ; and tears started

from his eyes as he mouimfully pondered upon that

death-scene, now so vividly brought back to his

memory. Fiorina pressed his hand in silence. She
felt that his sorrow was too sacred to be intruded

upon by words; but her looks and her tears also

showed how much she sympathized with her lover.

" Whatever my father's secret might have been,"

he at length resumed, " it appears to have died with

him—unless indeed the few unconnected words

which my ear managed to catch up in his last mo-
ments, should ever serve as a clue to the develop-

ment of the mystery. What the secret could bo, or

how it might affect me more thau Angela, I could

not possibly conjecture—nor can I now. It is use-

less therefore to d«ell upon it. The remains of our

poor father were interred in the picturesque ceme-

tery outside the walls of Florence ; and Angela and

I mingled our tears over the grave of the departed.

But we were not without friends to succour and con*

sole U3. In consequence of the expensive education

which our father had given us, ho died poor. In-
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deed, when tin funeral expenses were paid, I and

Angela found e /irselves almost penniless, and it yet

required another six months' constant practice to

fit her for the sphere for which she had been brought

up—I mean the operatic ballet. Signor Vivaldi

however assisted us. He paid for the masters whose

services were required to finish Angela's Terpsicho-

rcan education ; and he continued, with more assi-

duity than ever, to instruct me in the art of ivory

painting. Thus several months passed; and at

length I became so far proficient in my own studies

that I was enabled to dispose of my little paintings

to considerable advantage. O Fiorina ! never did I

eat bread so sweet as that which was purchased with

the produce of the sale of my first ivory-plate. I

felt that I was independent, even of friendly bene-

volence ; and this feeling for those who have been

placed in a situation to appreciate it, is a joyous one

indeed. At the same time, too, my dear sister had

finished her education as a dancer, and was to ap-

pear upon the stage. By the advice of her masters,

as well as of Signor Vivaldi and other friends who
had interested themselves on our behalf, it was de-

termined that she should adopt an Italian name for

her debut ; because, if it were generally known that

she was an English girl, there would be a prejudice

against her. I do not mean that this prejudice

would have arisen from any national aversion

against the English generally—but simply from the

fact that the Italians entertain the belief that the

English cannot possibly excel, no matter how well

tutored, in dancing, singing, or music. Therefore,

for this reason, it was resolved that Angela should

assume an Italian surname, the Christian one which

a mother's doting fondness had given her being

sufficiently Italian to be preserved. As a compli-

ment to our kind friend the painter, and by his

special permission, she adopted that of Vivaldi.

Her debut was not so successful as her friends had

hoped and expected it would be : still it was not a

failure. She could not throw off that natural ti-

midity which was so closely connected with the

innocence of her character and the purity of her

Boul; and thus she failed to do justice to the real

powers and qualifications which she possessed as

a dancer. Some months passed, and she continued

to improve in respect to conquering her timidity

—but slowly. At length it happened that the

manager of the Italian Opera in London ar-

rived in Florence; and being much struck with

Angela's appearance, as well as perhaps fore-

seeing the certainty of her future fame, he
sought us out at our dwelling and offered her an
engagement. She did not however accept it hur-

riedly : for in Florence wo had good friends and I

had found many patrons, so that we were ensured a

competency—whereas if we renounced present cer-

tainties with the uncertain hope of more brilliant

prospects, we felt that we should be acting unwisely

and rashly. We therefore declined making terms

with the English manager on Angela's account, but

promised that if on a future occasion he still enter-

tained the same favourable opinion of Angela's

qualifications, his proposal should bo the first accepted

elsewhere than in Florence. The flattering com-
pliment paid to Angola by the mere circumstance of

the English manager's ofTcr, inspired her with new
courage to prosecute the career in which she had
embarked ; and when the season at Florence com-

menced again, she acquitted herself in a
that was most triumphant. From that day forth

her success was immense and her reputation was
established. But at the period of which I am now
speaking, a circumstance occurred which threw a
sad damp upon our spirits : this was the death of

our kind benefactor Signor Vivaldi. He died in

comparative poverty, and leaving some debts. He
had left three or four pictures in a fiuished state,

and one that was very nearly completed : these his

executors advertised for sale—and when the day
came to dispose of them by auction, there was a
considerable attendance of bidders at the deceased

painter's house. Amongst them was Mr. Gunthorpe,

who reading the advertisement in the Italian news-

papers, journeyed from Naples—his place of resi-

dence—for the purpose."

"What! is Mr. Gunthorpe attached to the fine

arts ?" asked Fiorina, with some degree of astonish-

ment, inasmuch as there was little indeed in that

gentleman's appearance to warrant such a belief.

"There is no man in Europe who possesses a

more exquisite taste," answered Deveril. " He has

brought with him to England countless packages

containing the most beautiful specimens of Italian

arts, in painting and sculpture, that money could

purchase ; and he intends them for the decoration

of a mansion which he purposes to erect or buy
But let me continue my story. Mr. Gunthorpe was

so pleased with the deceased Signor Vivaldi's pic-

tures, that he outbid every one at the sale, and be-

came their purchaser for a considerable price,—the

unfinished one as well those that were complete.

This circumstance made me acquainted with him

;

and on the day after the sale, I happened to be in

the studio of my deceased benefactor, finishing a

miniature copy of the very one which was incom-

pletj^ when Mr. Gunthorpe came to fetch the pic-

tures away. He inspected my work, and was aston-

ished to find that in my miniature I had perfected

that which was still wanting to complete the ori-

ginal. He asked me if I could paint in oil : I told

him that I had received some lessons from my de-

parted friend. He inquired whether I would un-

dertake to complete the as yet unfinished picture in

the same way as I had perfected my miniature

copy ? I undertook the task, which occupied some
weeks ; and every day Mr. Gunthorpe came to my
abode, whither I had removed the picture, to watch

its progress towards completion. Thus we became
still more intimate ; and the old gentleman exhibited

an increasing friendship towards myself and An-
gela. At length the picture was finished : he was
well satisfied, and offered me a munificent reward.

But I refused it, declaring that I had already re-

ceived an ample recompense in the honour of being

permitted to perfect one of my deceased benefactor's

masterpieces. Mr. Gunthorpe did not press me very

much after my first refusal to accept the proffered

remuneration: but he became more friendly than
ever towards me. At length, after an interval ol

secession from the stage as a tribute of respect to

the memory of our deceased friend, Angela re-

sumed her occupations. Mr. Gunthorpe went to

see her, and was delighted. We informed him of

the proposals made by the English manager ; and
he at once coimscUcd Angfcla to accept them. He
farther observed that he himself was shortly coming

to England, and would be delighted to renew his
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ac^quaiiuaiice -/rith lis there, lie then took liis

departure from Florence ; and wa rogretted liiiii

—

for lie liad been a gn-at favourite with us. Nego-
tiations were at once opened with the Kngli.^h

manager, and an engagement was etlected on the

most liberal terms for my sister. Although it still

wanted many months to the Opera season in Lou-
don, we nevertheless resolved to proceed to England
at once ; and to this step we were induced by several

reasons. In the first place we were both so young
on leaving tlie country that many of its habits and
customs had been lost to our recollection : and it

was quite requisite that Angela should render her-

self familiar therewith, in order that she might not
experience a recurrence of her timidity on finding

horsolf too suddenly in the presence of a strange
people. Moreover we had both for some time past

experienced a yearning to visit our native land

;

and I had also heard that the art of painting on
ivory having been just introduced into fashionable

No. 40.— Thiki> kkpifh.

circles .is an amusenifi? for young ladies, tliPi-a

would be ample scope for the exercise of wlmtsocvt.T

little talent I might p(.f,.scH3 therein. 1 was also

desirous of instituting some inquiries in respect to

the words my father had uttered on his dcatli-b,>d.

:
We accordingly proceeded at once to Elnghind ; Imt

I

by the advice of the manager of the Opera —in-
deed, by his express stipulation—Angela rctainiil

her self-given name of Vivaldi. In respect to myself

it being considered that tlie circumstance of mj
sister being a dancer might prove a barrier to mj
admission into the wealthy families with whom my

I art was alone available, it was resolved to retain our

close afiinity as secret as possible. I thfrd'ore took

that secluded villa near the Itegent's Turk as our

private residence, and engaged chan)bera in Pali

Mall as my ostensible abode and for my professiouHl

avocations. At the villa Angela and I dwelt in

almost comijlete seclusion,— such being our taste

and our preference. Thus moullis pa^jfod on ; ami
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tt length within a few days of the opening of the

Opera, Mr. Gunthorpe arrived in London. By in-

quiry of the manager he found out where we were

residing: for in the general interdiction against

Ajigela's address being given at the theatre to any-

body, a special exception was made in favour of our

old friend. You know with what success my sister

made her debut in London, and how she has

achieved a succession of triumphs. Once more re-

ferring to tliat unfortunate affair of the duel, I must
observe that Mr. Gunthorpe discovered it was to

take place, and came upon the ground to prevent it.

You can have no dilHculty, in conjecturing, my dear

Fiorina, from whom he obtained the information.

I was compelled on that morning to suffer the kind

old gentleman to undergo some indignity on the

part of the seconds in the duel : they bound him to

a gate in order to prevent his interference But had
I acted in his defence, I should luive incurred the

risk of being proclaimed a coward, and my inter-

vention on his part would have been ascribed to a

desire on my own to escape the duel. During the

week that I lay so dangerously ill in consequence of

my wound, Angela did not appear at the Opera, the

apology being a severe iudisposition. And now,

Fiorina, I have told you overythmg that regards

myself: I have not concealed from you my humble
parentage "

" And if posdible," murmured the beauteous

jreature, " I love you all the more for your can-

dour. But those mysterious words which your
father uttered upon his death-bed, seem to ring in

my ears as if I myself had heard them."

"And I also think of them often," responded
Deveril. "It would seem as if a person of the

name of Thompson, the manager of a strolling

troop—most probably that to which my parents at

the time belonged—is acquainted with the secret

to which my father alluded in his last moments.
You may be sure that immediately on my arrival

in England I instituted inquiries amongst persons

acquainted with dramatic affairs, to ascertain if this

Thompson could be heard of. I also inserted some
advertisements in the newspapers, requesting him
t«i communicate his address; and, if needful, he
should be liberally rewarded. But the steps I thus

took all proved vain ; and therefore am I fearful

that my father's secret has died with him."
At this moment the clock over the entrance-tower

of Saxondalo Castle proclaimed one ; and the lovers

were thus made aware that they had been full two
hours toget her. Almost immediately afterwn-j-ds the
bell rang for iunclicoa; and Ftorina, starting from
the 90(it, exclaimed, " We must separate now, dear
William ! for if I do not answer that summons, a
domestic will be sent to inform me that luncheon is

served up,"
" liow long, think you, dearest Fiorina, that you

will stay at Saxondale Castle?" asked Dovoril

"The invitation was for some weeks," she re-

sponded: "but if I must dissimulate my aversion

and horror of Lady Saxondale, it will be impossible

to play the hypocrite so long. I could not do such
violence to my feelings

"

" Perhaps circumstances may transpire to abridge
your visit," said Deveril. " For instance, if Mr.
Gunthorpe should advise, after all that has passed
bt'tweeu you and me to-day, that everything which
we have Irarnt concerning I.ady Saxondale should

be made known to your aunt^—for remember
Mr. Gunthorpe is, as he informed me, the intimate

friend of your uncle the Marquis of Eagledean,
and he may therefore feel himself justified in inter-

fering to save you and Lady Macdonald from tlie

contamination of Lady Saxondale's society •"

" In that case," ejaculated Fiorina, " my aunt

would flee away in a moment. She is a good

woman, though worldly-minded, but upright and
conscientious."

" We shall see what will happen," said De\ cril.

"Meanwhile you must, dear Fiorina, Assemble

your feelings towards Lady Saxondale, whatsoever

amount of violence you may do yourself. And now
farewell for the present, my well-beloved 1 To-

morrow I must return to London."
" Farewell, dearest William—farewell."

The lovers embraced tenderly and affectionately,

and then separated.

CHAPTER LXV.

THB ACCIDENT AND THE EE3CUB.

William Deveril scaled the low fence, traversed

the park, and by making a small circuit, regained

the river's bank, which not only led towards Gains-

borough, but likewise constituted the most agreeable

walk: for he thereby avoided the dusty highway.

He had come on foot in order to avoid exciting

suspicion by the presence of a vehicle waiting in

the neighbourhood ; and thus he had a good walk
of some few miles before him. He was still rather

too enfeebled from the effects of the duel to take

so much exercise : but what fatigues would he not

have dared in order to obtain an interview with

Fiorina !—and what weariness was there that could

not be compensated for by the delicious reflections

inspired by all that had just taken place

!

Indeed, our young hero felt as if he were alto-

gether a new being. Never had his heart felt so

light—never had his spirits seemed so buoyant. A
new strength appeared to invigorate him: he felt

as if entering entirely upon another phase of exist-

ence.

As he was proceeding along the bank of the river

enjoying the luxury of his reflections, he observed

a strange-looking woman approaching from the con-

trary direction. She was dressed in a sordid slovenly

manner—indeed, wretchedly clad: a dirty white

cap appeared beneath an old straw bonnet; and
though it was the middle of summer, she wore a
dingy-coloured cloak all tattored round the lower

edge. As she drew nearer still, Deveril could not
help observing that her features were singularly

harsh, coarse, and repulsive ; and she had altogether

a look of a sinister character.

"I suppose," she said in a grating voice, "that
building I see yonder is Saxondido Castle ?"

" It is," replied Deveril.

" Thank you for the information," said the woman

:

and passing him by, she continued her way in the
direction of Uie baronial structure.

Deveril, as he walked on, could not help wonder-
ing what that woman wanted at the Castle, and he
concluded that she was one of those persons who go
about the country seeking the charity of wealthy
individuals. But while these thoughts were ttill
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horering in his mind, it struck him that he heard a

tound like a splashing in the water. He stopped

short, and looked back. There was a group of trees

©lose upon the edge of the bank, which intercepted

his view of the place where the woman ought to be

if she were still pursuing her way towards the castle.

A cry for help now met his ears; and convinced

that some accident had occurred, he rushed back in

the way which he had been pursuing. The instant

he passed the clump of trees, he beheld the woman
struggling in the water ; and the next moment she

sank, disappearing from his view. Without the

elightest hesitation Deveril plunged in, and was im-

mediately out of his depth : for the river was ex-

ceedingly deep in that part. He could swim well

;

but being now much enfeebled through his recent

illness, and by the fatigues of the long walk he had

been taking, he felt on rising to the surface that he

was in a position of great danger. Had he there-

fore consulted his own safety alone, he would at once

have got back to land : but there was a life to be

saved, and he was too magnanimous not to risk bis

own to save it. The woman appeared again upon
the surface of the water a little lower down ; and a

wild cry which she sent forth, rang through the

air. Deveril struck out with a vigour which even

astonished himself, and was immediately at the spot

where she sank. He dived once—twice—thrice,

unsuccessfully ; and though nearly exhausted, he

plunged down a fourth time. His hand clutched

a garment—he succeeded in lifting the woman to

the surface—she was quite insensible—and in this

state he managed to get her forth in safety. But
scarcely had he dragged her upon the bank, when
a sense of utter exhaustion came over him : he en-

deavoured to shake it oflf, but could not—and con-

sciousness abandoned him.

When he awoke to life agam, he was m bed m a

very small, humble-looking, but neat chamber. He
had the taste of some burning spirit in his mouth

;

and an elderly female, in a peasant-garb, was chafing

his hands and temples.

"Ah! now he opens his eyes again," cried the

woman, in the joyful tone which indicated a kind

and benevolent heart.

" That's all right," said a tall stalwart-looking

youne peasant, entering from another room at the

sound of the woman's voice. "The gin did it—

I

told you it would, mother."
" Or the chafing and the rubbing—which, John ?"

said the kind-hearted old creature. " But how does

the woman get on ?"

"Sister says she's nice enough," returned the

peasant. " Pray how do you feel now, sir ?"

" Better—thanks to the kind care which I have

evidently received here," responded Deveril, to whom
the question was addressed : but he spoke in a vcx-y

weak voice, and he felt that he was indeed much
exhausted.

" I suppose it WM an accident, sir ?" said the

peasant.
" Yes : the woman, to whom I presume you have

alluded, fell into the river. I succeeded in saving

her—but was so enfeebled that I fainted on the

bank."

"Don't talk too much, there's a dear youug gen-

tleman," said tlio old woman. " My John was
drcaillully alarmed whon he saw what he thought

was two dead bodies lying uu the bank, side by tide

too: but he soon discovered that you was both

alive, though senseless, — so he run back to the

cottage, got me and my daughter to go down with

him, and between us three we awn got you here

safe. John undressed you and got you into bed

;

and here have I been more than half-an-hour trying

to bring you to. I really was afraid at one tims

it was all up with you."

Deveril could not speak, so heavy was the sense

of exhaustion upon him : but his looks showed his

gPiititude.

" We have put your clothes to dry by the fire,"

continued the woman, who, if she was discreet

enough to bid Deveril not to talk too much, seemed

inclined to be garrulous herself: " but I don't think

you will be able to move out of this place to-day.

If you like to stay here, sir, I am sure you are quite

welcome. A gentleman like you that risks his life

for a poor gipsy kind of woman as t'other is, de-

serves every attention—and you will get it here. If

you want to send anywhere and tell your friends

what's happened and where you are, my son John

will hurry off and deliver the message."

Deveril now gained strength enough to reply that

he was a mere temporary visitor at Gainsborough,

and that there was no necessity for any trouble to

be taken on his behalf, unless it were that John

should go to the hotel at which he had put up and

procure a change of apparel from his portmanteau.

Accordingly, provided with the requisite instruc-

tions, the sturdy peasant set out on his errand.

Soon afterwards Deveril fell into a deep sleep ; and

when he awoke again, the erubescent beams of the

setting sun were shining in the lattice window of the

little chamber.

He had thus slept many hours, and was conaider-

ablv refreshed. John had returned long ago with

I

the garments he had sent for ; and the woman of

the cottage brought the patient up some good broth

which she had pn'pared for him while ho slumbered.

' He did ample justice to her frugal fare, and felt in-

i
vifrorated by the meal. Nevertheless, as the cottage

' was three miles distant from Gainsborough, and

there was no conveyance without sending thither

for one, he resolved upon staying where he was till

the morning, in the hope that a good night's rest

j

might restore him. Having thus expressed himself,

he inquired relative to the woman whom he bad

rescued from the river.

' " She is up, and as well again as if nothing had
' happened," was the response, given by the old

I female of the cottage. " Her clothes were dried by

the fire—she has put them on—and would have

taken herself off a couple of hours back, only that

she said she would remain till you awoke, that she

might thauk you for risking your own life to save

hers."

"She wishes to see me, then?" said Deveril.

j

" You can tell her to come in."

' The woman of the cottage first of all drew the

little curtain over the window, for it was now dusk;

and she then lighted a candle in the room. Deveril

raised himself partially on the boUter, ami pushed

back the cloud of black hau: which had intruded

upon his noble forehead. He had on a coarse

siiirt belonging to the peasant; ami the collar

happening to he deficient in a button, it waa all

open at the neck. This circumstance Deveril did

not perceive ; but had a painter or a iculptor been
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there at the moment, the beautiful countenance of

the jouth, his classic-shaped head, and the expres-

sion of his features, would have proved a fine study.

The complexion of his face was slightly embrowned

by a long residence in the Italian clime; but his

neck, and so much of his shoulders as the open

•hirt revealed, were as white as the skin of a woman.

One hand rested beneath his head—the other lay

outside the bed-clothes. And a beautifully modelled

hand was it, with tapering fingers and almond-

shaped nails that the fairest scion of the aristocracy

might have envied him the possession of.

In a few minutes the door opened, and the woman
whom he had rescued from the water made her

appearance. She came alone; and shutting the

door, sat down by the bed in which Deveril was

lying.

"I am not accustomed," she at once began in

her harsh disagreeable voice, " to much softness of

feeling; but I could not possibly go away without

saying that I do possess sufficient to render me
gratefid for your noble conduct. How do you feel

uow .'' Arc you better ?
"

Extraordinary was it that at the very instant the

woman asked these questions, Deveril ielt a sudden

return of that sense of exhaustion which had seized

upon him on the river's bank. It was no doubt a

faintness produced by the fatigue of sitting up in

bed to partake of the food he had eaten, and also

by having conversed with the woman of the cottage

during the whole time. He murmured that he felt

very ill—asked for water—and ere it could be given

him, sank ofl' into unconsciousness again.

When he opened his eyes, the woman was bending

over him, bathing his head with a wet towel ; and

in a few minutes ho recovered completely. She now
gave him a glass of water, and questioned him with

an earnestness amounting to even a degree of anxiety

as to how he felt. He assured her that he was

much better;—and now, as his eyes regained their

complete power of vision, and the light of the candle

fell upon the woman's countenance, it occurred to

him that she was gazing upon him with a singtlar

expression in which iuterest and curiosity appeared

to be blended. Slowly did she resume her seat by

the side of the bed ; and again she asked if he felt

bettor ?

" Yes—much better," he returned. I do not

even i'eel as if I had so recently experienced a faint-

ing fit again."
" Do you think that without exhausting youi'self,"

inquii-ed the woman, " you could talk to me for a

few minutes ?
"

"No doubt," replied Deveril. "But, my poor

creature, I do not wish you to say any more to

express your gratitude."

" I am not going to say another word upon the

subject. Perhaps I may be enabled to prove by

deeds—which arc better than words—that I am
grateful: for you have saved my life. And who
knows but that it was intended for me to trip upon

the bank and fall into the river that you might have

an opportunil.y of saving me ?"

•' intended Y" echoed Deveril, gazing upon the

harsh repulsive features of the woman with un-

feigned astonishment.
" Yes

—

intended," ohe said :
" I mean, hi/ hearen.

I suppose, young man, you believe in Providence?"
" Indeed I do—most sincerely 1" reiilied Deveril

;

and as he spoke, hia looks sent upward a mute but

eloquent thanksgiving for his deliverance.

"And I begin to do so: but I did not always,"

quickly rejoined the woman. "Do not interrupt

me," she continued, perceiving that he was again

stricken by the singularity of her looks and lan«

guage: "you are too weak to talk more than is

necessary. Nevertheless I wish you would answer

me a few questions : but don't inquire why I put

them. Your name is William Deveril : I saw it on
your card just now amongst the things taken out of

the pockets of your wet clothes. You are the same,

then, who fought with Lord Harold Staunton?

Ah, poor young man I no wonder you are weak and
enfeebled. Yet weak and enfeebled as you are^

you perilled your life for me. Were it for a beauti-

ful creature of sixteen, the act would still have been

noble: but for a miserable wretch such as I am,
it is beyond all praise!"—and again did the

singular woman gaze with a peculiar expression

upon Deveril's countenance : then she muttered, to

herself, "Dark hair—dark eyes—dehcate aquiUn*

features—short upper lip, with an aristocratic curl

—beautiful teeth, white as pearls, and faultlessly

even "

" If," said Deveril, with a good-natured siiile,

"these are your questions, I really cannot hear

them."

"Yes, singularly brilliant teeth," muttered the

woman to herself, as that smile revealed the pearly

objects of her admiration. " But to the point," she

spoke aloud. " Do you know who your father was?"
" I hope so," replied Deveril, again stuihug ; for

the question struck him as almost ludicrously

singular .
" and I revere his memory."

" Then he is dead ? How long ago did he die ?"

asked the woman.
It immediately occurred to Deveril tliat the woman

really belonged to the gipsy tribe, and that she was
about to exercise the craft of her race in fortune-

telling : but being naturally too good-natured to

offend her, he agaiu smiled, saying, '• If you have

really nothing of importance to say to me, you can

well understand that lam in no state for a prolonged

discourse."

" I knew you would interrupt me with these obser-

vations," remarked the woman. "In this world

one dares not ask a question without stating the

why and the because. But will you believe me
that ray objects are important ; and therefore if

you speak unnecessarily, it will be your own
fault."

" Proceed then : I will humour you," said Deveril,

agaiu being struck by the manner in which the

woman regarded him, as well as by the mingled

sincerity and gravity with which she spoke. " Pro-

ceed."

" I asked you how long ago your father died ?"

" Two years."

"And on his death-bed did he tell you nothing

P

did he leave no particular documents behind him?"
" Good heavens! what mean you ? wherefore theee

questions ?" cried Deveril.

" Do not excite yourself," said the woman. "Yon
must really let me go on in my own way : but you

begin to perceive that it is not through more imper-

tinent curiosity I am questioning you. However,

if jou feel excited now, I will meet you any where

you like to-morrow."
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"No—I must return to London," said Deveril;

" and tliei-efbre whatever, is to pass between us, let

it take place now. I feel stronj;(?r t han I was ; and

I am already interested in the discourse."

" Thon have the goodness to answer my questions,"

rejoined the woman.
"On his death-bed my fothcr endeavoured to say

somethino;. Ue was stricken with paralysis, and

his speech came with the utmost difficulty. A few

words however I did succeed in catching

" And those words ?" demanded the woman, with

an eagerness that contrasted strangely with her

usually cold stern imperturbability of manner.

"Those words were exactly these:— ' Strolling

players—manager—Thompson—could tell all.'"

" And have you any idea of what those allusions

meant .''"

" I can only suppose that inasmuch as my father

and mother liad originally been connected with a

iroop of itinerant actors
"

" Is your mother alive ?" demanded the woman
abruptly.

" No : she died between eleven and twelve years

ago."
" What are you doing in the neighbourhood of

Saxondale Castle ?" she now asked, in that peremp-

tory way of her's which seemed to imply that re-

spouses must be given to her queries.

" I cannot permit myself to be questioned any far-

ther," said Deveril coldly.

" Yes : but I insist upon having your answers !"

exclaimed the woman : then observing that a sudden

flush of indignation appeared upon the invalid's

countenance, she immediately added, " There ! now
don't be silly—I did not mean to offend you. It is

the way in which I speak. Of course I do not wish

to pry into your secret affairs : but if you had been

to Saxondale Castle, it is somewhat important that

I should know it."

" And how so ?" asked Deveril.

" You must not become the questioner," replied

the woman. " Do you know Lady Saxondale ?"

—

and she fixed her eyes with so singular, so peculiar,

so earnest a look upon the youth that he felt troubled

as if lie were being plunged into a vortex of un-

fathomable mysteries.

" Yes—I know her ladyship," he answered : and

he felt urged on thus to answer by a power stronger

than himself. "But I have not been to see her

now—nor have I set foot within the walls of

Saxondale Castle. Indeed, I was never there in my
life."

" Never !—Ah I"—and the expression of the

woman's countenance now became so exceedingly

singular that Deveril started up in the couch.

" VVIiat iu heaven's name," he cried, " is the

meaning of all this ? AVhy do you look at me thus ?

To what is this conversation to lead P For God's

sake speak— explain yourself! Do you know that

you are torturing me cruelly ? and I deserve it not

at your hands
!"

" No indeed—you deserve not torture from me

—

for you have saved my life at the deep risk of your

own:"—and the woman spoke with an impressive-

ness as peculiar as her looks. " Pray believe mo
when I say that I would not torture ^-ou willingly,

nor excite you unnecessarily. Lie down—cmposc
yourself

"

" It is impossible so long as your looks and your

language* continue to pile up mystery upon mys-

tery."

" It cannot be helped : I must pursue my own
course. And now tell me—if you are acquainted

with Lady Saxondale, why have you not called upon

her at the castle? why should you be in the ncigli-

bom-hood without seeing her, and yet knowing

her ?"

Deveril did not immediately answer : he reused

to reflect what answer he should give, or whether

any at all. While thus deliberating, his eyes settled

upon the woman's countenance; and he beheld such

an air of grave decision and solemn importance im-

printed there, notwithstanding the repulsive harsh-

ness of her features, that he was convinced she had

really the deepest meaning in putting all these

questions to him. Indeed, she was evidently not

a woman who would interrogate him for mere idle

curiosity's sake. In her very rags and in her ugli.

ness—aye, even in her sinister looks, there was a

certain intellectual superiority together with •
vigour of purpose apparent through all. He there-

fare decided upon answering her queries last put.

" Business with another person brought me into

this neighbourhood. Who that person is, I do not

choose to name, and beg that you will not ask. I

came not to see Lady Saxondale—and to speak

plainly, I do not wish to see her. She has used mo
ill."

" In what way ?" demanded the woman.
" I do not know that there is any necessity for

being reserved on this point," returned Deveril,

" since she has told her own tale to all her acquaint-

ances. In a word then, I had for some months past

been wont to give lessons in painting to the Hon.

Misses Farefield at Saxondale House in Park Lane,

London—until her ladyship made improper over-

tures towards me "

" Ah !" said the woman, not loud but with a deep

and almost subdued sound : and again was there

something extraordinary but most unfathomable in

her looks. " Proceed. You rejected these overtures,

did you not—did you not ?" she asked quickly.

•' I did : and this was my offence against Lady

Saxcmdale. She proved vindictive,—bitterly, bitterly

vindictive—and propagated the vilest calumnies

amongst her friends, to the effect that it was I who
had made improper advances towards her."

" Let me look you full in the face. There! meet

my eyes. Your's quail not. Y'es—you are speak-

ing truly ; there is sincerity in every feature. Y'ou

are as good as you arc beautiful. Nevertheless,

look me again full in the face, and repeat that it

was not you that made the overtures."

" As there is a (»ud to judge me," exclaimed De-

veril, with indignant emphasis, " I did not do so

It was her ladyship!"

"Euou^di— 1 believe you as firmly as if I had

been a witness of the whole scene. Therefore,

after that occurrence," continued the woman, " you

went no more to Saxondale House; r"

" I went to demand redress, but obtaining none,

returned not again. Oh ! now, for heaven's sake,

tell me the drift of all these questions !" and De
veril spoke with anxious entreaty.

'• We must t;o back," said the woman, not heed-

ing his earnest words nor his pleading looks, " t4

earlier times. You say your parents were strolling

)>la3eis.'"
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" They were—and very poor. My motheP died, as

i have already told you ; and then my father went

(o Italy, where I was brought up by him until he

died also."

" And what were his circumstances in Italy ?"

" Tolerably good. Indeed, he obtained a compe-

tency. But again I implore you "

" Have you made any endeavour to find out the

man Thompson to whom your father alluded in his

last words ?"

" I have made inquiries, and inserted advertise-

ments—but all in vain."

" Thompson ?" said the woman in a musing tone.

*• Most probably the manager of the strolling troop

to which your father belonged—and evidently ac-

quainted with a secret which your father meant to

reveal upon bis death-bed. Now, this Thompson
shall be found out, if he is above ground. Though

I wander all over England, wearing out my very

life in the search, he shall be found. I will either

discover the living man, or the grave yi which he is

buried
!"

The woman spoke with a resolute energy and a

sternness of purpose that filled Deveril with aston-

ishment, as well as excited his curiosity to the

most torturing degree of suspense. Who was this

strange being that accidont had thrown in his way ?

how was it that she had taken so sudden an interest

in his affairs ? why should she wander about the

world in search of the man Thompson ? What
earthly concern could she have in the affair ? All

these questions did Deveril put to himself, but with-

out the possibility of answering them by means of

any conjecture of his own. Suddenly a thought

struck him. Was the whole thing a stratagem on

her part to obtain money from him ? was she pre-

tending this deep interest in his affairs with the hope

of making a draft upon his purse ? He resolved to

put her to the test.

" You seem to feel an interest in me," he said

;

" and you speak of traversing the land to discover

something that intimately concerns me ? As a

matter of course, you expect that I shall pay your

expenses
"

" Silence, boy !" exclaimed the woman with a look

o( such ineffable scorn that he was at once con-

vinced he had gone entirely on the wrong tack ; and
his suspicions on that head were quieted in a

moment. " Do you think this is an affair of filthy

lucre to me?" she asked, bending u()on him a

strange wild look :
" or do you imagine that because

I am clad thus miserably, and look a mere wander-
ing beggar, I am affecting sympathy on your behalf

for the sake of extracting the coin from your
pocket? William Deveril, you utterly mistake me.
Such is not my motive. Hut what it is, I do not

intend to explain now :"— and she rose to depart.
" You cannot mean to leave mo iu tiiis frightful

state of suspense 'r" he said. " I do indeed perceiwu

that there is a grave and a serious meaning at the

bottom ot all this ; and you can well understand

that my curiosity is painfully excited."

" I am sorry that I cannot gratify it. It would
do no good now. You must restrain your feelings.

Go about your avocations, whatsoever they may be,

and wheresoever they may lie ; and think no more
of me for one whole mouth !"

** For one whole month !" echoed Deveril. " And
then ?"

" We will meet again. Carry it w«ll in your iniad;

—this day month, and at this same hour too—nine
o'clock in the evening—we will meet in London. Bee
that you keep this appointment : it may, or it m«j
not be important. If it is, so much the better i if

not, there will be no harm done."
" But you have named no place where we are to

meet."
" True !" said the woman : and then she appeared

to reflect for upwards of a minute. " Tell me the

place of your abode," she suddenly exclaimed.

Deveril at once named the villa in the neighbour-

hood ot the Regent's Park.
" Good !" said the woman. " One month hence,

day for day and hour for hour, will I be at your
dwelling. And now farewell."

Having thus spoken, the strange creature ab-

ruptly took her departure ; and in a few moment!
Deveril heard the cottage door close behind her.

We will not make any farther attempt to analyse

the conflicting emotions which this scene left in the

mind of our young hero : they can be better ima-

gined than described. Exhausted in every sense,

he soon fell asleep through very weariness; and
opened not his eyes again until the morning. He
rose, considerably refreshed and invigorated by the

uninterrupted slumber which he had enjoyed ; and

having dressed himself, he liberally rewarded the

good-hearted peasants for all the kind attentions he

had received at their hands. He then walked acrosa

to Gainsborough, whence he repaired to London by

the earliest and readiest means that presented them-

selves.

CHAPTER LXVI.

THE SIGW OB TUB " BILLT-QOAT."

It was between nine and ten o'clock at night, when
William Deveril and Mr. Gunthorpe alighted from

a private carriage in the immediate vicinity of old

St. Puncras Church; and as they had previously

rendered themselves acquainted with the position of

Agar Town, by consulting the map of London, they

had little trouble iu making out its actual site. They
crossed the canal bridge, and inquiring of a person

whom they met which was the sign of the Billy

Goat, were duly directed thither. On reaching the

low boozing-ken, such uproarious sounds of uncouth

merriment, mingled with horrible imprecation^

came forth, that Deveril caught Mr. Gunthorpe by

the arm, saying, " My dear sir, I think you had

much belter not venture into this horrible place."

" Nonsense, nonsense !
" exclaimed Mr. Gun-

thorpe. " It is much worse for a young man like

you—almost a boy, I might say—to penetrate into

such a den. But it is necessary—and we will go

together. Come—follow me."

Thus speaking, Mr. Gunthorpe pushed open the

folding-doors of the public-house, and walked in,

Deveril close at his heels.

" Tell them wngaboues in the parlour there," ex-

claimed Solomon Patch, "not to make such A
cussed row. Here's genelincn come in : and who
knows but they have a mind to take a bottle of wine

in a quiet comfortable manner ?"

But as be spoke, the landlord of the BiUy Qotd

eyed the visitors suspiciously, as il' he thoutfht Ihej
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might be the Commissioners of Police themselves,

or a couple of functionaries from the Home Office,

oe any other officials invested with high authority.

" A.nd tell them vimen," yelled out Mrs. Patch,

"to leave off screaming and skreeking in sich a haw-

ful manner."

The injunctions of the landlord and landlady were

issued to the dirty-looking pot-boy, who accordingly

shuffled into the parlour, and with a knowing wink

and a jerk of the thumb over the shoulder, said,

" You had better be quiet here, cos why there's a

couple of nobs jist looked in."

" Then they'll stand treat," cried one of the wo-

men : and immediately afterwards a half-intoxicated

creature, with a brazen look and her dress in the

most immodest disorder, presented herself right in

front of Mr. Gunthorpe, crying, " You'll stand a

crown bowl, won't yer? I knows you vill. I can

see you are von of the right sort by your vicked old

eye."

Mr. Guuthorpo's first impression was to utter a

rebuke to the woman: but perceiving the state she

was in, and having moreover no inclination to get

into a controversy, he threw down half-a-sovereign,

saying to the landlord, " I understand what is re-

quired of me: so you can send in liquor to this

amount."
Hereupon there was a burst of applause from the

half-intoxicated woman and some dozen of shocking-

looking ruffians who had crowded out from the par-

lour to see what was taking place ; and when the

uproar had subsided, numerous complimentary re-

marks were made in respect to Mr. Gunthorpe.
" I told yer he was a brick," said the woman who

bad elicited the donation.

"A regular trump," exclaimed Spider Bill, who
was one of the party.

"A full-blown tulip, and no mistake," added Mat
the Cadger.

" Von of the stumpy sort," observed Tony Wil-

kins—thereby meaning that Mr. Gunthorpe came
down with his money handsomely.

" I on'y hope he's as rich as he's stout for his own
sake," cried one of the women : and then there was
a general laugh.

" Now do go in and keep yerselves to yerselres,"

exclaimed Solomon Patch: "or else not a mag's
worth of lush shall ye see till you do :"—and then

as soon as this threat had proved effectual, the land-

lord went on to say, addressing IiimseU" to tho visitors

with the most grovelling, fawning, obsequiousness,
" You see, genelmen, I do my best to keep the place

'spectable; and last time I received the compliments

of the cheerman at tiie Sessions ilouse when I went
for my license. Says he in a worry pcrlite manner,
' Mr. Patch,' says he, ' I have had a eye on your
house for a many years ; and I never knowcd one
so well-conducted in all London. It does you
honour, Mr. Patch; and if knighthoods was given
publicans, the Prime Minister should recommend
you to the Queen for that honour.'— Now raly,

genelmen, I am not proud, but that's what tho
checrinan did say."

"And I have no doubt you made a suitable ac-

knowledgment," said Mr. Gunthorpe drily. " But
come, can wo have a bottle of wine in a private

room?"
" To bo sure, genelmen : you shall have the bar-

parlour. Now, missun, clear away your needlework

traps there, and make the cat get off the table.

Walk round this way, genelmen. You can be all

by yourselves here as comfortable as possible ; and
as for the wine, you will say you never tasted sich

in all your life."

" I have not the slightest doubt of it," said Mr.
Gunthorpe. " Your name is Solomon Patch, I pre-

sume ? You have already told us that it is Patch

:

but we want to speak to the person who has got the

prefix of Solomon."
" It's me, genelmen : that's my own wirtuous

name for want of a better. But it's scriptural,

genelmen—and that sanctifies a feller."

Mr. Gunthorpe looked as if he thought that for

a person who was sanctified there never was such an

ill-looking rascal in all the world. He however said

nothing, but took his seat at the table in the bar-

parlour, into which by this time he had proceeded,

followed by Deveril. Mra. Patch, having cleared

away from the table her work-box and the worsted

stockings she was darning, returned into the bar to

serve the customers ; while Solomon Patch, having

shut the door of communication between the afore-

said bar and the parlour behind, drew the cork of %

bottle of wine, produced three glasses, and then ob-

sequiously filled two of them.
" Help yourself and sit down," said Mr. Gun-

thorpe. " We wish to have a little private conver-

sation with you ; and I may as well tell you at onca

that we have no hostile intent. We mean nothing

of the sort : but we think you can serve us—and if

so, you shall be rewarded."

At this announcement Mr. Solomon Patch's man-
ner became more obsequious than ever ; and he Uke-

wise assumed an air of mysterious confidence as he

drew his chair closer to that in which Mr. Gun-
thorpe was seated. This gentleman, producing his

purse, drew forth two or three bank-notes and laid

them upon the table—an operation which the rapa-

cious landlord watched with considerable satisfac-

tion.

" Now," resumed Mr. Gunthorpe, " I am going

to ask you two or three questions; and by the

frankness of your replies will the amount of your

reward be measured. In the first place, have you
any correspondence with a lady of high rank, and
who at this present moment is in the country P"

"A lady of high rank?" repeated Solomon, won-

dering whether his interlocutor could possibly mean
Lady Bess : but almost at the same instant the

thought struck him that tho visit of the two gentle-

men might be for the purpose of entrapping the

female highwayman—a proceeding to which Solo-

mon was by no means (li8posed to lend himself.

" Yes—a lady of high rank," said Mr. Gunthorpe,

"and to be more explicit, I may state that she ha*

a house in Loudon and u country-seat in Lincoln-

shire."

" Then I have no sioh a correspondent, sir," re

I

plied Solomon.
" But wherefore <lid you hesitate ere you ab-

i swered?" demanded Mr. Gunthorpe, eyeing the

I man closely.

I

" Because, sir, I'm a cautious and wary k\iA of a

bird, saving your presence; and I'm not in the

habit of giving information in a hurry."

" Perhaps, then, you may not know who your

correspondent really is," resumed the old gentU-

! man; "and yet you may have Huch a oorresponda ni
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Now, in plain terms did you not receive a letter

the day bufore yeoterday, posted at Gainsborough,

and addressed to you in just those words—Jlfr.

Solomon Patch, the BUlj/ Goat, Agar Town, St.

Pancras, London ?"

" Well, I did have such a letter," answered the

landlord.
" And now, to come to the point at once, will you

(how me that lottor if I give you fifty pounds?"

The old man hesitated for nearly a minute ; and

then he said, " Before we go any farther, sir. I think

I ou,'ht to know who you and this young gentle-

man be
"

"Very well: you shall have that information.

Here is my card. William, produce your's."

Deveril did as he was desired; and Solomon,

having looked at them both, fixed his eyes on our

hero, observing, " Ah, sir—I have seen your name
in the newspaper about some duel-business. I hope

you've got over your wound ?"

" You see that I am not suffering very much from

it at present," replied Deveril. "And now that

you know who we are, I think that you need not

hesitate to comply with our wishes."

." I don't mind showing you what I received from

Gainsborough two or three days ago,"' observed

Patch: " if so be you promises as how that you

won't break open t'other thing what's inside."

'•Very good. Here are the fifty pounds," said

Mr. GuQthorpe; "and you may produce your let-

ter."

Solomon Patch di'cw forth an old greasy pocket-

book ; and from the midst of some papers he pro-

duced a letter, which Deveril at once recognised,

by the blotch of ink as well as by the handwriting,

to be the one he had seen at the post-office at Gains-

borough.
" Give me over the money with one hand," said

Patch, " and take the letter with t'other. There's

nothing like doing things all square and proper."
" Do you think I should cheat you out of your

promised reward ?" exclaimed Mr. Gunthorpe, some-

what indignantly. " Here is the money : give me
the letter."

The exchange was made; and notwithstanding

his servile obsequiousness, Solomon Patch could not

avoid showing a low cunning leer of satisfaction

upon his countenance as he consigned the bank-

notes to his greasy pocket-book.

But Mr. Gunthorpe and Deveril did not notice

the expression of the man's villanous countenance

:

for the former was opening the envelope, and the

latter was regarding him. That envelope was a
blank ; but it contained a note marked Private,

and addressed to Mr. Chiffin. Gunthorpe and
Deveril at once exchanged looks to imply that they

had been taken in ; and that though fifty pounds
were already gone, they were not a whit wiser than
thoy were before.

" I respect the pledge I gave," said the old gentle-

man, replacing the note in the envelope ; " and I

Kill not open this enclosure without your consent.

Now, will you take another fifty pounds for allow-

ing me to do so ?"

" It can't bcdotK', sir," responded Solomon Patch.
" You see that note is directed to another party ; and
if I hav'n't had the curiosity to open it myself, I

oan't suffer you—not by no moans whatsomever."
" Who is this Mr. Chiffin ?" inquired Gunthorpe.

I

" Well, sir, he's a genelman which frequents this

house, and b a wery good customer of mme. But
!
to tell you the truth, he would prove rather %
orkard kind of customer if I was to break open his

letters. He hasn't been here for a week or ten days
past; and I don't know what's become of him."

At this moment Mrs. Patch opened the door of

the bar-parlour, and wLi-porod something in her

husband's car,—having done which, she disappeared

again, closing the door behind h er.

"Now this is fortunate,' observed Solomon.

"Mr. Chiffin, the wery liiglily respectable genelman i

which this note is addressed to. has just gone into j

the tap-room. If you like to negotiate with him,
j

I'll introduce him."
j

" By all means," replied Mr. Gunthorpe.

"Just let me put this letter back again into my
pocket-book," saiil Patch; "and you needn't say •
word about the little matter of fifty pounds—

•

'cos why, Mr. ChiflTin's rather an eccentric character,

and he might take it intc his head to cry halves."

"Never fear," said Mr. Gunthorpe. "Go and
bring the person in."

" Oil, you will find him a wery nice agreeable

genelman, and easy to do business with, when there's

money in tlie matter."

Having thus spoken in exalted eulogy of bis

friend, Solomon Pateh issued from the bar-parlour;

and as the door closed behind him, Mr. Gunthorpe
said to Deveril, " Depend upon it we shall succeed

yet. Gold will do anything with such characters as

these. But I confess I am rather curious to see

this Mr. Chiffin who is in correspondence with the

brilliant and splendid Lady Saxondale :"—and the

old gentleman uttered these last words with a sneer.

In a few minutes Solomon Pat^h returned to the

bar-parlour, introducing Chiffin the Cannibal. The
ruffian was clad in his usual style, with the great

shaggy coat—his rough trousers turned up so as to

form a hem and leave his heavy boots fully exposed

;

while his battered white hat, with the rusty black
' crape, surmounted the most hang-dog countenance

I

that either Mr. Gunthorpe or William Deveril had
ever seen in their lives. Chiffin had not shaved for

three days ; and the growth of his black bristly beard

was no improvement to a face the villanous grimness

of which was enough to frighten any nervous person.

He had his club under his arm ; and the looks

which he threw upon Mr. Gunthorpe and Deveril

on entering the bar-parlour, were rapid, searching,

and suspicious. Mr. Gunthorpe was certainly not

prepared to behold such an p.wt'ul-looking character;

and he stared at him in mingled consternation and
curiosity ; while Deveril shuddered at the suspicion

which he entertained from the circumstance of such

a ferocious wretch beinj in correspondouce with

Lady Saxondale.

j

" This is Mr. Chiffin," said Solomon Patch, clos-

ing the door very carefully.

I

" At your service, gentleman," observed the Cau-
, nibal, in his gruff deep voice ; but he tried to look

as amiable as he could at the moment.
" Sit down, Mr. Chiffin," said the old gentleman,

I whoso object it of course was to be as courteous as

he could possibly render himself towards such a

bloodthirsty-looking miscreant. • " And now help

yourself to a glass of wine: for we have a httle

business to discuss. I suppose the landlord her«

has told you who we are i"
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" Yes—and something about a letter," said Chif- ' " If she pajs you beforehand, you can take your

fin, arrepting the two invitations relative to the reward from her, or not—as you cboose. With thai

eat and the wine. " Where is that letter, Sol ?" we have nothing to do : but although you will

" Here it is :"—and the landlord produced it from faithfully promise at the time to perforin whatsoever

his pocket-book. ;
her ladyship requires, you must leave yourself in

Mr. Gunthorpe and William Deveril watched tha our hands."

fellow's countenaucc as he opened the note enclosed
j

" And there is to be no such thing as constables,

in the envelope: but its contents were evidently or exposure, or kicking up a row, or anything of

brief enough—for at a glance he scanned tliem, and that sort ?" said Chitfin : " because it would be

then said shortly, "Oh! that's it—eh?" at the same rather inconvenient for mc to get myself into any

time consigning the note to his pocket.
j

trouble."

" Now, Mr. ChilTiii," said Gunthorpe, " I willcorao '
" Wo shall be quite contented with learning what

to the point at once. My young friend here hnp- Lady Saxondale's designs are—ami frustrating them

poned to be in the post-ollice at Gainsborough when if need be," responded Mr. Gunthorpe ; 'and we
that letter was posted ; and knowing by whose do not want to give unnecessary publicity to any-

hand it was thus posted, he for certain reasons be- tiling."

came anxious to learn what its contents could be—
j

" Then there's nothing more to be said," observed

an inxioty wherein I fully share. Will you accept the Cannibal. " I shall set off into Lincolnshire

fifty pounds and let us see that note 'f" '\ to-morrow ; and I will meet you the day afl«r

" Make it a hundred," said CliiflSn ; " and it to-morrow, at any hour or place you like, in the

shall be in your hand in loss than a minute."
j

evening."

" Very well : be it a hundred. Here are two I

" Let it be at half-past* nine o'clock, and some-

fifty pound notes : but as everything ought to be ' where in the neighbourhood of Su^wondale Castle,"

square," added Gunthorpe, glancing slyly towards I
said Mr. Gunthorpe.

Solomon Patch, " you shall take the money with one
hand and give me the little billet with the other.''

"Ah ! I see you get up early enough in the morn-
ing," said Cbilfiu with a chuckle, "and can't be took

in easy. Here's the note."

The exchange was made; and Mr. Gunthorpe
opened the billet, Deveril looking over his shoulder.

All that it contained were these words :

—

"Come down into Liucolnahire in the course of a few
days I wish to see you particularly. Every night at

eleven o'clock I will look into the chapel to see if you
ftre there."

" On the bank of the river, and on the north

side of the castle, about a mile or two distant from

the building. 1 shall' be punctual."

"And so shall we," replie<l Mr. Gunthorpe, rising

from his seat.

He men tossed down a guinea for the benefit of

SoLmon Patch, who was infinitely delighted that

the old gentleman did not allude to the fifty pounds
which had been so trickily ootaiuctl from him. Mr.
Guntliorpc and Pevoril then issued forth from the

boozing-ken, well satisfied to breathe the fresh air

once more: for the very atmosphere of that place

Mr. Gunthorpe and Deveril exchanged looks as appeared laden with the pestiferous breath of crime,

much as to ask each other what was to be done debauchery, and demoralizaiion.

now ? for they were scarcely any wiser than before,

beyond having their suspicion confirmed that Lady
Suxondale required he aid of some desperate cha-

racter, no doubt for desperate purpose.
" You expect to be well rewarded for whatsoever

this may lead to?" said Mr. Gunthorpe after &

brief pause, and addressing himself to Chifiin.

" I never tell no tales," respcadod the Cannibal,

"unless it's made worth my while,"
" Whatever this lady may offs; fou as a reward

for the business in which she requires you," said

Mr. Gunthorpe, " I will give you double if you put
us in the way of learning what it is."

"That's speaking plain enough," observed Chiflin

;

" and I like the proposition so well that it's a bar-

gain. W hat do you want mo to do ?"

" From this note, brief though it be, it is evident

that you have the means of introducing yourself

»t will into some chapel "

" That of Saxondale Castle," interjected Deveril.
" The allusion is clearly thereto."

" Yes : all right," said Chillin. " Go on."
" Well then," continued Mr. GuLthorpe, " if you

can introduce yourself into the caitle, you can no
doubt introduce others; and therefore you must
render mo and Mr. Deveril eat-witnessea of what-
soever takes place between yourself and Lady S&xon-
'\a\o. If you do this, I promise you precisely the
douhlo ot whatsoever row.wd she may offer you."

"And of rniirso I can take both rewards?" ob-
•erted tDhitUn inqinrin;;ly.

"What think you now, my dear sir?" asked

William Deveril, as he and Mr. Gunthorpe pursued

their way towards the spot where they had left the

carriage waiting.

" I can form no other conjecture than that wluch
has already struck us both—that her ladyship, find-

ing the affair in respect to yourself, becoming serious,

is resolved to make away with you. Bat we shall

put her to confusion."

" Oh, what a dreadful woman !" exclaimed Wil-

liam, shuddering at the thought. " Yes—my dear

sir, it is indeed difficult to arrive at any other con-

clusion: for this circumstance, following so closely

upon the receipt of the letter from her solicitors,

is but too well calculated to confirm that belief.

Are you not shocked, Mr. Gunthorpe, at the bare

idea of a lady of such a proud position, condesocni-

ing to make use of such instruments as that villain

whose company we have just left ?"

"Shocked, certainly—but not at all astonished,"

returned Mr. Gunthorpe, in his own dry blunt

manner. " It is all very well for the higher classes

to denounce the wickedness and the demoralization

of the lower: but in a thousand ways it is the

example of the former which creates the crime and
vice of the latter. Besides, William, you were not

so long in Italy without learning that titled ladies

make use of bravoes who do the work of murder for

gold: and why should it not be so in this country

F

Depend >ipon it, there are more crimes committe<l

by the uppor classes, oi- else at their iuaajiiioiv
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than the world is generally inclined to believe. Can-

didly and frankly speaking, I do not think that

upon the face of this earth there is a class more

depraved and unscrupulous than the patrician order

in England. When I was a young man, and before

1 went to Italy, I had opportunities of judging of

All these things. I belonged to three or four clubs

—

the first-rate and most fashionable ones—yes, and

what is more, calling themselves perfectly exclusive.

Why, would you believe that half the members of

every one of those clubs consisted of mere blacklegs

and swindlers, although passing in the world as

gentlemen ? At this present moment there are at

the West End thousands and thousands of scoun-

drels calling themselves gentlemen, who dress well-
some keeping tlieir horses—some driving their cabs

—some having livery-servants—and many living at

first-rate hotels: but not one of the whole lot has

got an ostensible income. Very often, when tbey

get up in the morning, they do not know how they

arc going to pay fur their dinner, and are compelled

to have recourse to frauds and swiudlings to re-

plenish their purses. These gentlemen, as they call

themselves, would be fearfully iudiguant if placed

under the SMruei/ZaMce of the police; and yet they

are only a fashionable kind of swell-mob after all.

Ah! you perceive, William, that I know a little of

London life, although I have been absent from my
native country for so many, many years."

By this time the carriage was reached. It was a

plain brougham, with no other servant besides the

coachman : but it was a private equipage, and be-

longed to Mr. Gunthorpe. On entering the car-

riage the orders were to drive to Mr. Deveril's resi-

dence near the Regent's Park.

"Yes," resumed Mr. Gunthorpe, as he and his

young friend were seated together inside the ve-

hicle, which now moved rapidly away—" those who
are well acquainted with what is termed fashionable

life, will, if they have any respect for themselves,

flee from it as from a morass swarming with rep-

tiles—or I should rather say, from a beautiful garden
where all is pleasant and agreeable to the eye, but
where every flower has its subtle poison and every

plant conceals a venomous snake beneath the shade
of its foliage. There are of course some bright and
remarkable exceptions : there are a few pure lilies

and some sweetly blushing roses in that garden, in

whose flowers there lurks no venom. Such, for in-

stance, is Fiorina Staunton."

"Thank you, my dear sir, for making this excep-

tion !" said Deveril, in low but enthusiastic terms.

"To be sure! Why should I not? It is the

truth. That girl," continued the old gentleman,
" is au angel of purity and goodness. I know she

is: I read it in her looks the very first moment I

met her in the Opera-box. Now I know, Williaia

Deveril, that I am a somewhat comical-look iug

person, and that my appearance is such as to pro-

voke a smile on the part of the silly young crea-

tures and impertinent young coxcombs of fasliion-

able life. But Fiorina immediately treated me with
kindness and respect. She did this out of regard

for her uncle the Marquis of Ea;^ledean, by whom I
was recommended—and also from the natural ex-

cellence of her own heart. She ha« not been spoilt

by the frivolities of the sphere in which she moves

;

and we will take care that she shall not be, William

l>t;veriV' add«d tLi> i4d gidnticman emphatically.

" I presume, sir, you are in correspondence with

the Marquis of Eagledean ?"

"You rogue, you!" exclaimed Mr. Gunthorpe,

laughing; "do you want to ferret out my secrets?

Well, but you shan't, though. Leave everything in

my bands : I know very well what I am about

—

and whatever I promise you, depend up m it I can

perform. Have I not told you that Fiorina shall

never marry that contemptible young jackanapes

Edmund Saxondale ?"

"You have, sir: and you have spoken so con-

fidently
"

" Confidently ?" interrupted Mr. Gunthorpe. " It

is enough to make one speak confidently—and em-
phatically too—when one contemplates the bare

idea of such a sweet creature as Fiorina being

sacrificed to such a miserable abortion as that

Saxondale. But now, I dare say j'ou are longing

tliat I should repeat the assurance I have befoio

given you—that inasmuch as Fiorina shall nut

marry Edmund Saxondale, a certain young friend

of mine whom I will not more pa.tieularly men-
tion, has everything to hope in that (I'lartu-r."

"Ah! my dear sir, I cannot mistake your allu-

sion," exclaimed Deveril, taking his kind friend's

hand and pressing it with grateful warmth. " i'uu

know uot how happy you render me!"
"Happy I" ejaenlated Mr. Gunthorpe. "Ofcourse

I want to make you hajjpy. You are a very gjoi
young man ; I love you as much as if you were my
own son^and that is more than I ever told you ^et.

As for 3'our sister Angela, this must be her last sea-

son upon the stage
"

" What do you mean, my dear sir ?" cried Wil-

liam, in mingled suspense and joy.

" I mean exactly what I say. Although I have

the sublimest confidence in Angela's purity and vir-

tue, yet it is impossible to leave her longL-r than can

be helped in the atmosphere of a theatre. She must
fulfil her present contract with the manager, as a
matter ofcourse: but afterwards she shall dance no
more in public. You are astonished at what I aia

saying? Leave it to me to do what I think fit;

and in the meantime don't say a word to Angola.
Why, you rogue, wiien I first knew you at Florence,

I was more than half inclined to put you in a posi-

tion that should enable Angela to keep off tlm

stage: but I didn't know you quite well eiiouga

then—and so I thought I would wait awhile till £

knew you both better. You don't think that {

should be taking all this trouble in dilTereut ways
on your account, unless I had something like a
friendship for you?"

" I am sure, my dear sir," answered Deveril, pro-

foundly moved, " I shall never be able to testify my
gratitude "

"Gratitude!—don't talk to me of gratitude!

Have you not always been kind, and respectful, and
attentive to me -except, by the bye, when yoa
sutfered me to be lugged off before your eyes and
tied to a gate But 1 dou't blame you, William—
you could uot do otherwise ; and besides I respecti.i

you all the more for it afterwards. You showed
yourself a brave young man upon the occasion.

But about Angela—1 suppose you will not be die-

pleased that she should quit the stage '("

" Displeased ? Oh I it is my sincerest a'tpirntioa !"

exclaimed Deveril ;
" aud at one time, when I wat

succeeding so well with my own avocatiouo jn-evioua
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to the propagation of Lady Saxondale's calumny, I

resolved that my sister should not form another en-

pafjeraent at the expiration of her present one.

With the two thousand guineas which she will have

received by the time it is over, and with my own
resources

"

" You thought you could live very comfortably

indeed ?" said Mr. Gunthorpe. " Well, we shall

see. Perhaps I may be inclined to add a little to

your store : for of course you will not refuse to

allow me to do exactly what I choose. I have not

forgotten, William Deveril, that when I first knew

you at Florence you declined the remuneration I

oifered for completing Signor Vivaldi's picture;

and to speak candidly, it was that circumstance

which first gave me such a high opinion of you.

Depend upon it, the money is bearing good interest

for you, in my pocket."
i

" My dear Mr. Gunthorpe," replied Deveril, both

affected and astonished,—for his worthy friend had

never spoken before with so much frankness as to
1

the liberality of his ulterior intentions,—" I do not

know 1 am at a loss to conceive how I have

deserved so much goodness at your hands. But I
|

hope you will not fancy that I ever enUn-tained any

selfish views when proffering you such little atten-

tions as it was in my power to show ?"

" Selfish views ?—ridiculous !" ejaculated the old

gentleman. " I am not so blind to the true cha-

racters of men. But here we arc :"—and as he

sp^^ke, the carriage stopped in front of Deveril's

picturesque little villa.
|

" You will come in and sup with us P" said our
|

young hero.

" No—not to-night: it is too late. Good bye, !

my dear boy—good bye :"—and Mr. Gunthorpe

shook Deveril warmly by the hand as the latter

alighted from the vehicle. " To-morrow morning I

shall come to you early, to make our ari angements

about leaving for Lincolnshire. Once more good

night."

CHAPTER LXVIL

THE DANCEK AND THK TWO LORDS.

At the same time that the preceding scene was
taking place, the following one was occurring else-

where.

The elegant drawing-room" of Evergreen Villa in

the Seven Sisters' lload was lighted by the superb

lustre suspended from the ceiling; and the beautiful

Emily Archer was seated upon the sofa, with Lord
Harold Staunton by her side. He had only been

announced a few minutes ; and as yet the conversa-

tion had merely touched upon those ordinary- fleet-

ing topics which arc too trivial to be recorded here.

Harold had however leaiut that Lord Sasondalo

might be very shortly expected ; and therefore he

was anxious to make the most of wliatsoever interval

remained for him to be alone with Emily.
" Now, my dear girl," ho said, " 1 wish to speak

to you very seriously

—

-
—'"

" What! are you going to make me an offer of

marriage ?" exclaimed Miss Archer, laughing so as

to display her brilhant teeth.

" Perhaps 1 might do a worse thing than that,"

replied Harold, in order to flatter hor. "But as

Tou say thai Suxondale will soon return, do not let

us wast« time : for I really have important things

to talk to you about. In the first place, Emilj, do

you remember all that affair I told you of con-

cerning Lady Saxondale ?"

" What ! and the masquerarle dress, and to

forth P" exclaimed Emily. "To be sure, I do.

Edmund and I often talk of it, and have a good

laugh over it into the bargain. By the bye, Edmund
seems to love his mother amazingly—docs he not ?"

" You of course mean the very reverse. But tell

me, Emily—have you repeated those circumstances

to anybody else ? Have you gossipped concerning

tjiem amongst your friends and companions at the

Opera P Do speak frankly and truly: for 1 am
most anxious to know."

" No—I have not—upon my honour I have not,"

replied Emily. " I do not pretend to be of a very

serious or prudent nature : but those were circum-

stances which, coming to my knowledge in the way
they did, I kept to myself."

" You are sure of this P you are certain that you
have not inadvertently let drop a word to a soul f"

said Harold, with evident eagerness.

" I repeat—and more solemnly still if you wish

it—that I have not. I am sure that I have not,"

added the dansetise, emphatically. " But tell me

—

have you made it up with Lady Saxoudale ?—for

Edmund informed mc that you had gone suddenly

off upon a visit to tlie Castle in Lincolnshire."

" Yes :—I have made it up with her—and all

things considered, I should be sorry to do her an
injury," observed Staunton.

" Then I presume "

"Presume what you will, my dear girl," inter-

rupted Harold; " but do not waste time in unneces-

sary remarks. Where is that Spanish dress ? You
have got it here—I wish you would give it to me."

"Ah!" ejaculated Emily, as a sudden thought

struck her: and then she muttered to herself, "To
be sure ! I have been a fool, with a knowledge of

such a secret as this
"

"What are you saying to yourself ?" demanded
Harold, some slight misgiving springing up in his

mind.
" I was thinking," responded Miss Archer, " that

I would ratlier not part with the dress for the

moment :"—and there was altogether a change in

her manner and her looks, from a mixture of languor

and levity, to a mien of seriousness blended with

resolute decision.

"Emily, I do not understand you!" ejaculated

Harold. "You cannot refuse to do me such ft

trifling favour? Consider on what terms we have

been—how friendly—how intimate
"

" Yes : but I must look out for my own interests,"

responded Miss Archer. " You have made it up
with Lady Saxondale; and you have your own
purpose to serve in screening her reputation. It

never struck me until j'ust now that by the pos-

sessitm of this secret I may serve my own purposes

likewise."

"To be sure!" said the young nobleman. "I
did not for a moment think that you would give up
the dress without some little consideration. Will

you allow me to present you with five hundred

guineas?"

"Ah!" again muttered Emily to herself: "th«

thing is indeed serious in their eyes—very seriou^

evidently."



THE MYSTEBIE3 OP THE COCBT.

" Do tell me what you are sayinn; in this under-

tone—I cannot hear you. Speak out, Emily. Are

not you and I old friends ? Come, Saxoadale will

be returning—and do let us settle this little business

at once. Fetch me down the dress, there's a dear

girl ; and here is the little gift which 1 have taken

the liberty to ofl'er you."
" I thank you, my dear Lord Harold," responded

the ballet-dancer, with mock affability, and allecting

to bow very courteously :
" but I think that the

secret I possess, and the truth of which is corro-

borated by the masquerade-garb, is worth a little

more than five hundred guineas."

"Nonsense, Emily! What does it prove, after

all?"

" It proves this," returned the danseuse : " that

there is a certain story come to my knowledge, in

which the heroine is a lady who wore a particular

dress at a particular bull. Now, suppose inquiries

are instituted amongst the West End milliners

—

can it not be ascertained who made this dress ? and
can it not be proved that it was made for Lady
Saxondale ? Tims, even if her son should refuse to

corroborate my averment that he found the dress

in a box belonging to his mother, the ownership of

that dress can be brought home all the same to her

ladyship."

" But is it possible, Emily, that your views have

taken a mercenary turn ?" cried the young noble-

man.
"By what right. Lord Harold Staunton," ex-

claimed Miss Archer, her spirit flaming up, "do
you address me in such terms as these ? Doubtless

yoi* have your own selfish interests in wishing to

hush up an affair (o which at the time you would
have scarcely hesitated to give the fullest publicity.

Well, then, that secret is worth a fortune to me "—
and she looked him full in the face, her large dark

eyes expressing the firmest decision.

"Name the sum that you require," said Lord
Harold, with difficulty concealing the bitter vexation

and spite that he experienced at the turn the affair

bad taken
i
and he inwardly cursed his own folly

for having given it such an air of importance in the

first instance.

"After all that has just taken place between us,"

replied Emily, in a cold voice, " 1 do not choose to

negotiate with your lordship."—and as she thus

spoke she rose from her seat, as much as to imply

that he could take his departure if he chose.

" Come, Emily—do not let us fall out upon the

subject," said Staunton. " I did not mean to give

utterance to anything otfensive—very far from it

—

I would not do such a thing. Do let us be friends

again. Give me your hand, Emily."

"No, my lord: everything is at an end between

you and me. You have spoken msultnigly to me

—

and I resent it. As for the secret which is in my
possession, I shall know bow to negotiate at head-

quarters."

" You mean that you will write to Lady Saxon-

dale r" said Lord Harold, visibly perplexed.
" 1 shall not write to iier lailyship : 1 shall go to

her," was the firm response.

" But you will odeud Edmund—you will break

with him altogether
"

" What care I ?" ejaculated the danseuse, disdain-

fully. " 1 am alroa ly more than disgusted with

him—I hate him. Nor do I mind telling you frankly

and candidly that the sooner I can rid myself alto-

gether of him, the better. What I shall get from
Lady Saxondale for keeping her secret, will be more
gained in a day than I should get out of Edmund
for a year."

"Ah!" ejaculated Harold: " then your views in-

deed soar high ?" '

"They are proportionate to the importance of

the secret for the knowledge of which I am in-

debted to 1/ou :"—and Miss Archer gave an ironical

laugh. " Yes," she added, still in the same vein

;

"and my obligation is still greater to your lordship:

for you have taught me the importance of that

secret which I had all along regarded as being of

no more value than any other piece of gossip or

scandal."

" Now, Emily, once for all listen to me," said

Harold, feeling that his position was an awkward
one. " I have the command of some little money
at present; and if you will state your terms, I shall

perhaps be enabled to meet them—which will save

you a journey into Lincolnshire, besides the un-

pleasantness of such a negotiation personally con-

ducted."

" You must indeed be very rich all of a sudden,

my lord," responded Emily, " if you can meet my
terms, as you phrase it. Perhaps you have fiT»

thousand pounds at your banker's ?"

"Am I to understand. Miss Archer," asked Lord
Harold, almost aghast, " that you entertain such an
exorbitant notion?"

" Why all this trilling ? wherefore exchange so

many words ?" cried the danseuse. " Have I not

given you to understand, as pointedly though as

politely as I could, that I wished to bo alone ? But
if you require a positive answer from me, I will

tell you at once that my terms are five thousand

pounds."
" In three days you shall have the money, Emily,"

answered UarolJ. " Will you give mc up the dress

at once, if I present you with a thousand guineas

now, and my note of hand payable at three days*

sight for the remainder ?"

"No—assuredly not," responded Emily: then

with a look of malicious mockery, she said, "Ah!
my lord, I have over-reached you. I have made
you avow that the secret is worth five thousand

guineas ; but I mean to have ten. Lady Saxondale

will not hesitate to silence my lips with that

amount. And now, my lord, I wish you good
evening."

As the ikinseuse thus spoke, she rang the bell;

and Lord Harold, perceiving how useless it was to

remain arguitig the point, and into what mi^n-

strous blunders he had fallen from first to last^

bowed distantly and withdrew.

He had his cabriolet waiting for him in front of

the house ; and ho was about to enter it, when ha

betliought himself of a plan which at the very first

glance seemed feasible. In less than a miimto did

he revolve it in his mind : and the result was a d«t»

termination to carry it out. He ordered his servant

to drive away witb the cabriolet, and waif for him

at the bottom of tlie road; and when the vehicle

had departed, Lord Hamld posted himself at a little

distance from the garden-gate of Evergreen Villa—

so that he could watch the premises without being

observed by any one who should arrive there. IJe

had nut been in his place of coucealmeut mau/
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minutes, when a hired cab drove up to the gate;

and in the clear star-light Lord Harold recognized

Edmund Saxondale in the individual who alighted.

He waited till he saw him enter the villa, and

then, opening the garden-gate as noiselessly ns pos-

sible, he stole round to the back part of the house.

Through the kitchen-window he perceived the cook,

the housemaid, and the soubrette, seated together at

supper,—the groom and coachman not living in the

house. Now, from certain antecedent circum-

stances, it was well known to these domestics that

Lord Harold had been on very intimate terms with

Miss Emily Archer : and they therefore were not

particularly surprised when they saw him enter the

kitchen and place his finger to his lip, as much as

to imply that they were to be silent. Then, beckon-

ing the soubrette out into the back garden, he

thrust a, few guineas into her hand, saying, " You
must manage to get me stealthily up-stairs to your

mistress's chamber."
" But his lordship is here," responded the young

lady's-maid, though not refusing to take the money.

"I know it, my dear girl," replied Harold, tap-

ping her upon the cheek. " I met him just now in

the road, and he told me that he was only going to

stay half-an-hour. You know very well it is all

right. So do not hesitate."

" Oh, I am sure that I have no objection, my
lord !" rejoined the soubrette : " and one tiling is very

certain—that missus likes you infinitely better than

Lord Saxondale. She has told me so a hundi-ed

times over."

" Of course—I know it well. And now do not

delay ; but contrive to introduce me as stealthily as

you can," urged the nobleman.
" Come then," said the soubrette, who delighted

in being the confidante of an intrigue. " You will

have to pass through the kitchen, you know."
"Never fear. The other servants will not tell

his lordship," added Staunton, affecting to laugh
merrily, as if it were a capital joke. " Besides, I

shall put a golden seal upon each of their lips as
I pass through."

" Ah ! you put seals on lips, my lord ?" said the
soubrette, surveying him archly.

" Yes—like this," he rcplic<l, throwing his arm
round her waist and kissing her.

" O fie, my lord—I did not mean that," said the

gii-1 ; yet it was precisely what she did mean, and
what she sought : then, as she arranged her co-

quettish cap, she added, "Come quickly, since so it

is to be."

She now led the way back again into the kitchen,

where Harold throw a sovoioign into the lap of

the housemaid and another into that of the cook,

both of whom were highly delighted at this proof
of his generosity. The soubrette conducted him
cautiously up the stairs; and as they passed the
drawing-room door on the first landing, it struck

(hoiii both that high words were being exchang. d
between lulmund Saxondale and Miss Archer, la
consequence of this altercation there was all the less

chance of his footsteps being overheard; and he
was safely escorted by the soubrette to the exqui-
sitely furnished chamber of the dameme. There
(he wax-candles were lighted; and Harohl, seating
hiinsc^lt on an ottoman at tlie foot of the bed, said

in a whispering voice, " I can make myself comfort-
able hero for the piesent."

The soubrette threw upon him a wicked lo<jk, and
issued from the room. The moment Harold was
alone, he commenced a search in all Miss Archer's

boxes, drawers, and cupboard-i, for the masquerade-

dress,—treading however upon tiptoe as lightly as

he could, and conducting his proceedings as noise-

lessly as possible.

Meanwhile what was taking place in the drawing-

room ? The reailer is well aware that Edmund
Saxondale possessed a very bad temper—one of

those tempers, indeed, that may be described as of

a nasty spiteful kind ; and if ever he had anything

to annoy him, he was accustomed to vent his wrath

upon the first person that he thought he might

make his victim in this respect. Now, he had been

dining with three or four dissipated young mea at

an hotel at the West End; and happening to have
a few words of dispute with one of them, he had
been insulted in a manner which were he possessed

of proper spirit, he would have resented signally.

But not having the courage to risk a duel, he hud
quitted the company in a pet—had thrown himself

into a cab—and in an execrable temper, had reached

Evergreen Villa.

On entering the drawing-room where Emily was
seated, he at once said, " Well, I do think you might
show a little more pleasure at seeing me."

" What do you mean ?" demanded the domeuss,
who, having made up her mind to break with Lord

Saxondale, was neither in a mood to put up with

his ill-humour, nor yet altogether .lisploased at

finding a motive ready made for quarrelling. "Do
you suppose that I am going to rush from the sofa

and throw myself into your anus ?"

" At all events, you needn't treat me so cool at

you do. What the deuce do I have a mistress for,

unless it is to make herself agreeable ?"

"And pray what do I honour you with my
favour for, unless it is that you are to make your-

self agreeable to mo ?''

" Why, you ungrateful minx, you !" ejaculated

Saxondale: "I have done everything for you. What
did you possess when I took you from that beggarly

Mr. Walter? how much were your jewels worth ?

how was your house furnished P what sort of an
equipage had you ? how much money did ho allow

you ?"

"You mean paltry fellow," cried Emily, her hand-
some countenance flusliing with an anger that was
utterly unfeigned ;

" how dare you reproach me
with those gifts which I so richly deserve ? Why,
there arc plenty of young men who would be re-

joiced to rum themselves for such as I am. An
actress or a danscuso has not established her fame
till she has sent lialf-a-dozcn lovers into the Bench
or through the Insolvents' Court."

" Well, I can tell you very candidly, T ilon't ine.in

to ruin myself for you—and so that's all about iu

How do I know that you are faithful to nie ? How
do I know, I say?"—and Lt)rd Saxondale KK)ked

spitefully at his mistress : for what he had just

thrown out as a taunt, rebounded back to his mind
with all the violence of a suspicion.

" I am sure," responded Emily Archer, contemp-
tuously, " I am not going to offer you any proof of

my fidelity, even if I coidil."

" Because j-ou know that you can't," retorted

Edmund. " Hah !" he suddenly ejneulated : and

stooping down, Jkc picked up a gentleiuan's kid
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glove from the curpct.. "This is not your's, at all

events ; aud I don't think you can advance it as one

of your proofs of fidelity ?"

" To be sure not," replied Emily, with the calm-

est indifference. "That glove belongs to abetter

man than you are although," she murmured ia

an undertone, " I have quarrelled with him."
" What's that you are saying ?" ejaculated Saxon*

dale, livid with rao;e. " Who has been to see you
while I was out ? You promised to remain alto-

ffcther alone this evening, as you were not going to

the Opera "

" But it appears that I have had a visitor, ' re-

torted Emily, with a malicious smile.

"And who was your visitor ?" demanded Edmund,
trembling with rage.

" I owe no account of my actions to you," was the

response, disdainfully given.

" Yes—but you do, though," ejaculated Saxon-

dale :
'• for if I thought you had deceived me and

were making a fool of me, you may depend upon it

I would not take the thing very easily. But I see

how it is—you want to pick a quarrel with me, to

drive me out of the house. Perhaps you have got

the owner of this glove concealed somewhere? or

you are in hopes ho will come back to reclaim it ?

By Jove!" he suddenly exclaimed, "I have a very

great mind to search the whole place from top to

bottom."

"Do so," said Emily, contemptuously. "But
observe, if you find no one, I shall take your sus-

picious as an outrage leaving no alternative but to

break oS' everything between us."

" You are trying to prevent me from doing what
I threatened," cried Saxondale, "and therefore I

will do it."

Thus speaking, he seized up a wax-candle from
the mantel-piece and rushed out of the room, leaving

the door wide open—while Emily, throwing herself

upon the sofa, sent forth a merry musical laugh,

which reached his ears as he dashed up the stair-

case.

Almost immediately afterwar la the soubrette stole

into the drawing-room ; and bending over her mis-

tress, said with frightened looks, " Good heavens,

ma'am, he will be discovered !"

"What do you mean?" cried Emily, with un-
feigned astonishment.

" Oh I you know well enough. Lord Harold "

"Lord Harold?" echoed the danseuse. "He took

his departure before Saxondale came."
" But ho returned—he told me that I was

to admit him—he wont up-stairs— ha is there

now "

"Ah!" ejaculated Emily, the truth instanta-

neously flashing to her comprehension. " But he
will not find it though : for it is in a cupboard down
stairs." I

" Find what, ma'am ?"
I

At this moment ejaculations of astonishment and
rage, bursting from Saxomlale's lips on the landing i

above, reached the ears of the dansouse and the
soubrette. For a moment the latter looked dis-

mayed : but the former, bursting out into a hearty
j

fit of laughter, exclaimed, " Oh ! this is excellent

—

this is delicious ! Will it not be something to be
talked about ? Come, let us see

!"

|

Meanwhile Lord Saxotidale had ascended to the

landing above i ftnd thinking that if a. lover w«ro

concealed in the house, it would not be in Emily's

own chamber, he searched the one immediately be-

hind it. Lord Harold Staunton, hearing him rush

so quickly up the stairs, naturally fancied there was
something wrong; and not wishing to quarrel with

Saxondale at a time when he entertained matri-

monial projects in respect to his mother, he thought

to escape unpcrceived while his friend was in the

back room, whither he had hoard him enter. But
just at the moment that Staunton was stealing

forth, Saxondale came out again from that room;
and they met face to face upon the landing. Then
was it that ejaculations of astonishment and rage

burst forth from Edmund's lips : for he was instan-

taneously struck by what appeared to be the perfidy

of his bosom-friend. As for Staunton, he was really

thrown quite aback; and his natural efl'rontery

availed him not for the moment.
"This is too bad, Harold !" said Lord Saxondale^

suddenly experiencing the most fiend-like hate

against his former friend, but yet not having the

courage to testify his resentment in a manly way.

Before Harold could make up his mind what re-

sponse to give, Emily Archer, closely followed by

the soubrette, came hurrying up the staircase,—the

former laughing right merrily.

"Very well!" exclaimed Saxondale, white with

rage :
" this is no longer a place for me. Of course,

Lord Harold, everything is at an end between us ;

and as I understand that you have been on a visit

to the Castle, I hope that for decency's sake you

will not again set foot in any house that will one

day be mine."

Having thus spoken, and without waiting for any

reply, — indeed, not without a fear that Harold

might probably kick him down stairs,—Lord Saxon-

dale turned abruptly round and sped away with ?

rapidity which had something ignominious in it,

and almost gave him the air of being tlie injuring

party instead of the one who was injured. Neither

Harold nor Emily made a movement or uttered •

word to retain him : for the former felt all the awk-

wardness of his situation, while the latter was per-

fectly indifferent so far as her late admirer was con-

cerned—and indeed, was not sorry to be quit of

him. But so soon as he had disappeared from her

view, she suddenly ceased laughing;—and with a

dignity which even the most depraved of women
can assume at times, she advanced up to Staunton,

saying, "Y'ou are a detestable villain!"

"Ah! these are harsh terms, Emily !" ejaculated

the young nobleman, his countenance becoming

suffused with crimson.
" Dare not address me in that familiar style I"

—

then turning to her soubrette, Emily said, extending

her arm and pointing towards Harold, " That man
is a robber—a lurking thief—a sneaking burglar

!"

" By God ! Emily, this is more than I can en-

dure!" exclaimed Staunton, all the colour vanishing

from his face and leadug it livid pale

" Yes—you are everything I have described.

Begone, my lord !—or as true as I am a living

woman, I will give you into custody for felony."

" I will make you repent this," muttered Harold

between his teeth, as he passed by the dai%*«ti$4

and began descending the stairs.

" I^ou will in.iko mo repent ?" she exclaimed, in

mingled mockery and indignation. "Begone, sneak-

ing tliief! I defy you!"
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Harold Staunton marlc no retort; but took hh

departure from Ercrgrocn Villa—crestfallen, dis-

eomfited, baffled in every way

CHAPTER LXVIIL

TUB PnTSICIAN AND HIS NIGHT'S ADVENTURES.

It was the same nig;lit as that on which the in-

cidents of the two preceding chapters occurred, and

between eleven and twelve o'clock, that Dr. Ferncy

was eiigagetl in his dissocting-room. Several apart-

ments in the eminent physician's mansion,—which

was situated in Conduit Street, Hanover Square,

—

have been minutely described in an earlier chapter :

but the one to which wc are now introducing (he

reader, was not noticed upon that occasion. It had

• grim and ghastly appearance, as all dissecting-

rooms have; and the atmosphere was damp, raw,

and sickly, like that of death. All the paraphernalia

necessary for anatomical purposes, met the eye;

—

and the floor, though carefully scoured after each

dissection, retained upon its deal boards the inefface-

ablo marks of the fluids which flow from a corpse.

For some years past Dr. Ferney had seldom

prosecuted this branch of his studies—unless indeed

under some peculiar circumstances he obtained pos-

session of a " pubject." Such was the case on the

occasion when we now penetrate into the dissecting-

room ; and tliere, by the light of a powerful gas-

lamp suspended over the table in the centre, shall

we find the medical man engaged in the dissection

jf a corpse.

It was the body of an elderly female, and was

but little decomposed. Nevertheless, there was a

certain discolouration of the skin, which the phy-

sician had not failed to observe the moment the

corpse was drawn forth from the sack by the body-

snatchers who had brought it to the house half-an-

hour previously. That certain suspicions had en-

tered Dr. Forney's mind, was evident enough from

the peculiar gravity which sat upon his pale pensive

countenance: but with the impcrtiu'bability cha-

racteristic of his profession generally, and of him-

self in particular, he pursued his work steadily and

apart from all excitement. For about an hour did

he continue to use the scalpel,—laying open the

throat which he carefully examined, and subjected

to several tests—likewise the stomach, which he

treated in a similar manner. At length he put

tsido his instruments—washed his hands in a bason

that stood ready for the purpose—and all the while

leemed to bo reflecting profoundly what course he

nught to pursue under circumstances of an em-

barrassing and perplexing nature.

When he had performed his ablutions, he looked

at his watch and found it was near one o'clock in

the morning. For a moment he hesitated whether

to retire to his chamber and postpone till day-time

the purpose which he had in view : but he felt that

he should not be able to sleep until he had got it off

his mind ;—and issuing forth from the dissecting-

room, he locked the door, putting the key in his

pocket. He thence proceeded to his laboratory,

where he unlocked a drawer, and taking out a phial

with a scaled cork, assured himself that this seal had
not been broken. Keturning the phial to the

drawer. Dr. Ferney now descended the stairs ; and

taking a latch-key with him, quitted the House.

Proceeding to the nearest cab-stand, he entered one

of the vehicles, and ordered the driver to take hiia

to John Street, Clcrkenwell.

On arriving in the vicinage of Cow Cross, T>r.

Ferney alighted from the cab—desired the driver

to wait for him—and entering a narrow dark alley,

speedily reached that same knacker's yard which

Lady Bess had visited when seeking an interview

with old Bob Shakerly. This was likewise the in-

dividual whom the doctor earae to visit. Tiie old

man was in bed; and not a glimmering of a liijUt

shone forth from any window of the wretched litt

house which he inhabited close by the gate of hi.i

yard. However, Dr. Ferney was resolved not t<j be

disappointed ; and he accordin;;ly knocked at the

door until a window was opened—a head, with a

night-cap on, was thrust out—and Bob Shakerly's

voice demanded who was there ?

" It is I, Dr. Ferney. I wish to speak to you
most particularly."

"Coming, sir—coming in a few minutes," at once

responded the old man; and drawing in his head,

he closed the window, whence, almost immediately

afterwards a light glimmered forth.

In a minute or two steps were heard descending

the stairs within. The door was opened—and Bob

Shakerly appeared, his scraggy form envelope<l in

an old dressing-gown, and his dirty cotton nightcap

upon his head.

" Walk in, eir. Sorry to keep you waiting

Nothink wrong, I hope ? The traps hav'n't got

scent of the job?"—and he surveyed the doctor

with some degree of anxiety.

" No—nothing of that kind," answered Ferney,

as he entered the house.

"That's all right, then," said Shakerly, much
relieved. " Walk into this room, sir : it's not over

tidy— for as I'm a bachelor, I've got nobody to make
things neat and comfortable."

" No apology is necessary,'" answered the doctor,

as ho entered a little apartment where everything

was dirty to a degree, although it was by no means

poor in furniture.

"Sit down, sir—pray sit down :"—and Shakerly

placed upon the table the candle which he had

held in his hand. " Now, sir, what is it ?"

" I wish to ask you a few questions," said the

doctor. " Were you present with your men whca
that corpse was exhumed J'"

" To be sure I was. It's very little^as yo«i

knows, doctor—that I does in that way now : but

when any of my chaps tells me of a chance, why,

I don't choose to let it slip through my fingers."

"Well, well," interrupted the physician: "we
will not waste words. Did you notice whose name
was upon the colfin-lid?"

" I always does," replied Shakerly ;
" and what's

more, I makes a memorandum of it when 1 X)mes

home, just for the fun of the thing—to sea how
many stiff 'uns I have had up in my tiuje."

" What is the name of this woman you have

brought me to-night?" demanded Ferney.
" Here it be, sir," answered Shakerly, taking out

an old well-thuiubid dog's-eared book irom the table-

drawer, and turning over some of the pages.

"There, sir—you can copy it,—and there's pen, ink,

and paper. But is there siunmut wrong r"
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" Nothing that you can have anything to do with,"

responded the pliysician, as he copied on a ehp of

paper the last memorandum that stood on the page

open before him. "I suppose you know nothing of

the deceased woman herself—who she was—where
»he lived

"

" Nothink at all, doctor. But of course you c«n
easy find out what you want to know from the

parish cU-rk, the sexton, or the registrar."

" No aoubt of it," said the physician. " Thank
you—I need not detain you any longer—and here's

•omething for the trouble I have given you."

Thus speaking. Dr. Ffrncy placed a sovereign

upon the table as ho rose from his seat ; and though
Bliakerly showed an anxiety to ask him some ques-

tions, yet he dared not—for ho knew the physician's

disposition well, and that if he chose to reveal any-

thing he would do so of his own accord. Ho ac-

eordingly held his peace—lighted tho doctor to the

»0. 42.—1'XI1EI> SEUiiia.

door—wished him good night—andasoended to his

bed-chamber again, wondering what it could all

mean.
" It is strange—most strange !

" thought Dr.

Ferney, as he retraced his way to the cab ;
and en-

tering the vehicle, he ordered it to drive to his man-

sion in Conduit Street.

On alighting at his own door. Dr. Ferney per-

ceived two policemen at a little distance, lifting up a

man from the pavcraout ; and the words, " I am not

tipgy_I am starving," uttered in tones of dt-ep

distress, reached the physician's ears.

Hastily paying the cabman's fare, he hurried up

to tho spot where the scene was occurring; and

found that it was an old man—clothed in rags, and

altogether in a most lamentable condition—wUuJi

the two officers had just raised from the groucd-

" What is tho matter with you ?" inquired Dr.

Ferney in a compassionate t«ne.
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" I Icai- 1 aiQ t\y\n<r, sir," replied the old mao.
" But for God's sake, doa't let rae be taken to the

station or the workhouse! Give me a morsel of

food—and perhaps I shall be able to drajj mjself

along souicwl ere."

"Do vou know anything about him?" inquired
j

the doctor of the constables : for with every inclina-
j

lion to assist the wretched object before him, he I

was well aware of the tricks played by street-

impostors.
" No, sir—nothing," replied one of the policemen, !

to both of whiiiii Dr. Forney was well, known. " We
saw hiin f^ill down suddenly, and at (Irst thought he

was drunk : hut it doesn't scum so."

" Well, the poor old man shall not be suflTcred fci

perish in the streets," said the physician; "and he

seems to have a horror of the on\j places to which

you could take him."
•' I have indocd, sir," said the objixjt of the doctor's

sympathy. "I have seen somewhat better days;

and thougli brought low, I may call myself respecta-

ble. Of course these rags do not seem to conGrm
my words," he added with a degree of bitterness :

" but it is so, nevertheless."

Dr. Ferncy saw that the poor old man had really

a respectable look, despite his miserable garb ; and

moreover he spoke like a decently educated person,

and in a tone of sincerity. Ferney accordingly

directed the policemen to lead him into his house;

and opening the door with the latch-key, he gave

them admittance. The old man was borne into the

dining-room, where he was deposited upon the sofa;

and the ollicers took their departure. The servants

had long been in bed : but Dr. Ferney hastened to

procure refreshments, which he set before the object

of his generosity. A glass of wine aided to revive

the unfortunate old man, who poured forth his

gratitude, not in the snivelling, whining tones of a

ranting hypocrite, but with the genuine sincerity of

one who felt the immensity of the obligation he

iwcd to a benefactor.

" Come," saiil the doctor, " you are better now

—

and a good night's rest will help to restore you.

To-morrow you shall tell me a httle more about
your circumstances; and I will see if anything can

be done for you. At all events, you shall not go

away in those tatters—nor yet with an empty
pocket."

The old man shed tears as the doctor thus ad-

dressed liim : he endeavoured to speak again, but
coukl not—for he was overpowered by his emotions.

Dr. Ferney conducted him to a bed-room, and leav-

ing him there, was about to ascend to his own
chamber, when a loud and impatient knock at the

front door sounded through the dwelling. The
physician was by no means unaccustomed to bo

summoned at any hour in the night ; therefore

without waiting to let the footman get up and
answer the knock, he at once hurried down stairs

again and opened the street-door.

"Ah, doctor, you are up! So much the better,"

said the visitor, who was a tall, aristocratic looking

man, about thirty-six years of ago, and remarkably
handsome,—with a noblo facial outline of the true

ttijraan type.

A carriage, from which this individual had just

alighted, was waiting opposite the door. The
hordes wore splendidly capari'-oncd— the coach-

man and two footmen belonging to the equipage,

were in handsome liveries—and a coronet app'arol
above the arms painted on the panels.

" I hope that nothing is amiss, my lord ?* said

Dr. Fernoy, in reply to the visitor's somewhat ex-

cited ejaculations.

" Can you come with me at once ?" demanded
the nobleman. "Her ladyship——"

"Not another word is necessary, my lord. 1

will come directly:"'—and the physician, putting on
his hat, followed the nobleman inco the carriage,

which immediately drove away.

The personage by whose si le Dr. Ferney now
found himself seated, was the Earl of Ciistlemaine

—a nobleman possessed of gi-eat wealth, but re-

puted t<j be of somewhat singular character and
eccentric habits. He was married, and dwelt with

his wife in a spacious and splendid mansi<m at

Kensington. He was several years older than her

ladyship, who was not above twenty-three, and of

great beauty. They had no children ; a;id it was
whispered that thoy lived somewhat unhappily to-

gether. Indeed Dr. Ferney, who was their pliysi-

sian, had every reason to believe that this rumour
was based upon truth : for he was well aware that

for the last three or four years they had occupied

separate chambers. Nevertheless, during the liay-

time they were as much together as husband an.l

wife usually are in the higher circles: that i.s to

say. they took their repa-ts together—thoy were oc-

casionally seen riding out in the same civrr.age—ami
they likewise appeared together in society. The
Earl of Castlemaine w;is a man of reserved, nu
even moody disposition,—habitually taciturn, aud

with a countenance winch, though so hands me, wa>

nevertheless inscrutable in its expression : so thi:

in those moments when he appeared g-iyer tlian

at other times, it was dilficult for an observer to

determine whether this gaie y were sincere—and
in his taciturn moods it was equally impossible to

obtain a clue to what was passing in his mind.

His habits were regular—his chara,.ter was re-

ported to be unimpeachable—his servants considered

him to be a good master : but amongst persons of

his own rank and standing, although he had plenty

of acquaintances, he had no friends. That is to

say, he did not seek to cultivate the frieu Iship of

any one; and the inscrutable singularity of bis

character prevented others from endeavouring to

form a close intimacy with him.

Although it was thus whispered that Lord and
Lady Castlemaine lived not togetlier upon the hap-

piest terms, yet no aspersion was thrown on the

character of the latter. Her conduct appeared to be

marked with the strictest propriety : she never ilis-

played t e slightest levity, and though she went

into society, yet it rather seemed as if it were in

fulfilment of one of the inevitable conditions of

her rank and position, than beca ise she had any

taste for the frivolous gaieties ard hollow pleasures

of fashionable life. She never danced —never joined

those who were seated at the card-tables—but she

would play on the piano or the harp, when re-

quested; and accompany either instrument witn

her voice. She was a beautiful musician, and sang

with a delicious sweetness,—in which a kiud ol

melancholy pathos was invariably blended with the

harmony of a voice of a perfect contralto— hat a

contralto that was clouded as i*" coming from a

throat ai.-cuBtomcd to stifle aud keep down
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the gushing emotions of the heart. Her manners,

though slightly reserved, and always properly dig-

nified, were affable and unaffected ; she was a lady

whom everybody possessing a kind heart, could not

help liking, and ar mnd whom there was a species

of mysterious interest, investing her as with a

halo

\Ve have said that Lady Castlcmaine was beauti-

ful
i
and while we are thus introducing her to our

renders, we may as well pause for a few minutes

longer to describe her more accurately. She was of

medium stature, but finely made—uniting richness

of proportions with an admirable symmetry. The
superb slope and form of her shoulders, the least

thing rounded, but not to mar the uprightness of

her figure, suited well the fullness of the bust, the

contours of which were set off in a noble relief by
the thinness of the waist. Her hair was of a dark

brown, with perhaps the slightest tinge of auburn in

it ; so tliat it shone with a more velvety gloss in the

lustre of a drawing-room, or when the sunbeams
rested upon it. Her eyes were not large, but dark,

and with their natural fires somewhat subdued mto
softness by the general air of melancholy which per-

vaded her look. Her nose was quite straight

—

her mouth small and rich : her chin could not be

called rounded, but was just sufficiently elongated

to render her countenance a perfect oval. Her
teeth were white and faultlessly even ; and there

was an exceeding beauty and sweetness, though

mingled with melancholy, in her smile. There was
ft certain languor about her at times—yet not the

languor of voluptuousness. In the eye of the liber-

tine her beauty might,—on account of this very air

of languor, combined with the richness of her

charms,—appear to be of a sensuous type : but tlie

closer and more delicate observer could not fail to

perceive that this languor on her part was that of a

soft pervasive melancholy which influenced her en-

tire being.

We should add to the above explanations, that

Priseilla—the Christian name of this lady—had
been married about seven years to Lord Castlc-

maine. She had therefore been conducted to the

altar when she was only sixteen ; and those who
knew the Earl and his bride at the time, affirmed

that it was entirely a love-match, and that they

experienced an undoubted affection for each other.

Bat, as already stated, for the last three or four years

a change appeared to have come over one or both

of them ; a<.id during this interval they had not only

(jccupied distinct chambers, but likewise separate

wings of the spacious mansion. What could be the

cause of this coolness between a husband and wife

whose matrimonial career commenced under such

smiling auspices ? No one could conjecture : for

even in a sphere where the tongue of scandal was

ever ready to catch up the faintest whisper of de-

traction, and give currency to it with exaggerations

growing as it passed from lip to lip—yet not an

aspersion had been thrown out agaiust the moral

|)urity of Lady Castlcmaine. Some had supposed

that her husband's temper was of a most unfor-

tunate kind, although ho had the good taste and a

manly dignity sufficient to conceal it before the

world : but others would object that the natural

sweetness and amiabihty of Priscilla's disposition,

would lead her to bend and adapt herself to any in-

iirmity of tamper on her husband's part. To be

brief, no one could satisfactorily account for the

coolness subsisting between this couple ; and it was
supposed that not even the domestics themselves

(some of whom had been for years in his lordship's

service) could solve the mystery.

The reader has now obtained as great an insight

as we are at present enabled to afford, into the

characters and circumstances of the Earl and_

Countess of Castlcmaine; and it was by the side

of this nobleman that Dr. Ferney found himself

seated in the carriage at about three o'clock m the

morning, he not having been in bed the whole

night. For several minutes after they had entered

the vehicle, there was a profound silence. The
physician could not help feeling, or at least suspect-

ing, that there was something more than usually

singular in the Earl's look and manner on coming
to fetch him ; and this idea, was strengthened in hia

mind when so many minutes elapsed and yet his

lordship volunteered no more specific explanation

than he had already hinted at as the motive for

fetching him. On the other hand, the Earl himself

appeared to be buried in profound reverie ; and
though by the twilight of dawn the doctor could

perfectly well discern the countenance of his noble

companion,—yet, as usual, he could trace no index

to his thoughts upon his handsome but inscrutable

countenance.

"How long is it since you saw Lady Castle-

maine?" inquired the Earl, at length breaking

silence, not abruptly, but in a slow, deep, and
measured voice.

" As nearly as I can recollect, my lord, it must
have been two months," responded the physician.

" And was it to prescribe for her ladyship then,

that you saw her ?" asked the nobleman.
" No—I think not, my lord. If you remember,

it was you yourself, who were unwell at the time."

"To be sure—I do recollect. Then it is possibly

some montiis —three or four," added the Earl,

"since you last visited her ladyship profession-

ally?"

" It must be at least for so long a period as your

lordship has named," replied Dr. Forney.-

The Earl of Castlcmaine made no farther remark
at the moment; but falling back in the carriage,

he folded his arms over his breast and appeared lo

sink into a moody reverie. Ho was a man of dark

complexion, with coal black air, and eyes to match

;

and thus there was something that might almost be

termed terrible in the aspect of that countenance

when thus clouded with inscrutable thouglits. The
doctor ayed him furtively, and could not help think-

ing that there was something wrong, and which

had caused himself to be thus hurriedly fetched by

the Earl in person, and at such an hour. Perhaps

any other individual save Dr. Ferney would have

put direct queries upon these points—or at least

Lave inquire<l what ailed her ladyship: but the

piiysiciau had not the slightest particle of worldly

curiosity in his composition—at the same time that

his feelings were of so delicate a nature that under

such circumstances as tlie present, ho did not even

choose to appear inquisitive where no spontaneous

explanation was at once volunteered.

The carriage rolled on ; and the Earl of Castle

maine continued wrapped up in silence and im-

penetrable gloom. His brows, which were naturally

high-arched, were contracted,—thus giving a scowl-
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my louk to his face : liis lips wuro cumpreased—aud

though the nature of bis thoughts could not be

dccyphered, yet was it full evident that it was no

agreeable topic on which he was pondering. The

doctor, finding that be did not renew the conversa-

tion, threw himself back in bis corner of the car-

riage, and gave way to his own reflections. He
thought of the discovery he bad made iu respect to

the anatomized corpse—bis visit t« liob Shakerly

at the knacker's yard—the old man whom he bad

taken into bis house : and be thought likewise, as

indeed he often and deeply thought, of that un-

known lady whom be had loved so long, and with

Bucli a profound, constant, enduring affection

!

The horses went quick ; and in less than half-an-

brtur from the moment they bad started from the

physician's bouse in Conduit Street, the equipage

dasiied through the iron gates of the railings

fencing the grounds in the midst of which the Earl

of Castlemaine's mansion stood. The gas-lamps

were still burning beneath the portico; and the

moment the vehicle stopped, the Imll-porter opened

the front-door. Lord Castlcmaine alighted, followed

by the doctor; and be led the way up a splendid

Btuircase, into a drawing-room where lights were

burning.
" Sit down," said the Earl :

" for I must speak to

you for a few minutes, ller ladyship," be continued,

after a brief pause, during winch he appeared to

nerve himself as it were with au effort to give ex-

pression to what be was compelled to say, " was

taken ill just now on our return from a party at the

Duke of Harcourt's. I do not know that her illness

is at all dangerous—I do not think it is:" aud his

lips curled strangely as he thus spoke—it might be

in scorn—it might bo- with other emotions-but

which it was impossible to decide. "At all events,

d'jclor," he continued, "you will soon ascertain:

and observe ! I desire that you- communicate to me
the exact truth."

" Wherefore, my lord, should you address me in

this manucr?" asked the piiysieian, with a certain

dignity not unblended with indignation in his looks.

"If you have no faith in me, i cannot consider it

du honour that you have called me in upon this

occasion."

" My dear Dr. Forney, you must not be angry

with me," said the Earl of Castlcmaine, taking the

physician's hand and pressing it with more warmth
than ho was generally aecustoiucd to display. " But
perhaps you will understand me better presently.

You can now ascend to her ladyship's chamb.-r—^you

know the way—I shall await yo i here."

The physician accordingly quitted the drawing-

room ; and mounting the next (light of stairs, reached

a landing wli"Mce two long, carpetted, aud splen-

didly deooruled corridors branched olf— one to

the right wing of the building, the other to the

loft. In (be latter, and at the extrojuity of the

corridor leading thither, the Earl of Ca.-tleinaine's

own private chambers were situated : whde pre-

cisely at the opposite ostremity—namely, in the

right wing—was the elegant suite of apartments oc-

cupied by her ladyship. Dr. Ferne^', who knew the

way well, turned into the brilliantly lighted corridor

leading to the rooms of the Countess; au.1 passing

by some admirable siieeimens of sculpture —some im-
mense Cniuese vases, exhaling perfumes —aud some
lUdllur ones UUod with tlo.vers, he reached the door

of the ante-chamber, ivnocking gently, it w.u im-

mediately opened by the prmcipal lady's-maid of

the Countess. She was a woman of about forty

—

highly respectable—discreet and reserved—not given

to gossipping nor scandal—and devoledly attached

to her mistress. She was weeping—and, indeed,

looked much distressed. The moment the door was

opened, the doctor's ear caught wild and delirious

cries ; and he recognised the voice of Lady Castle-

" Is your mistress very bad, Mrs. Broughton ?**

inquired Ferney, as be entered the ante-chamber.
" Ob, sir—she is raving. For God's sake, come '."

Mrs. Broughton accordingly led the phy>iciaa

through a sitting-room fitted up with mingled cost-

liness and taste—thence into a boudoir furnished ia

a still more elegant manner—and thence again into

a spacious and handsome bed-chamber, where Lady
Castlemaine was sitting upon a sofa, givimj vent to

those delirious cries which the doctor had heard,

and struggling with two of her maids. The elegant

apparel which she had worn at the ball, had been

torn off her—a morning wrapper enveloped her

form—her hair was hanging in disorder over her

half-naked shoulders —her face was pale—her fea-

tures were distorted: there was frenzy in her look%

and delirium in her ravings. But the moment Dr.

Ferney made bis appearance, she either recognised

him, or else became overawed at the presence of a

man—and instantaneously ceasing her cries, threw

herself back upon the sofa.

Dr Ferney bade the two junior maids retire for

the present, while be remained alone with Lady

Castlemaine and Mrs. Broughton. Then he spoke

in soothing tones to her ladyship: but she did not

appear to comprehend him. She gazed in a sort of

vacant wildness upon bis counten.mce for several

minutes : then suddenly placing her hands before

her eyes, she gave a subdued shriek and sank back

insensible. The proper restoratives were admi-

nistered; and when the Countess was returning to

hcivelf, the other maids were summoned from the

adjoining apartment to convey her to her couch.

Scarcely however was she deposited in the bed, when
the ravings of her debrium broke forth anew: and

Dr. Ferney wrote a prescription which he desired

might be sent off to the neare t chemist's at once.

Tiie two junior maids were again dismissed from the

room; and when they had retired. Dr. Ferney,

taking advantage of a temporary lull on the unfor-

tunate lady's part, said, " Tell me, Mrs. Broughiou,

how all this came about."
" My lord and her ladyship," replied the woman,

scarcely able to subdue her sobs as she spoke, " re-

turned home at about a quarter to two o'clock, from

liarcourt ilouse ; but tlie moment her ladyship

alighted from the carriage, she was seized witu a

fainting fit—aud his lordship taking her iu his

arms, b ire her up-stairs to this chamber. I aud the

other maiils, hot hearing the carriage arrive, were

not iuimetliately in attendance. But i was the first

to como hither; and I found his lordship tearing oif

my lady's apparel to give her air." Here AIi's.

Broughton hesitated for a few moments, and then

added iu a low voice and with hesitating mauu«!r,

"Soon afterwards his lordship suddenly broke

away, saying that be would fetch the doctor : aud

then, sir, he went for you."
" 1 uuderstaud, ' observed the physician.
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Some more conversation took place between him-

self and Mrs. Brougbtob, but which we need not

lay before the reader. In half-an-hour the medi-

cine for which he had sent, was brought : but in the

meantime the delirium of the Countess had broken

forth anew—and it was with some difficulty that she

could be forced to take the composing draught. At
length however it was poured down her throat ; and

in a few minutes its cfiects became visible in the lull

of her excited mind which followed.

The physician remained with her ladyship for

another half-liour, and having given Mrs. Broughton

certain requisite instructions, he quitted the sick

chamber, promising to return again by noon. He
then descended to the drawing-room, where he had

left the Earl of Castlcmaine, and wliom he found

walking to and fro, with his arms folded across his

chest, and his looks bent down. He did not imme-
diately perceive the ph^'sician : for the room was

spacious, and the door opened noiselessly. The
doctor accosted him; and the Earl, stopping sud-

denly short, bent upon him a look which, with all

the power of his piercing dark eyes, seemed to

search into his very soul.

"Dr. Ferney, what is the matter with her lady-

ship ?" he demanded, in a deep hollow voice—so

changed indeed from its natural tones that if the

physician had heard it in the dark, he would not

have recognized it. I

"Her ladyship is exceedingly ill," was the re- '

Bponse rendered by Ferney; "and must be kept as

quiet as possible. I have given Mrs. Broughton
the fullest instructions

"
|

" But what is it ?" exclaimed ' the Earl, now
manifesting impatience.

I

" I hope and trust," answered the physician,
[

" that her ladyship will in a few hours become com-
|

posed and regain the powers of her intellect. But
\

I charge your lordship to- avoid anything that may ''

excite her. If this advice be not attended to, I will

not answer for her reason—no, nor yet for her life.

She is in a more dangerous state than your lordship '

ere now appeared to imagine."
|

" But what is it, I again ask ?" ejaculated the

Earl; and an indescribable expression, which had
something demoniac in it, passed convulsively over

his dark countenance.
[

" Her ladyship," responded the physician, who
evidently ti-cmbled lest the announcement he had
i>i make should not be a pleasant on—or rather he'i

had the certainty that it would not,— "her ladyship

is in a way to become a mother."
|

" Ah, I thought so ! Enough, doctor :"—and the

Earl of Castlcmaine instantaneously became sternly

and unnaturally cold. "Of course you will come
and see her soon again ?"

" I have intimated to Mrs. Broughton that I shall

return about noon: but if any threatening symp-
toms should arise, I must at once be sent for."

" No doubt, doctor," responded the Earl, who was
still cold, severe, and ominously implacable. "I
have ordered my carriage to wait to convey you
home."

j

Dr. Ferney then took his leave ; and entering the

vehicle, was speedily whirled back to his own man-
sion. But during tlic ride thither, he reflected sor-

rowfully and with apprehension, upon the circura-

staiiccs of the case which had thus required his

urcsonce.
i

CUAPTEK LXIX,

THE TITLED LADY AND THE OPERA-DANCEB.

It was about noon—on the day following the pven«

ing of Harold Staunton's interview with Emily
Archer at Evergreen Villa—that Lady Saxondale

was walking by herself along the bank of the Trent

at a short distance from the castle. She was pon-

dering upon many subjects, few if any of which were

very pleasurable—and least of all the one for which
she had specially despatched Lord Harold Staunton

to London. Her ladyship could not blind her eyes

to the fact that within the last few weeks tiie

aspect of her affairs liad become most threatening

:

the sky of her destiny had grown suddenly overcast

—and from every quarter did the storm of calami-

ties threaten to burst forth. Within this interval a

new crime had been perpetrated, which weighed

upon her conscience notwithstanding that iron

resolution of soul which she possessed, and which

often rose superior even to the qualms of the secret

monitor within. And then, too, she had fallen from
that pedestal of female honour and chastity upon
which, since her Imsbaud's death nineteen years

back, she had stood so proudly. Yes—she had fallen

in a manner but little calculated to mitigate the

sense of self degradation ! Had she fallen to thro*

herself into the arms of him whom she loved—th
arms of AVilliam Devcril—it would have been diffei

ent : but she had fallen, only to sink into the em-
brace of one whom she hated—Lord Harold Staun-

ton ! This was a fall, therefore, accompanied by
ulter humiliation; and though siie was inspired not

by any true principle of virtue, yet her priile was
deeply wounded. She felt that she was sacrificed to

terrorism, and not to love : she had yielded herself

up to expediency, and not to passion; and these

reflections were accompanied by a profound sense of

self-loathing.

And now, too, she asked herself if Lord Harold's

mission should tail, what course was she to adopt ?

It was but too evident that Mr. Gunthorpe was
resolved, on Deveril's part, to pursue extreme mea-
sures. Oh ! how she hated that Mr. Gunthorpe

.

how bitterly—deeply—cordially, did she hate him!
How she would have rejoiced to be enabled to in-

flict upon him some direful vengeance ! Again, too,

she could not help thinking that there had been
something singular in Fiorina's conduct towards

her for the last two or three days :—nothing very

pointed—no overt display of aversion or pique—but
a certain cold reserve, the cause of which her lady-

ship could not conjecture. Nay, more the ex-

perieneed eye of Lady Sixondalc had even discerned

an inward struggling on Fiorina's part, to conceal,

if not to cotKiuer, that coldness—but without suc-

cess. It was cn-ident therefore that the j'oung

damsel had learnt something concerning her: or

was it mere vexation, because Lady Sayoudnle had
exposed William Deveril amongst all her fashionable

acquaintances? No: this could scarcely bo the

solution of Fiorina's coldness: for tho young
maiden's demeanour towards her ladyship, had not

been that of an uniform reserve ever since tho first

day when Lady Saxondale told her story of Deveril's

alle;;cd impropriety : but it was a change of uouduct

that Fiorina had manifested only within tho past

two or thrco days.



334 THE MTSTEKIES OF THE COtrKT.

ARugcther, Lady Saxondale's reflections were

very far from being of an agreeable character, as

she took her rambles along the bank of the river.

She had come fortli alone, for the purpose of com-

muning with herself. Mr. Ilawkshaw was with

Juliana and Plorina in the garden: Lady Mac-

douald bad remained in-doors to read her books or

amuse herself with her knitting : and thus there

w as no one to intrude upon her ladyship's solitary

walk.

It was noon, we said ; and the patrician lady had

rambled to a distance of about a mile from the

ciistlc, when she was suddenly aroused from her

reverie by the noise of an approaching equipage

;

and looking 'owards the road, she perceived a

post-chaise hastening in the direction of the man-
sion. It was evident that she herself was observed

and recognized by the occupant of that chaise, who
thrusting his head out of the window, ordered the

postilion to stop. He then quickly alighted; and
Lady Saxondale at once saw that it was Lord

llarold Staunton

llor first thought was one of joy and satisfaction,

—believing that he had successfully accomplished

his mission : but her second reflection was the very

levcrse—for ik struck her that as he approached,

there was nothing reassuring upon his countenance.

" Have you succeeded ?" she at once said, without

a single word of prefatory greeting :
" tell me, have

you succeeded f"
'' I am compelled to say that I have not," he re.

[ilied. " I have travelled post since the middle of

the night
"

'Then you have very disagreeable intelligence

for me ?" interrupted her ladyship, becoming pale,

and gazing fixedly and searchiugly upon Harold's

fDunlenance. "Speak!—you mu^t of couise per-

ceive how useless— indeed, how worse than useless

it will be to mislead me."
" I have no such intention," responded Staunton,

somewhat sharply. " Does not the speed with

which I have travelled sufUciently prove that I con-

sider your interests identical with my own ?"

" Then, without more words, explain what has

happened."
" You may expect a visit from £mily Ar-

cher "

" The dancing-girl—Edmund's mistress !" ejacu-

lated Lady Saxondale, with mingled excitement

and disdain.

" Yes : and if I mistake not, she will be here this

evening But rest assured, Harriet," continued

Staunton, " that it is through no understanding

with mo nor any arrangement on my part, that she

"Tlieu you must have managed matters very

badly," rejoined Lady Saxondale; "and the pro-

mises you held out of settling this business, have
proved delusive enough." I

" I could not foresee the turn that things would
take," answered Staunton. " I diil my best. Of
AllVed, my valet, we can make sure ; and there is

one thing satislactory in respect to Emily Archer

—

that she has not gossipped upon the subject. But '

she is mercenary as a Jewess, and is resolved to ex-
tort a much larger sum than I could possibly Lave
anticipated."

|

"And wherefore could you not write to me upon
Ihe subject ? why i\ot keep her iu London until you

received fresh remittances from me?" demandaJ
Lady Saxondale impatiently.

" The girl showed a spirit for which I was not pre«

pare 1—and she demanded no less a sum than-^—
But I shall frighten you with the amount."

" Name it—name it !" cried her ladyship.

" Ten thousand pounds."

Lady Saxondale stopped short in the stupor of

amazement.
" Yes—such is her exorbitance," continued Lord

Harold : then in a tone of increased vexation, he

added, "Altogether my visit to her was an unfortu-

nate one. She would not negotiate with me, but

declared that she would come direct to you. I

thought that if I could procure possession of the

masquerade-dress we might defy her—or at least

bring her more easily to terms. I accordingly con-

trived to steal up to her chamber, where I searched

for the dress. I was unsucce--8ful. By some means
or another, Edmund's suspicions were excited that

there was a rival in the house ; and he discovered

me in that chamber. There was an explosion—

a

quarrel "

" Ah ! you have quarrelled with Edmund ?" said

Lady Saxondale.
" Yes—and he bade me observe that for decency's

s.ike I was never again to set foot within either the

town-mansion or the Lincolnshire castle. And now
you know everything."

Lady Saxondale made no immediate response,

but reflected deeply for several minutes. If the as-

pect of her alliiirs had seemed perplexing previous

to Lord Harold's return, it now appeared ten thou-

sand times more threatening. AVhat was she to do ?

Low was she to act? The circumstances in which
she w as placed required leisure for the most serious

meditation.

" You had better return to the chaise and pro-

ceed on to the castle," she at length said to her
companion. " No one there need know that you
alighted to speak to me; and when we meet pre-

sently, it will be as if I were previously unaware of
your return."

" Perhaps we shall not Lave anotLer opportunity

of conversing alone together, ere j'ou receive Emily
Ai'cher's threatened visit."

" VV(; can decide upon nothuig till I have seen

Ler," rejoined Lady Saxondale. " It will be time
enough t/icn to deliberate upon the coui'sc that is to

bo pursued."
'• You are cold—tlistaut—reserved, Harriet," said

Staunton.
" How would you have me bo towards you ?" de-

manded Lady Saxondale, still speaking in a glacial

voice: then, as her tones suddenly changed into

mocking accents, and ;i3 a smile of withering irony

writhed her lips, she said, " I imagine that if the
exposure which we have been trying to ward off,

should take- place— if \Villiain jjeveril and Mr.
Gualhorpe should pursue their law-process and
overwhelm me with sh ime and dishonour,—I sup-
pose. Lord Harold, tiiat you will not then be so very
anxious to accompany me to the altar ?"

" What have you to (car if Emily Archer cao
be silenced?" asked Staunton, not giving a direct

reply to the. question so homely put.
" But think you tLat I will submit to tLe ex-

tortions of that wouinu?" oxclaimeil her ladyship,

with tiro flasLiug from her eyes. "WLatr tcB
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thousand pounds! and who knows but tliat she

will double the amount of her demands when she

finds that I yield to her first stipulation? No-
Emily Archer must be dealt with in some other

way. And now return to your chaise. It is useless

•o prolong the discourse at present."

With these words Lady Saxondale turned

abruptly round, and began retracing her steps

towards the castle. Lord Harold Staunton stood

irresolute for nearly a minute; and -lie was half

inclined to rejoin her ladyship and seek an expla-

nation of those ominous words to which she had just

given utterance. But with a cold shudder he feared

to have their meaniug completely cleared up ; and

therefore hurried ba k to the chaise, which quickly

conveyed him on to the castle.

As he alighted at the entrance-gates, he met his

Bister Fiorina, who had discreetly left Juliana and

Mr. Hawkshaw to walk by themselves in the

garden, knowing that the latter was paying his

court to the former.

_
" Ah, Flo !" said Harold, in the usual careless,

indifferent manner wi h which he was accustomed

to treat his sister. " Lounging about by yourself

—

eh?"
"You have returned unexpectedly, have you

not ?" inquired Floriaa, with a look of somewhat
anxious scrutiny at her brother's appearance,

which sufficieutiy indicated that he had not been

in bed all night.

" Oh ! I was desirous to get back," he answered,

assuming an ofT-hand manner. " You know, when
I went away I promised to rejoin you as soon as

possible. But you look strange, Fiorina ? Has
anything happened ? What is the matter ?"

"Nothing, nothing," replied the young damsel.

••You seem as if you required rest,—you have

doubtless travelled all night ''

" Yes—I shall go and lie down for an hour or

two :"—and thus speaking. Lord Harold Staunton

hastened into the castle.

" Oh, my poor unhappy brother !" murmured
Fiorina to herself, as she turned abruptly away and
proceeded along the bank of the river. " What
will become of you, if you are indeed, as I suspect,

by some means ensnared in the meshes of Lady
Saxondale?"

Hours passed away — evening came— and the

company at the castle assembled at the dinner-table.

Mr. Hawkshaw had been invited to remain : and
he of course sat next to Juliana, towards whom his

attentions were so marked that Lord Harold Staun-

ton had no difficulty in perceiving he was paying
his court to her. Lady Saxondale did the honours
of the table with her wonted display ofgood-breeding

;

and it would have been dllhcult for a casual observer

to discern the agitation of a trouhlc^d soul beneath
that external self-possession. Fiorina was silent

and pensive: for not even Doveril's parting injunc-

tion, tliat she was to dissemble for a short period

the unpleasant thoughts which his revelations had
excited in her mind, could lead the young damsel so

far to play the hypocrite as to appear joyous or gay
wL«n she was receiving the hospitality of a woman
whom she alike dreaded and loathed, and while slu

was trembling for the welfare of a brother whom
he knew to bo ensnared in that designiug woman'.-

trammels.

After dinner the whole party descended into the

garden, where they soon divided themselves into

couples— Juliana and Mr. Hawkshaw pairing off

into one avenue—Lady Macdonald and Fiorina into

another— and Lord Harold Staunton remaining

alone with Lady Saxondale. But scarcely had the

two last-mentioned thus found themselves together

—and ere a single syllable of any consequence had
passed between them—the sounds of a travelling

equipage dashing up to the castle, but concealed

from their view by the trees, reached their ears.

" This is doubtless the Opera-dancer,'" said Lady
Saxondale. " If so, I shall see her alone. Do not

attempt to make your appearance : for after all you
have told me, I question whether she would be over
well pleased to meet you."

" But what course do you purpose to adopt ?"

inquired Harold, gazing earnestly upon Lady Sax-
ondale's countenance.

" I must be entirely guided by circumstances,"

rejoined her ladyship.

A domestic now made his appearance, with the

intimation that a lady, who had just arrived in a
post-chaise, sought an immediate interview with the

mistress of the castle.

" Did she give her card or name ?" asked Lady
Saxondale, with perfect self-possession.

" No, my lady," returned the domestic. " She
said that as she was unknown to your ladyship, it

was useless to do so."

" I will see her," said Lady Sax indale : and she

accordingly re-entered the castle, the footman indi-

cating the apartment to which the visitress hud
been shown.

As the door was thrown open and Lady Saxondale

crossed the threshold of that room, she armed her-

self with all her patrician diguity—invested herself

with all her haughty pride ; and drawn up to her

full height—stately as a queen, yet elegant and
graceful in all her movements -she aoco ,ted tlie

visitress, who rose from the seat whicii she had taken.

At a glance Lady Saxondale scanned her from head
to foot. She saw that she was haudnome — that she

was dressed with more magnificence than taste—and
likewise that she possessed a hardihood and an
effrontery well calculated for the business upon
which she had come. Indeed, the spirit of tlie

visitress was such as to prevent her from expe-

riencing the slightest embarrass uent on finding

herself m the presence of the haughty and brilliant

Lad^' Saxondale, whom however she regarded, with

some little degree of curiosity ; for though she had

occasionally seen her in her box at the Opera, and
also in her carriage in the park, yet this was the

first time that she had ever looked her face to face.

" Whom have I the pleasure of addressing ?"

inquired her ladyship, with a cold politeness, and

seeming as if she entertained not the slightest idea

of who her visitress was.

"Perhaps your ladyship may have heard of

Mademoiselle D'Alembert ?"

" No, never—at least not to my present recollec-

tion," responded Lady Saxondale, pretending to

rollect, as if she were taxing her memory : and still

by remaining standing, she sought to keep the ilamt-

cutsc standing likewise.

" And yet I have seen your ladyship at the It.alian

Opera," resumed Miss Archer, whose pride was hurt

at th« thought of hor name being so utterly wi-

known to Lady Saxondale.
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• It inay be so; but one of coarse does not know

everybody who frequents places of public amuse-

ment."

"Our conversation is likely to be a lon^ one,"

said Emily ;
" and as I am fatigued with travelling

by railway and by post-chaise, you will permit me
to be seated:"—saying which, she deposited herself

in a free and easy manner upon a sofa, and un-

fastened the ribbons of her bonnet to give herself air

—for the evening was close and sultry.

" Now perhaps," observed Lady Saxondale, like-

wise taking a seat, but with a cold, distant, formal

air, as if to rebuke the familiarity which her visi-

tress seemed inclined to display,
—"now perhaps,

you will have the goodness to inform me for what

purpose you have sought this interview."

"Does your ladyship really mean me to un-

derstand," exelaiinod Emily, " that my name is

unknown to you? Well, of that no matter. I

will speedily explain who I am. At the Italian

Opera I am Mademoiselle D'Alembert—where I

condescend to dance, apparently for the diversion of

suL'h as your ladyship who lounge in the boxes, but

in reality because it suits my whim and gratifies my
pride. Bat at my own house. Evergreen Villa—
where I live in excellent style—my name is Miss

Archer; and it is as Miss Archer that I now intro-

duce myself to your ladyship. I may add that your

son Lord Saxondale has recently been a very inti-

mate friend of miao—until last ni^ht, when I picked

a quarrel with him for the express purpose of caus-

ing a lasting breach between us. A certain Lord

Harold Staunton," pursued Emily, with a significant

and half-malicious smile, " who I believe is well

known to your ladyship, can explain these particu-

lars the next time you see him."

The danseuse delivered herself of this speech in

a sort of half-ilippaut, half-familiar manner, which

stirred the proud soul of Lady Saxondale to its

nethermost depths ; and she looked coldly stern and

supremely haughty as she bent her gaze upon Miss

Archer.
" You have introduced yourself, it is true," said

her ladyship :
" but the object of your visit is as yet

unexplained."
" It is really difficult for me to believe that you*

ladyship has no suspicion of the object of my visit,"

resumed Emily : "but if it be so, explanations arc

easily given. In short, your ladyship has only to

reflect whether there be anything at all peculiar in

respect to yourself and Loni Harold Staunton, in

order to arrive at a complete idea of my purpose."
" You arc speaking in a manner which is almost

sufficient to induce me to order you from my pre-

sence."

"No—your ladyship will do notliing of the kind,"

was Emily Archer's cool response. " I can read the

human countenance well enough ; and at this mo-
ment while I am addressing you, there is a certain

trouble in your's—though 1 must confess that it

woulil escape the notice of any one who was not a

very close observer. Now, in plain terms," con-

tinued Miss Archer, "I am conlident that you do

know that Lord Harold Staunton called upon me
last night in London and made certain proposals

to me. He oflered me monies which could not

have porsibly been his own, and which you must
have therefore placed in his hands—or at least pro-

mised to fui-nish for a particular purpose."

Lady Saxomlale biUher lip with a vexation whic^
she could not possibly control. She had endea-
voured to overawe the danseuse—to brow-beat her
—to reduce her, in short, Uj that state of sub-
mission in which it would be comparatively easy to

dictate her own terms, instead of having terms dic-

tated to herself. But in this aim she w^as frus-

trated by the cool self-possession—we miglit aim -st

say the impudent elfrontery, of Mademoiselle

D'Alembert: and therefore her ladyship perceived

it to be necessary to go upon quite another tack.

"Will you, in a few words," she said, "tell ma
precisely what you demand? There need be no
farther explanation between us in the form of pre-

face or prelude. I am well aware —indeetl I <lo not

attempt to deny, that there is some foolish and
absurd scandal existing against me in cert lin

quarters; and unfortunately ray own son has, in

his natural thoughtlessness, given «ncouragemont
to it. It were easy for me to ridicule the scamlal

and scorn the scandalmongers ; but the worhl is

so wicked, that it is not always prudent to make
light of such matters; and therefore, if your stipu-

lations be at all reasonable, I do not know that 1

shall refuse U) accede to them."
" I require ten thousand pounds," replied Emily

Archer ;
" on which condition I will give up a certain

dress that I have in my possession."

" Your terms are exceedingly high. Miss Archer,"

responded Lady Saxondale: "although, as a matter

of course, the sum you have named is but a trifling

one to me."

"Oh! in that case," exclaimed the danseuse, "I
cannot consent to bate one farthing; and indeed

your ladyship ought to be very much obliged to mo
for not doubling the amount of my demand."

"Were you to hint at such a thing," rejoined

her ladyship, " I would close the negotiation
at once. But so far as ten thousand pounds
go, I will offer no objection. You have the
dress with you, you say."

" It is in the post-chaise which has brought
me hither from Lincoln. My maid, who accom-
panied me, has it iu charge."

I

" You must be well aware, Miss Archer,"
resumed Lady Saxondale, " that I have not so
large a sum as ten thonaaud pounds in the
castle at this moment."

" Your ladyship's cheque upon your London
banker will fully answer the purpose," observed
the danseuse.

" That I cannot give. My bankers would be
surprised at my drawing so large a draught in

favour of a young lady engaged at the Opera.
It would be immediately believed that I was
encouraging my son in a cert.ain course to which
I will no farther allude. To-morrow I can pro-
cure the money in notes and gold from my
banker at Gainsborough ; and therefore," con-
tinned her ladyship, " if you do not mind wait-
ing in Lincolnshiro until to-morrow even-
ing

"

" Oh ! I have not the slightest objection," ex-
claimed Emily. " It will suit me well. I will

return at once to Lincoln. Name your own
hour. Lady Saxondale, when I can meet you
here to-morrow."

" You cannot be at all surprised if I adopt
some—as I think, necessary—precaution in re-

spect to this second interview which must take
place."

" Stipulate your own conditions : they shall

be attended to."
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Lady Saxondale appeared to reflect for some
minutes : and then she said, " It must be at a

somewhat late hour to-morrow evening when our

interview takes place; and it cannot be within the

castle-walls. I should be exposed to a thousand

^isajfreeable suspicions if you were to visit me here

again. As it is, I shall have to invent some excuse

ij account for your present appearance here. Do
you think, however, that yoar maid—whom you say

you have with you in your chaise—is likely to gossip

with my domestics ?"

"I am convinced she will not, my lady. I gave
no name on my arrival; and therefore you may
recognise every inclination on my part to con-

duct this negotiation with as much delicacy as

possible. In the first place, my servant does not

know the object of my coming, nor what the

masquerade-dress we have brought with us has to

do with my visit ; and in the second place, she

will not mention my name to your servants, even if

they speak to her while she waits in the chaise."

" I thank you, Miss Archer, for these assurances,"

resumed Lady Saxondale, whose tone and look had
gradually been displaying more affability and con-

descension since that p int in the discourse at which

she went off on her new tack. " I am now better

able to suggest the requisite arrangements for our

interview of to-morrow evening. In the first place,

ycu must remove to-morrow from Lincoln to Gains-

borough. This latter town is but a few miles dis-

tant from the castle; and there is a pleasant walk
along the bank of the river, so that without even

inquiring your way, you cannot possibly mistake it.

Will you to-morrow evening—say at about half-past

tune o'clock—meet me on the bank of the river

midway between Gainsborough and the castle?—

and the matter can be settled at once. I shall come
provided with the money : you on your part will

have the masquerade-dress."
" But your ladyship has no objection that I should

be accompanied by my maid ?"

" Not the slightest—on condition that you do not

tell her whom it is that you are to meet : for how-
ever trustworthy you may consider her, I by no
means wish to place myself in her power."

" May she not recognize your ladyship ?"

" Not through the dark veil that I shall wear

—

nor in the disguise that I shall adopt in my apparel

altogether."

" But are there no other means, Lady Saxon-

dale," inquired Emily Archer, not altogether relish-

ing the extreme mystery of the arrangement, " by
which the negotiation can be completed P If, for

instance, I were to meet you at Gainsborough to-

morrow when you visit your banker "

" No, Miss Archer—I am so well known at

Gainsborough that I cannot risk being talked

about. Unless indeed the whole affair be managed
with the utmost secrecy, it will not be worth my
while to give one single shilling to seal your lips."

" Then be it as your ladyship has decided," re-

joined Emily. " For my part I do not object to i

whatsoever precautions your ladyship chooses to I

take."

"You must understand that they are indis-

pensably necessary," said Lady Saxondale. "But
one word more. If you maintain the strictest

•ecrecy in respect to all these proceedings—and if

the end ot a year from the present time you have
i

kept in your own bosom whatsoever you know
concerning my affairs—you may present yourself

again to me, and I will give you five thousand
pounds more as a final and closing reward."

" Your ladyship may depend upon me," exclaimed

Emily, scarcely able to conceal her joy at these

golden results of her negotiation.

She then rose to take her leave—first however
advancing up to one of the splendid mirrors in the

apartment, and tying the strings of her coquettish

French bonnet: then with a theatrical curtsey,

which made the ample folds of her rich satin dress

swell out like a balloon all around her. Mademoiselle

d'Alembert quitted the apartment. She descended

to the post-chaise which was waiting ; and taking

her seat inside the vehicle, from which her attendant

souhrette had not alighted, was speedily on her

way back again to Lincoln.

CHAPTER LXX.

IHB THOBOTTeH-BBBD.

O5 the following day Mr. Hawkshaw arrived to

lunch at Saxondale Castle, shortly after one o'clock,

according to invitation given him by the lady of the

mansion herself ere he took his departure on the

previous evening. He came on a most splendid

thorough-bred horse, of which he had spoken the

day before, and concerning which Lord Harold

had expressed some degree of curiosity. During
luncheon, Staunton renewed the conversation relative

to tiie horse; and Mr. Hawkshaw launched forth

into enthusiastic eulogies of its brilliant qualities,

—at the same time describing it as one which only

a fearless rider would venture to mount.
"Perhaps," said Lord Harold, with a smile,

"you are not aware, Mr. Hawkshaw, that I am
considered by my friends to be a most excellent

equestrian; and if you will permit me the oppor-

tunity, after luncheon, I will convince you whether

I am afraid to take yom' horse at the highest

gate we can find in the fields round about."

" I request, Harold, that you will not be so

foolish," said Fiorina, who, notwithstanding her

diminished opinion of her brother's rectitude of

principle and worth of character, nevertheless still

entertained for him too great a sisterly regard not

to be frightened at this proposed venture on liis

part.

" And I also must interpose my authority," said

Lady Macdonald :
" that is to say, if I possess any

—which indeed I hope I do. For people in our

sphere of life
"

"My dear aunt," interrupted Staunton,—"and

you also, Fiorina, I cannot possibly listen to your

fears: or rather you must permit me to tell you

both that they are quite unfounded. Have I not

been out hunting often ? did I not ride at the cele

brnted Dunchurch steeple-chase ?"

" But, my lord," said Lady Saxondale, with an

air of grave remonstrance, " I think that your auni

and dear Flo have given you most excellent advice;

and if you will allow me to add the weight of mine,

I must beg that you think no more of riding Mr.

llawkshaw's horse—at least not for the purpose

of taking any desperate leaps."

" What docs Mr. Hawkshaw himself say ?"
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•aked Juliana. " For he of course ia the best judge

respecting the danger to be incurred."

"You shall see me take a gate first," replied the

Squire; "and then you four ladies can constitute a

jury to decide whether Lord Harold shall attempt

the same achievement."

"Indeed, if there be any danger," said Juliana,

throwing a look of alarm upon her lover, " I can-

not think of permitting even you to try the feat."

"Danger, my dear Miss Farefield !" exclaimed

the Squire, at the same time rewarding her with

a look of grateful rapture :
" there is none for a

really good horseman."

"Nevertheless," said Lady Saxondale, "I would

much rather that Lord Harold should follow the

advice which his aunt and sister have given him. It

is foolish to run risks of this kind."

"Well, we shall see," ejaculated Harold, rising

from his seat. " Come, Mr. Hawkshaw—you and

I will go down to the stables and have the horse

brought out ; and the ladies will perhaps join us

presently in the park."

No objection was offered to this proposal, and the

two gentlemen accordingly withdrew. The ladies

then ascended to their chambers to put on their

walking attire ; and in about half-an-hour they all

four traversed the gardens and entered the park,

where Mr. Hawkshaw was already mounted on his

splendid horse, showing off its paces to Lord Harold

Staunton, who admired the animal exceedingly.

" Let us proceed," said the Squire, " towards yon-

der palings. There is a five-barred gate in that

barrier."

Juliana walked by the side of the steed which her

admirer rode : and true to the tactics whicli she had
so skilfully adopted, first to captivate and after-

wards to secure Mr. Hawkshaw's heart, she talked

to him of nothing else but his favourite steed.

" Pray, Harold," said Fiorina, taking her brother's

arm, " do not attempt anything rash. Do not, I

beseech you ! An accident so soon occurs."

" How is it, Flo," inquired Staunton, " that you
are so very anxious concerning me all of a

sudden ?"

" How can you talk in this manner, Harold ?"

said his sister, gazing up at him reproachfully as

she walked by his side.

" Oh ! I thought you were rather cool to me
yesterday after my return—and likewise this morn-
ing. I did not know, however," continued Staunton,

"in what way I had offended you "

" But whatsoever amount of offence you might
give me, Harold," interrupted his sister, " I should

still be anxious concerning you all tlie same; and
therefore I beg that you will undertake nothing

rash. Of course I am no judge of horses; but it

seems to me that !Mr. Hawkshaw's is very spirited,

and that it is one which only a person accustomed to

ride it, and who therefore knows it well, ought to

attempt any bold feat with."

"Well, luy dear Flo," returned Harold carelessly,
"* we shall see all about it presently. Pray don't

•larra yourself beforehand."

Lady Saxondale and Lady Macdouald had followed

at a little distance, and wore conversing on the same
subject—the former beiug to all appearances quite

as averse as the latter that Staunton should take so

daring a leap with a steed which he had uever ridden

befora.

In a few minutes the palings skirting the park

were reached ; and a halt was made. There was a

very high gate in that boundary ; and this was tha

one which Mr. Hawkshaw proposed to leap. Ju-

hana raised her eyes towards him with a look of

tenderness and alarm—so that the Squiro could

scarcely refrain from bending down and giving ut-

terance to a few words expressive of his rapture at

the interest which she thus demonstrated on his

behalf. Yet he did restrain himself; because the

period which he had prescribed for courtship ero

avowing his passion, had not yet passed : but then

he looked all he would have said, and the eloquence

of his eyes told a tale satisfactory enough to the

intriguing and selfish Mies Farefield.

Taking a proper distance—but with the uncon-

cern and fearlessness of a man who knew perfectly

well what his horse could do, and what he himself

might in all safety venture—Squire Hawkshaw gal-

lopped the steed at the gate and cleared it in the

most beautiful style, to the admiration of those who
beheld him. Cantering into the middle of the field

on the other side of the park-railings, he wheeled

the horse round—gallopped it back again at the

gate—and leaped over in the same admirable man-

" There !" he said, springing from tho steed as he

reached the spot where the ladies had remained

standing with Lord Harold: "you see that anything

can be done with this horse."

"Then I am sure that I need not fear to venture,"

said the young nobleman: and he advanced to take

the bridle from the Squire's hand.

" No, Harold !" cried Fiorina: " do not, I beseech

you—do not
!"

But by the time she had uttered these words,

her brother had sprung upon the horse ; ard

gallopping away, he made a wide circuit, not oidy

to settle himself well upon the animal's bajk and

try its paces for himself, but also to convince tho

Squire that he was no mean equestrian.

" Your ladyship need fear nothing," said Mr.

Hawkshaw, addressing himself to Fiorina :
" for

your brother is quite capable of doing with that

horse whatsoever I can do."

"But you are such a superb rider," remarked

Juliana in an undertone, accompanying her com-

pliment with a tender look.

" Lord Harold is as good as I am," returned the

Squire, surveying Staunton's equestrian perform-

ance with the eye of a con^ioiseur. " See, he is

going to take the gate ! Stand back a little.

Pray, don't be afraid, ladies ! I can assure you ha

is all safe. It is perfectly right—he knows what

he is about. Why, he sits upon the back of that

horse as if ho formed part of it. There—away he

goes
!"

And away Lord Harold did go, clearing the gate

in as fine a style as Mr. Hawkshaw had already

twice done. But all in an instant shrieks burst

forth from the ladies, and an ejaculation of alarm

from the Squire: for scarcely hail Staunton leapt

the gate, when he disappeared from the horse's back

—the steed gallopped on—and ho was left lying io

the field.

"O heaven, he is killed! he is killed!" was tho

wild cry that issued from Fiorina's lips: and she

sprang franlitvdly towards tho gate.

" Do not bo alarmed, dear Flo," said Harold,
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balf raising himself, but apparently witli great pain

;

*n I then be sank back again.

The gate was opened—and in a moment he was

surrounded by ail the party. He was very pale,

and looked up with anguish on his countenance.

Fiorina threw herself upon her knees by his side,

while Mr. Hawkshaw assisted her to raise him.

Lady Macdonald was excessively alarmed—Lady
Saxondale seemed so—and J uliana was frightened

as much as it was in her nature to care for anybody.
" Where are you hurt, Harold ? For heaven's

sake, speak !" cried his sister, full of anguish. " Oh,

do speak, Harold !—tell me whore you are hurt."

" It is nothing— beyond a mere fall— a few

bruises," murmured Staunton, as if with dilliculty

giving utterance to the words.

Mr. Uawkshaw rau his hands over Lord Harold's

arms and then his legs ; and finding that he did not

give vent to any expression of pain, the Scjuire at

once concluded that no bones were broken.
" Stand up, my lord—let us assist you to rise.

There !" he exclaimed, as he and Fiorina together

helped Staunton to regain his feet. "How do you

feel now ?"

" Better—much better : I am only bruised. Eun
and get your horse, Hawkshaw : I can stand alone

now—or at least supported on my sister's arm.

Thanks, dear Flo, for the kind interest you take in

me."

Mr. Hawkshaw, now perfectly assured that no-

thing very serious was the matter with Lord Harold,

hastened in pursuit of the steed, which he soon

caught ; and on leading it back to the spot where

the accident had occurred, he found Staunton lean-

ing against the gate surrounded by the ladies, who
were receiving his assurances that he only felt very

much shaken, but that there was notliing serious to

ai)prehend. To his sister's proposal that medical

assistance should be sent for, he gave a decisive

negative,—declaring that he had experienced on
former occasions more severe falls than the present

one.

"The best thing you can do, my lord," said

Hawkshaw, " is to get back to the castle and go to

bed. You must lie up for two or three days, at

the end of which time you will be perfectly re-

covered."

" Decidedly I shall follow your advice," responded
Staunton. " Come, let me loan on your arm, Flo

—

and your's too, aunt : for I feel somewhat weak

—

whicii is to be expected."
" God be thanked it is no worse !" said Lady

JIaedonald, as she gave her nephew her arm,
while Fiorina fervently echoed her elderly relative's

words.
" I can't fancy how the deuce you could have

managed it," said Mr. H/uvkshaw, leading his horso

by the bridle, as the party moved slowly onward
towards the castle. " You cleared the gale in beau-

tiful style: nobody could have done it better. I

watched you as narrowly as possible the whole time

;

and it seemed to me that when landing on the op-

posite side, you were as firm in yo\u* ^addlo as at

the moment the horse made the spring. 13 ut all of
a sudden you disappeared as if shot by some unseen
hand."

" I myself can scarcely tell how it did occur," re-

plied Harold, speaking in a voice that seemed very
fetlU iukI «*iik. "I a.iu'l knew \vh.>th.T it wn^ a

sudden dizziness, or a loss of balance—ui whether
the horse shied at the moment "

" No, that I can swear he didn't !" exclaimed
Hawkshaw :

" he never swerved a hair'»-breadth to

right or left, but went straight on as he always

docs. However, the harm's done : and there is no
more use in talking about it. At the same tim^
my lord, I don't think that your reputation need be

considered damaged as a good equestrian : for you
certainly took the gate gallantly, and there is no
mistake abuut that."

The party reached the castle ; and Lord Harold
was conducted up to his chamber, where he got to

bed, declaring his intention of remaining there for a

day or two. The incident appeared to throw a
damp upon the spirits of every one—the gloom
being genuine in some respects, feigned no doubt
in olliers. Mr. Hawkshaw, who was a generous

and frank-hearted man, expressed himself in the

kindest terms relative to Harold ; and two or three

times in the course of the day he ascended to his

lordship's chamber to inquire how he felt. Fiorina

would have remained there altogether to attend

upon her brother : but Harold preferred being left

alone, as he said that the shock which he had sus-

tained had left an exceeding drowsiness behind it.

Mr. Hawkshaw stayed to dinner, which was served

up as usual between six and seven o'clock. He and
Juliana walked out together in the garden after-

wards,—the other ladies remaining in-doors. Be-

tween eight and nine o'clock the Sqmre and Mis3
Farefic'ld ascended to the drawing - room, where
Lady Saxondale, Lady Macdonald, and Fiorina wera
seated.

" How gets on the patient ?" asked the Squire.
" With your ladyship's permission I will pay him
another visit ; and then perhaps he will like to be

left quiet for the rest of the evening."
" Do so," responded Lady Saxondale, to whom

the remark was addressed. " I will accompany
you. And, Fiorina—perhaps you will come with

us?"

The three accordingly proceeded to Staunton's

chamber; and in answer to their queries ho said

that he felt very stiff and sore—that he was much
bruised—and feared he should be unable to leave

his chamber for some days. Fiorina again urged

the necessity of having professional assistance : but

her brother said that it was useless—and Mr. Hawk-
shaw himself did not consider it to be by any means
necessary, adding that a good night's rest would do

wonders for him.
" \Vc will therefore leave his lordship to his re-

pose," said Lady Saxondale. " The bell-pull is

within your reach; and I have given orders that

your slightest wants or wishes are to be attended

to."

" My grateful thauks arc due to your ladyship,"

replied Staunton, with as much respect as if not

the slightest improper intimacy had ever taken place

between himself and the splendid mistress of the

castle.

Her ladyship, Fiorina, and Mr. Hawkshaw wished

Harold good night, and quitted the chamber,—re-

tiu'niug to the drawing-room, whore they reported

to Lady Macdonald and Juliana how the patient

was getting on.

" I must now leave you to amuse yourselves as

best y.>n o.^n for ton minutes or a quarter of «D
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hour," ea-.d Lady Saxondale, " while I repair to the

library to write a few letters."

Thus speaking, she quitted tlie room. But hev

absence was not lonefer than she had specified ; and
on her return she sat down to join in the conversa-

tiou with her daughter and her guests.

CHAPTEE LXXI.

A THAGEDY.

It was about half-past eight o'clock on this same
evening of which wo are speaking, that Mr. Gun-
thorpe and WiUiam Deveril set out on foot from an

hotel at Gainsborough, where they had arrived

during the afternoon ; and they proceeded along the I

bank of the river towards Saxondale Castle. The
sun had gone down half-an-hour previously : the

twilight was waning—the dusk was setting in—but

by the appearance of the evening there was no pro-

bability of the darkness being so great as to render

tlie walk by the side of the Trent at all dangerous.

Deveril, moreover, had been there before, and per-

fectly remembered the various features of the route.

"I wonder wliether the fellow ChifBn will keep

his appointment," said Mr. Gunthorpe, after they

had walked a considerable distance—and it was now
past nine o'clock.

" I think there can be no doubt of it," replied

Deveril. " The man is evidently one who will do

anything for money ; and the prospect of receiving

a large reward from you, sir, will win him over to

our interests. But really I am quite ashamed when
I think of all the trouble you are taking on my be-

half—and what is more still, all the money you are

spending."
" Stuff and nonsense !" ejaculated Mr. Gunthorpe

petulantly. " How often am I to tell you not to

address me in that way ? If you ever speak to me
again in such terms, I shall think that you mean
intentionally to offend me."

" No, my dear sir—you cannot think that : be-

cause you know it to be impossible. On the con-

trary, you would doubtless consider it very extra-

oidinary if I did not express all my gratitude

towards you. Ah ! it was here," suddenly exclaimed

Deveril, " that I rescued that strange woman from

/Irowning; and yonder is the cottage to which we
wore both conveyed. You perceive that glimmering

light?"

"Yes," said Mr. Gunthorpe; "and I tell you
what, William—I feel uncommonly thirsty ; and we
will just step out of our way that much, and call

u))on those good peasants. There is plenty of time:

for ChifEn will of course wait for us. That con-

founded soup at the hotel in Gainsborough was so

salt that it has left my throat as dry as if I had
been eating red herrings."

Mr. Gunthorpe and Deveril accordingly turned

away from the bank of the river and approached the

cottage, which they reached in a few minutes. On
knocking at the door it was opened by the peasant

himself, who instantaneously recognizing Deveril as

the light from tVie room streamed upon his coun-

tenance, gave vent to an ejaculation of surprise and

joy.

"This i« kind of you, sir, to come and see us

again ! Walk in, sir. Mother, here is Mr. Deveril

—and another gentleman along with him."
" They are both heartily welcome," said the old

woman, making her appearance ; and in the kind-

ness of her heart she grasped Deveril's hand.

Our young hero and Mr. Gunthorpe entered the

little sitting-room of the cottage, where the old

woman's daughter welcomed Deveril in her turn.

But there were two other persons in this room

—

two females. One was handsomely dressed, and
had the air, if not exactly of a lady, at least of

a person in good circumstances; while the other,

who appeared to be her maid, carried a large brown
paper parcel in her hand. It immediately struck

Deveril that he had seen the countenance of the

lady before: but he could not at the instant re-

collect when or where.

"Sit down, gentlemen," said the old woman,
bustling about to give Mr. Gunthorpe and our

hero chairs :
" there's plenty of room. Well, wo

have got company this evening! Who would have

thought it ? This lady and her maid have taken

a longer walk than they meant to do, as they

say—and were so tired they were obliged to step

in and sit down for a few minutes. But what

will you take, gentlemen? Our fare is humble,

yet such as it is, you are most welcome."

"My friend here,'' answered Deveril, "is exceed-

ingly thirsty. A draught of water, or milk "

" Or cider ? " exclaimed the old woman. " We
have got some good cider ; and this lady and her

maid have pronounced it excellent."

"Yes—that assurance I can certainly give yo%
gentlemen," said the handsomely-dressed female,

who had never taken her fine dark eyes off Deveril

since the first moment he entered the cottage:

for she was evidently struck by the exceeding

beauty of his person, as well perhaps by having

heard his name mentioned by the old woman's

son when he made his appearance.

Deveril bowed courteously as she spoke ; and

again it struck him that he had seen her before.

" If it be not impertinent, sir," she said, " are

you the Mr. Deveril whose name created so much
sympathy on a recent occasion?" — then as our

hero again bowed, though somewhat distantly

—

for he did not much like the hardihood of his

questioner's looks,—she exclaimed, " Ah ! I am
well acquainted with Lord Harold Staunton, and

his intimate friend Lord Saxondale too."

" Do you come from London, then ? " inquired

Mr. Gunthorpe, in his blunt maimer.

"I reside habitually in London," was the re-

sponse ;
" but a little business has brought me down

into these parts. I dare say," added the lady,

"that my name is not unfamiliar to you, gentlemen.

I am Mademoiselle D'Alcmbert of the Italian

Opera."
" Ah !" ejaculated Deveril, now instantaneously

recollecting where he had seen her countenance

before.
" Yes—that is my name," she continued, flatter-

ing herself that it was in a<lmiring surprise that the

young gentleman had sent forth that exclamation.

" But come," she added, addressing herself to her

souhrette ; " we must be off."

Kising from her seat, she oetentatiously took from

I her purse a sovoreigu, which she tendi'red to the old

woman of the cottage, who literally coufouudod
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herself in curtseys at this unlooked-for liberality

;

but Mademoiselle D'Alembert, turning abruptly

away with the air of one who does not require

thanks for any evidence of her bounty, said in a sort

of half-whisper to our hero, " If, on your return to

London, Mr. Deveril, you would favour me with a

call at Evergreen Villa, in the Seven Sisters' Koad,

Holloway, I shall be happy to receive you."
" I thank you, Mademoiselle," replied William,

bowing coldly and distantly :
" but I shall not be

enabled to avail myself of your polite invitation."

The large dark eyes of Emily Archer flashed with
sudden fires—her countenance became crimson

—

she bit her lip, and was evidently about to give ut-

terance to some angry ejaculation, for she was deeply

mortified: but restraining herself, she passed on
without saying a word, flouncing indignantly out

of the cottage, followed by the soubrctte, who turned

up her nose with a half grimace at both Deveril and
Mr. Gunthorpe as she whisked by them.

" Ah ! they be London folks, I see," said the old

woman. " They give their gold—but they also give

theirselves airs."

The cider was now produced. Mr. Gunthorpe
and Deveril each took a glass, and pronounced it

excellent.

" I wonder what that woman and her servant can
be doing out here at such a time in the evening,"

observed Mr. Gunthorpe to our hero. " It's very

strange—is it not? But didn't she say ghe was ac-

quainted with Lord Saxondale ? Perhaps she has

come after him. However, it's no business of our's
:"

—then turning to the peasant woman, he said, "You
behaved most kindly to my young friend here on a

recent occasion ; and thoug h I have no doubt ha
testified his gratitude, yet you must permit me to

show mine on his behalf."

With these words Mr. Gunthorpe put five sove-

reigns upon the table—and then hurried out of the

cottage, accompanied by William Deveril, but fol-

lowed to the door by the old woman, her son, and
her daughter, who all three poured forth their most
heartfelt gratitude for this proof of generosity.

And true generosity it was—the money being given
from motives of the purest kindness, very different

indeed from the ostentation which had ere now ac-

companied the gift of Emily Archer.

Mr. Gunthorpe and Deveril sped away from the

cottage, and in a few minutes reached the bank of
the river, whore they were almost immediately joined

by CliilHn the Cannibal, who was coming from the

direction of Saxondale Castle. The ruflian had his

club under his arm, and his hands thrust into the

pockets of his great rough shaggy coat : his bat-

tered white hat was cocked a little on one side—and
the blue smoke was curling up fi-om the bowl of a
short pipe which he held in iiis mouth.

" Weil, goutloinen," ho said, " so you are come
according to appointment ? My eyes, what a laik

I have just had ! Tliere was two women a little

way fartlier on in that direction,"—jerking his

thumb over his shoulder towards the castle ;
" and

when they saw me they screeched out as if they
took me for a highwayman. Now really, gentlemen,
I think I look a trifle more respectable than that—
don't I ?"—and Mr. Chitlia gave a deep chuckling
liiugli at what he considered to be the morrincss of
his conceit.

" Ah, I suppose they are the same we saw just

now at the hut," said Mr. Gunthorpe. " I» it poi-

siblo that they are going to the castle ?"

" Well, it looks like it," responded Chiflan. " But,

I say, gentlemen—if anything is to be done to-night,

we must look sharp. For it's now close upon ten

o'clock : and at eleven, you know, her ladyship will

peep into the chapel of the castle to see if I am
there."

" Well," said Mr. Gunthorpe, "you are to intro-

duce us thither along with you. I suppose there are

plenty of places where we can be secreted, while yo«
hold your discourse with her ladyship ?"

" Plenty," answered Chilfin. " There's the steps

leading from the vestiary down into the vaults; you
can stand there just inside the door. Or what's bet-

ter perhaps, there's the tombs, behind one of which
you can hide as nice as possible ; 'cause why, I can
walk as if quite promiscuous in there, while chatting

with her ladyship. But mind, whatever she wants
done I am going to ask a blessed high reward ; and
if she agrees, you've got to double it."

" The bargain is well understood," answered Mr.
Gunthorpe. " But now tell us how you propose to

introduce us into the castle : for we don't want to

stand the chance of being shot at like burglars."
" No fear of that, sir," replied Chiffin. " It's on

the western side that overlooks the river. The wall

comes flush down into the water "

"Then how the deuce are we to get in?" de-

manded Mr. Gunthorpe.
" Why, you see, sir, the river's quite shallow—not

knee deep—all along just under the wall; and it

goes shelving down so gradual that there's no chance

of getting out of your depth. Then there's a pre-

cious great tree that grows right up out of the bed

of the river against some of the windows; and
there's a thundering big bough that goes right bang
across one of them windows—and it's as easy climb-

ing up that tree as if it was a ladder. You ain't

the thinnest person in the world, sir : but you can

manage this here business with no more bother than

if you was walking up-stairs. There's a precious

sight nastier tree than that to climb, I can tell

you, gentlemen—a leafless one that they sometimes
set up at the debtors' door of Newgate ;"—and tho

Cannibal again sent forth that low deep chuckle

which was horrible to hear.

" Come, a truce to this jesting," said Mr. Gun-
thorpe sternly.

During the above colloquy the two gentlemen
and Chilfin had been walking hastily in the direc-

tion of the castle. At the very moment that those

last words had issued in a tone of rebuke from Mr.
Gunthorpe's lips, the report of a pistol from a little

distance reached their ears. This was followed by a
shriek in a female voice; and quick as thought, a
second report of a pistol was heard. Then all was
still.

" Good God, what is that ?" cried Mr. Gunthorpe.
An ejaculation likewise burst from Deveril's lips;

and the two gentlemen, accompanied by Chilfin,

rushed aloug tiie bank of the river in the same
direction they were already pursuing—namely, to-

wards tlie castle: for it was in that same direction

whence the pistol-shots and the screuu had ema-
nated.

In a few minutes they beheld something dark
lying across the pathway ahead: another minute,

and they distinctly perceived that there were two
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objects. ITie next minute brought them up to the

gpot—where, to the unspeakable horror and dismay

of Mr. Gunthorpe and Deveril, and to the astonish-

ment of Chiffin, they beheld the forms of two females

stretched upon the ground.

"The same we saw at the cottage!" ejaculated

Mr. Gunthorpe, as soon as he could recover the

power of speech—while Deveril, stooping down,

pronounced life to be extinct in both.

The countenance of the unfortunate Emily Archer

was dreadfully disfigured, the pistol-bullet having

evidently penetrated her forehead, shattering all the

upper part of her head. The sotihrette had been

killed by a ball penetrating her heart—for that side

of her dress was saturated with blood. It was a

sad—a ghastly — a shocking spectacle : and both

Mr. Gunthorpe and our hero shuddered from head

to foot, as if stricken with an ice-chill.

" Well, I'm blowed," said Chiffin the Cannibal,

"if it isn't a deuced lucky thing for me that I was

with you gentlemen at the time : or else you would

have been sure to say it was me as did it."

" What, in the name of heaven, is to be done ?"

exclaimed Deveril, addressing himself to Mr. Gun-

thorpe, but glancing towards Chiffin : then in the

Italian language he said, quickly and whisperingly,

" If this man is seen with us, we shall be accused

of the deed !"

" True," replied Mr. Gunthorpe, now recovering

his presence of mind, but still trembling from head

to foot with feelings of indescribable horror : then

thrusting his hand into his pocket, he drew forth a

quantity of notes and gold, and giving them to

Chiffin, said, " Begone ! Stay not here for another

moment—or no power on earth could make the

authorities of justice believe that you are innocent

of this!"

" Eight enough !" ejaculated the Cannibal, clutch-

ing the money with avidity. " But what about the

business yonder ?"—and he jerked his thumb over

his shoulder towards the castle.

" Is it possible that you think of staying in this

neighbourhood ?" demanded Mr. Gunthorpe.
" No—I should rather thmk not," was the Can-

nibal's quick response.

" Then away with you !" cried both Mr. Gun-
thorpe and William Deveril in a breath.

Chiffin sped off across the fields, away from the

vicinage of the river, and was speedily lost to the

view.

The colloquy just recorded had scarcely occupied

a minute—during which Deveril looked about in

every direction to see if he could discover the slight-

est trace of the path which the murderer or mur-
derers had pursued : but there was no indication to

lead him to any such discovery. Indeed, it was
evident enough that the flight of the author or

authors of the terrible deed must have been exceed-

ingly precipitate: for at the moment when Gun-
thorpe, Deveril, and Chiffin had first come up to

the spot, no sound of retreating footsteps had met
their cars—no form vanishing in the distance had
caught their glance. One circumstance Deveril

now observed—which was, that the parcel the sou-

brette carried in her hand when at the cottage, had
disappeared.

" Now what is to be done, sir ?" asked Deveril, so

•oon as the Cannibal had taken his departure.

"Hasten jou to the huf, and bid the peasant

repair with all possible speed to Gainsborough—or

else to the nearest county magistrate—that infor-

mation may be given."

"And you will remain here?" asked Deveril.

"Yes—certainly," rejoined Mr. Gunthorpe. "We
must take care that the bodies of these unfortunate

women are not touched until the authorities have

seen them."
" But if the murderers should return, you might

not be safe? Suffer me to wait here and keep

watch, while you repair to the cottage."

" No such thing, William ! Do as I bid you.

Begone at once !"—and Mr. Gunthorpe spoke in a

very peremptory manner.

Deveril accordingly offered no farther remon-

strance—but hastened back to the cottage, which

was about a mile distant. The inmates were just

shutting up the place in preparation for retiring

to rest : but they were not as yet in bed. Deveril

knocked loudly and impatiently with his clenched

hand at the door; and when it was opened, his

pale countenance and horrified looks at once

showed that something dreadful had occurred.

His tale was quickly told ; and it naturally pro-

duced consternation and dismay on the part of

the old woman, her son, and daughter. The man
himself, as soon as he had regained his self-

possession, at once declared his readiness to hasten

to Gainsborough with whatsoever message Deveril

thought it right to send; and our hero accord-

ingly bade him use all possible despatch and in-

form the local constabulary of what had occurred.

The peasant set off on his errand ; and William

Deveril hastened to rejoin Mr. Gunthorpe, whom
he found pacing to and fro on the bauk of the

river close by the spot where the murdered women
lay stretched.

Two hours elapsed, during which Mr. Gunthorpe
and our hero remained upon the scene of the

awful crime that had been perpetrated. But little

was the conversation that passed between them :

their feelings were too highly wrought—too full

of horror and consternation—to enable them to

enter upon deliberate discourse. As for any con-

jecture relative to the author or authors of the

crime, they could offer none. It was indeed

shrouded in the darkest, deepest mystery: for ac-

cording to the appearance presented by the bodies

of the murdered women, it was evident their

persons had not been rifled.

To add to the utter discomfort of the positi.*

of the gentlemen, the sky grew overcast and the

rain began to fall—at first only drizzling, but in

a little while descending more sharply—until at

length it poured down in torrents. They had no um-
brellas : but they stood up under the thick canopy

of a neighbouring tree, and thus avoided being

completely drenched by the rain.

At the expiration of the two hours they heard

persons advancing along the bank of tlie river

from the direction of Gainsborough ; and half a

dozen individuals soon made their appearance.

These consisted of a magistrate, a surgeon, and
some constables, accompanied also by the peasant.

In a few words Mr. Gunthorpe explained to the

magistrate the circumstances under which himself

and Deveril had discovered the murder. The
lanterns which Die constables had with them, were
lighted,—the position iu which the bodies lay was
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carefully noted by the authorities—and the ma-

gistrate then dncidod upon having the corpses

conveyed to Gainsborough. Some hur.Ues were

procured; and upon these the bodies were placed.

The procession then set out along the bank of

the river, through the deluging rain, towards the

tovo.

CHAPTER LXXII.

THB CHAPBU

Wb left Lady Saxondalo and her guests seated to-

gether in conversation in one of the magnificent

drawing-rooms of the castle, after a visit had been

paid to Lord Harold's chamber. Lady Saxondale

herself had retired for ten minutes or a quarter of

an hour to the library, as she stated, to write a letter

or two ; and on her return to the drawing-room she

jomed in the conversation which was progressing at

the time. Mr. Hawkshaw sat with Juliana a little

apart from the rest ; and though they both mingled

in the general discourse, yet he found an opportu-

nity of manifesting these little attentions and paying

those assiduities which belong to the pleasing cere-

mony of courtship. Fiorina was, alone of all the

party, desponding and abstracted. She was pre-

viously in low spirits before the accident occurred

to her brother ; and that circumstance had

naturally tended to depress her still more. Lady

Macdonald, satisfied that there was nothing alarm-

ing in her nephew's position, had regained the

wonted equanimity of her disposition : Lady Saxon-

dale studied to render herself as agreeable as she

could—and such an attempt on her part was never

made in vain. Towards Mr. Hawkshaw she was

particularly courteous and affable—although there

was nothing in her manner to show that she

played the part of a manojuvring mother endea-

vouring to secure an eligible husband for her

daughter. Nor indeed was it at all necessary for

her to lend her aid in the matter : as Juliana had

played her cards so well that Mr. Hawkshaw was

ensnared, to all appearances, beyond the possibility

of self-emancipation from the thraldom of love.

At about ten o'clock supper was served up ; and

Fiorina suggested that as her brother had taken but

little refreshment since the accident of the morning,

he might possibly require some now. She accord-

ingly intimated her intention of ascending to his

chamber to make the inquiry.

" I will accompany you, Flo," said her ladyship,

displaying all the concern of a generous hostess with

regard to an invalid guest.

The two ladies thereupon quitted the room, and

ascended to Lord Harold's cliamber. On reaching

the door. Lady Saxondale said in a whispering voice,

" If he sleeps, Flo, it will be a pity to disturb him.

Let us enter very carefully indeed."

Lady Saxondalo accordingly opened the door

with the utmost caution, and listened upon the

threshold. The wax-lights were burning upon the

mantel; and her ladyship, motioning with her

hand for Fiorina to remain where she was, ad-

vanced on tiptoe towards the couch : then having

peeped between the curtains, she retreated in the

same noiseless manner towards Fiorina, to whom
he whispered, " Ho is sleeping soundly."

The young lady was pleased by this announce-

ment—because the circumstance appeared to indicat'

an absence of pain on her brother's part, and there-

fore that he had in reality received no serious injury.

Lady Saxondale closed the door again with the sam*

caution she had displayed on opening it ; and, ac-

companied by Fiorina, she retraced her way to fhe

apartment where the supper was served up.
" What news ?" inquired Mr. Hawkshaw, who

throughout had shown the most generous interest

on Lord Harold's behalf.

" Our patient is sleepin:^ soundly," replied Ladj

Saxondale with an air of great satisfaction.

" So much the better," observcil Mr. Hawkshaw.
" You may depend upon it that in a day or two he

will be all right again. If he suffered much
pain he would not be sleeping in that manner."

Fiorina was well pleased to hear an opinion

which thus confirmed her own hope; and she felt

somewhat more cheerful. It was nearly eleven o'clock

before Mr. Hawksliaw took his departure ; and ere he

withdrew, he asked Lady Saxondale to be allowed

to ride over in the morning and make personal in-

quiries relative to the invalid. This permission was

of course accorded ; and the Squire's horse having

been gotten in readiness, he left the castle.

Immediately after he had thus taken his leave,

the ladies withdrew to their respective chambers.

It was now eleven o'clock : and Lady Saxondale,

on reaching her own room dismissed her maids

for the night, with the intimation that she intended

to sit up reading a little while ere she souglit her

couch. In about a quarter of an hour—#hen she

thought the household was quiet—alie stole forth

from that chamber, and proceeded to Lord Harold's.

There she remained only a few minutes, in conv6r»

sation with the young nobleman ; and on issuing

forth again—instead of returning at once to her own

room—she proceeded along the galleries leading to

the western side of the castle. She extinguished

the candle which she carried in her hand, and felt

her way through the gloom of those corridors to

the chapel—on entering which, she closed the door

and then re-lighted .the candle, having brought

matches with her for the purpose. This pre-

caution she adopted to prevent any of the in-

mates of the castle perceiving, from the opposite

side of the court-yard, a light moving along the

galleries of the uninhabited portion of the

building.

Scarcely had she thus obtained a light again,

when the sounds of footsteps reached her ears ; and

forth from the place of tombs emerged the unmis-

takable form of Chiflln the Cannibal.

" Ah ! you have come at last P" said Lady Saxon-

dale.

" Yes," was his growling response :
" but I had a

deuced great mind not to venture here at all to-night

—for there's a precious rum thing took place at a

little distance, about two or three mile away towards

Gainsborough."
" And what is that ?" demanded Lady Saxondale,

fixing her eyes upon the ruffian in a penetrating

manner.
" Why, nothing more nor less than a double

murder," responded Chiffin.

"A double murder?" echoed her ladyship.

" What do you mean ? Have you
"

"So, not I: and it's a precious lucky thing foi
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mo that I had witnesses to the contrai-y—or

else, if I had been seen lurking about in these

parts
"

" Witnesses ?" ejaculated her ladyship. " Do
jou mean mo to undorstand that you brought any

of your Companions or friends with you ?"

" Nothin^j of the sort," intt rupted ChifEn.

" But I will tell your ladyship all about it
"

"The murder? Speak of that first. Who has

been murdered? and what mean you by a double

murder ?"

"I mean what I say—that there is two young

women lyiug dead—or at least I left them there

—

on the river's bank, both killed with pistol-bullets.

I heard the report; and so did two gentlemen that
|

was there at the time."

" And you would have me believe," said her lady-

ship, now fixing her eyes with a still more peculiar

look than at first upon the Cannibal, " that this is

not your work ?"

" It's so like mine that your ladyship can't very

easy believe it isn't : but it isn't though for all

that."
'• And these women ? You say that you have

loft two gentlemen upon the spot
"

" I have got a little tale to tell your ladyship

;

and then you will see," continued Cliiffin, " that I

am a right staunch, trustworthy kind of a fellow.

But first of all you must tell me what you wanted
me down here for—and all about it."

"I do not require your services just at present,"

answered Lady Saxondale. " Circumstances have

changed. But of course I shall reward you for your

trouble; and it may be that in two or three weeks
I shall need your aid. I will however write to you
again. Ilere, take this packet : it contains a recom-

pense which I have no doubt will satisfy you. And
now what have you to tell me ?"

" Of com'se," replied Chiffin, taking the little

parcel, and weighing it for a moment in his hand
go as to calculate the probable amount of gold it

might contain, "your ladyship will consider that

what I am going to tell you is worthy of a farther

reward ?"

" Go on, go on," interrupted Lady Saxondale
impatiently. " You have already received sufficient

proofs that I know how to behave liberally."

" Well, you see, ma'am," resumed the Cannibal,
" t'other night two gentlemen came to me at So-

lomon Patch's house in Agar Town, and very pcr-

litoly introduced themselves as Mr. Gunthorpe and
Mr. Deveril "

"Ah !" ejaculated Lady Saxondale, with a visible

start ; and her face, already pale this night, grew
paler still. " But proceed. What did they require

of you ?"

" Tliey told me that Mr. Deveril was at Gains-

borough when your ladyship posted that note to me
—that he saw it posted—and that he knew it was
you that posted it—and what's more, too, he saw
the address."

" But this is absolutely impossible !" cried Lady
Saxondale, in mingled amazement and consternation,

j

" You are deceiving mo—you have betrayed me !"

" Oil, well—if that's your opinion," observed the

Cannibal gruffly, " I may as well be off."

"No, no: proceed with what you have to say.

Go on—I will not interrupt you again."
" Well, ma'am—that's what the gentlemen said,"

continued ChifEn; "and they further stated ,ha4

for certain reasons of their own they were uncom
mon anxious to see the contents of the letter. So,

as there was nothing particular in it, I did show it

to them."
" You showed it to them ?" ejaculated Lady

Saxondale angiily, and also in terror.

" Well, I thought it best: they seemed so positive

that you had written it—and I couldn't possibly

deny it."

" But what in heaven's name must they think

now ?" murmured Lady Saxondale in accents of

despair.

" Don't you see, ma'am, I was acting in your in-

terest ? I wanted to draw the gentlemen out, and
ascertain what object they had in view. So I pre-

tended to tumble into their schemes ; and they said

that whatever reward you offered me for doing what
you required, they would double it. Then they said

that they should come down here into Lincolnshire,

and I must manage to make them overhear what
was to take place betwixt you and me. Now you
know how it was they were in these parts to-night.

But a very few minutes after I had joined them, we
heard the report of pistol-shots : we rushed along

the bank, and found the two dead bodies. Then the

gentlemen got frightened at my being with them

:

they didn't think mc quite respectable enough, I
suppose—and so they bundled me off at once,

giving up their scheme of getting into the castle.

At first I thought of cutting away out of the neigh-

bourhood as hard as I could : but then I reflected

that it was better to come and see your ladyship,

and tell you what is in the wind in respect to Mr.
Deveril and Mr. Gunthorpe. So I made a circuit

and got back again to the castle—and that's all I

have to tell you. Now, if your ladyship thinks this

is worth anything "

"Yes: you know I shall reward you," inter-

rupted Lady Saxondale, impatiently. "But did

you really mean to introduce these personages into

the castle ?"

" Well, to speak the truth," answered ChiflSn, " I

should have done so : but then I should have took

uncommon good care to tip you a wink, or drop you
a word in a whisper, not to talk on any serious

business. The fact is, I wanted to see this matter

out with them two gentlemen ; and that's all about
it."

Lady Saxondale said not another word ; but draw-
ing forth her purse, which contained notes and gold,

she emptied it into the Cannibal's hand. His eyes

glittered with a horrible reptile light, as he thought

to himself that what with the money he had re-

ceived from Mr. Gunthorpe, and the two separate

sums he had just obtained from Lady Saxondale,

he had made an excellent evening's work of it.

" And so, ma'am, you have nothing more for me
to do to-night P" he resumed, as he consigned the

money to his pocket.
" Nothing. When I need your services again,

I will write to you. You will do well to get out of

this neighbourhood as quick as possible."

" I mean to do so. Thank you for the advice,

ma'am : I have no inclination to get took up on sus-

picion of doing what I didn't do."
" But one word more," said Lady Saxondale.

'It is probable that Mr. Gunthorpe and Mr.
Deveril may seek you out again. If so, can I relj
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upon your letting me know what they want of you F

You are well awaro that your reward will not be

deficient."

" Depend upon it, ma'am—you shan't be kept in

the dark," responded Cliiffin.

"But still one word more!" remarked Lady

Saxondale, after a few instants' deep reflection.

" You are going back to London "

"Yes: I shall walk all the rest of this night."

"Well, well, you are going back to London, I say

—and no doubt Mr. Guuthorpe and Mr. Deveril

will be going back to Loudon also. Now, if they

should both visit you again at that place in Agar

Town, are there no means But you understand

me ?"—and the lady looked with dark and ominous

significaucy at the Cannibal.
" Well, I think I do, ma'am," he replied, a hor-

rible leer corroborating his words. " Yes—it's quite

possible for them two gentlemen to tumble down
into a cellar at the Billy Goat and break their

necks—or disappear somehow or another in such an

unaccountable way that their friends shall never

know what the deuce to think of it
"

" 1 do not wish to hear any more," interrupted

Lady Saxondale : then in a low murmuring voice,

she added, as she agjain fixed her eyes witli a look

of deep meaning upon the Cannibal, " But this

much I may say—I dislike those two persons so

much that if you did happen to come with the

intelligence that they had disappeared so unac-

countably as you state, I think that in my satisfac-

tion I should make you a present of a couple of

thousand guineas."
" Ah ! that's something like !" exclaimed the

Cannibal, a ferocious joy appearing upon his

countenance. "Not another word, ma'am, upon
the subject. I dare say you will see me again

before long."

"Every Monday and Thursday night," added

Lady Saxondale, "at eleven o'clock, I shall look

into the chapel. And now you must take your de-

parture."

Chirtin delayed not to follow this intimation,

and succeeded in effecting his egress from the

building by means of the window in the adjacent

tapestry-chamber.

Lady Saxondale, extinguishing the light, regained

her own chamber without being observed by any
inmate of the castle : and when she was alone, she

sat down and gave way to her reflections.

" Can tbat man be trusted .?" she asked herself.

" Did he not meditate treachery towards me when
agreeing to admit that odious Guuthorpe, and that

Deveril—who is alike loved and detesteil—into the

castle ? I can scarcely understand the true mean-
ing of the villain's conduct. But no matter. I

will write to him no more: nor will I farther place

myself in his power. If the hints I have thrown
out and the immensity of tlie reward I have
offered, shall tempt him to remove these enemies
from my path, so much the better : and if ho
should ever dare to proclaim that he received the

hint from me, who would believe him? No one—
But how could it have been that William Deveril

was at Gainsborougli the other day ? Was it to

©btain a secret interview with Fiorina? Ah! and
that girl's coolness and reserve towards me! Yes,

yes—assuredly she has seen Deveril, and he has

done his best to i)rejudice her against mo. But I

;

will defeat all my enemies yet : I will defeat them—
and I will triumph !"

But, Oh! at what a price were Lady Saxondale's

victories to be won and triumphs to be accomplished?

She herself shuddered at the idea.

I

On the following morning, when the postman
from Gainsborough called at Saxondale Castle with

I

letters for some of its inmates, he related to the

domeslics such particulars of the horrible and mys-
terious murder which had taken place on the pre-

vious night, as were current through the town.

Lady Saxondale had not yet descended from her

own chamber ; and LuciUa, one of her maids, brought
her up the intelligence which she had just received

from the other servants after the postman had called.

Her ladyship, who could not of course admit that

she had received the same tidings during the past

night, affected to be alike shocked and amazed. She

I

asked for farther particulars. LuciUa went on to

\
inform her that Mr. Guuthorpe and Mr. Deveril had
discovered the bodies, and that they were going to

be examined as witnesses at the coroner's inquest in

the course of the morning. Lady Saxondale in-

j

quired if suspicion attached itself to any one : but
on this point the maid could give her no explana-

tion.

On descending to the breakfast-parlour. Lady
Saxondale found Lady Macdonald, Juliana, and
Fiorina already assembled there. The tidings had
reached their ears; and they were unfeignedly

shocked and astounded. Lady Saxondale attentively

watched Fiorina's countenance when the name of

William Deveril was mentioned ; and she saw that

the young damsel exhibited signs of considerable

emotion. Her ladyship was half inclined, through

sheer maliciousness, to throw out a hint that Mr.
Guuthorpe and the young artist were themselves

suspected of the crime : but this she felt would be

too preposterous, as not a word to that effect had

been mentioned by the postman or by any of the do-

mestics retailing his intelligence.

" Have you seen Lord Harold this morning ?" in-

quired Lady Saxondale of Fiorina.

" I have: and I am grieved to say that ho is not

so well as I had hoped and expected to find him. He
has passed a good night—but it has not rendered

him the benefit which might have been antici-

pated."
" Doubtless he feels the bruises more to-day," said

Lady Macdonald, " than he even did yesterday. It

is always the case; and persons in our sphere of

' life," she added, using her favourite expression, " ara

more tender and delicate than the lower orders, who
; think nothing of common accidents."

I

" Is your brother acquainted with the horrible tra-

' gedy the intelligence of which has just reached us?"

asked Lady Saxondale, again addressing herself to
' Fiorina.

" I thought it better to tell him of it," she re-

I plie<l. " An invalid is always more or less nervous

;

I

and I was fearful that he might feel the shock, if

1 the tidings were too abruptly communicated. For,

Oh I there is something truly horrible in the reflec-

tion that while we were all seated together in tha
' drawing-room last evening, and Harold was slum-

I

bering profoundly in his couch, such a terrific crime

was being accomplished wiJ-hin two or three milea

of the castle, and we utterly unsuspicious of the o<v

\
currencc I"
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" It ifl indeed very terrible—very shocking," ob-

served Lady Saxondale. " It quite makes one

shudder."

CHAPTEE LXXIII.

THE INQUEST.

At a public-house on the outskirts of Gainsborough

neai-est to the point whence the mournful procession

liaj started with the two dead bodies on the pro-

coding night, the coroner's inquest was holden at

mid-day. As might be expected, the tragedy had

produced the utmost consternation throughout the

town and neighbourhood; and the public-house

where the corpses had been deposited, was sur-

rounded from an early hour in the morning by a

crowd of persons, all anxious to obtain any ad-

ditional particulars that might transpire.

At twelve o'clock, as above stated, the coroner

arrived ; and the proceedings were opened in the

largest room which the public-house contained. A
jury was speedily sworn in; and the various wit-

nesses were kept together in an adjoining apartment,

— Mr. Gunthorpe, Devoril, and the peasant being

amongst them.

The coroner and jury, having viewed the two

bodies,—which were in a third room, and had in the

meantime undergone a surgical examination,

—

commenced the proceedings.

Tlie first witness called, was the landlord of an

hotel the town. He deposed that the deceased

lad^', accompanied by her maid, had arrived at his

establishment about three o'clock on the pre-

ceding day. Thcj had travelled post from Lincoln
;

and on the lady's box was the name of Mademoiselle

D'Alembert ; but she appeared to be an English

woman by her speech and accent. She liad dined

by herself in a private room at bout five o'clock,

her maid having previously partaken of refresh-

ments in the servants' room of the hotel. At seven

o'clock Mademoiselle D'Alembert had tea ; shortly

after which she and her servant went out together,

Mademoiselle intimating to the landlady that they

were going to visit some friends whom she had in

Gainsborough, and that they might not bo home
till eleven o'clock. The landlord had noticed that

the maid carried a large brown paper parcel in her

hand : but what it contained he did not know, and
had not given the matter a thought at the time.

From that moment he had not seen the deceased

females again.

The peasant was the next witness called in. lie

staled tliat at about nine o'clock the lady and her

maid approached the cottage where he dwelt with

his mother and sister ; and as he was standing out-

side the door at the time, they asked him to be per-

mitted to sit down for a liltle while, as they had

taken a longer walk than they had at first intended,

and were tired. They were invited to enter: they

sat down; and such refreshments as the cottage

afforded, were offered, of which they partook. Soon

afterwards two gentlemen came to the cottage, one

having been there before some few days previously.

The peasant then described how Mr. Deveril saved

a woman from drowning on the occasion to which
he referred, and how that circumstance had ren-

dered him an inmate of the cottage for a whole

night. The peasant, in answer to the coroner, stated

that it was perfectly evident that Mr. Gunthorpe
and Mr. Deveril were totally unknown to the two
females previous to meeting them there, as he
gathered from the conversation which passed be-

tween them at the time. The lady and her maid
took their departure : but no one inside the cottage

at the time had any opportunity of perceiving in

what direction thay proceeded. The two gentlemen
waited perhaps ten minutes longer, and gave bin

(the peasant's) mother five sovereigns on account of

the kind treatment one of them had experienced, a»

previously described, at the cottage. It was per

haps three quarters of an hour afterwards that Mr.
Deveril came rushing back with horrified looki,

bearing the intelligence that the two females were

I

murdered, and ordering him (the peasant) to pro-

ceed at once to Gainsborough and give the alarm.

William Deveril was the next witness called in.

I

He stated that he had arrived with his friend Mr.
Gunthorpe at Gainsborough on the previous day,

and that in the evening they set out along the bank
of the river for the purpose of proceeding to Saxon-

1 dale Castle, lie then described how he and Mr. Gun-
thorpe had called at the cottage—how they met the

two deceased females there —how one of them had
introduced herself as Mademoiselle D'Alembert, of

the Italian Opera—and how she had likewise men-
tioned her knowledge of Lord Saxondale and Lord
Harold Staunton. Here the coroner asked Deveril

if there were any reason to suppose that the deceased

were on their way to Saxondale Castle : but our hero

could not hazard a conjecture on the subject—much
less speak with any degree of certainty. He then

proceeded to describe how himself and Mr. Gun-
tliorpe, after leaving the cottage, had heard the

pistol-shots and the scream. There was an interva.

of not more than a few moments between the shots;

and it was immediately after the first that the cry

was heard,—the inference being that on one female

being suddenly shot dead, the other had screamed
out and the next moment met her death likewise.

Then William Deveril detailed how he had sped tc

the cottage to givo the alarm, and had subsequently

rejoined Mr. Gunthcirpe to keep watch until the

authorities should come. It appeared that they

both uotiiv'd that the parcel which the maid had
carried, was missing.

The coroner having heard Deveril's evidence,

thought that the jury might dispense with that of

Mr. Gunthorpe, as it would merely prove a re-

petition of the testimony just given.

The magistrate who had proceeded to the spot

where the murder was committed, was the next

witness called in ; and he deposed to the circum-

stance of being summoned thither, and finding the

bodies in the condition in wliich they were almost im-
mediately afterwards removed to the pubhc-house at

Gainsborough. Ho had subsequently superintended

the search which was made about the persons of the

deceased, and had seen that their money and their

trinkets were all safe about them—so that the mur-
derer or murderers had not rifled the victims of

their property, beyond the large parcel which had
been proved to bo missing.

The head constable of Gainsborough was next

examined. He deposed that he had visited tne

scene of the trag. dy with some of his men on the

preceding night, and that he bad returned thitLef
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immediately after daybreak in the morning. He
had narrowly searched all about to discover, if pos-

aible, any trace which might afford a clue to the

unravelling of the mystery. He had searched for

the marks of footsteps farther along the bank than

where the murder had been perpetrated: but the

torrents of rain which fell during the night, had

obliterated all traces of footmarks everywhere round

about. He had likewise searched in the adjacent

fields for any evidence to prove that the parcel had

been opened—if brown paper or string, for instance,

had been thrown awaj' : but nothing had transpired

to show the track which the murderer or murderers

had pursued after committing the crime. He had

likewise made inquiries at some of the cottages as

to whether any suspicious-looking individuals had
been seen lurking about the neighbourhood : but

he could obtain no positive information upon the

subject.

The surgeon gave his evidence last of all. It

was to the effect that Mademoiselle d'AIembert had
been shot in the head—her servant through the

heart. From certain indications, it was evident

that the pistol or pistols must have been fired close

to them, and that death must have been instan-

taneous in both cases.

The examination, which lasted three hours, was
now concluded so far as the depositions of the wit-

nesses were concerned; and the coroner summed
up to the jury. He represented the deed as one

of those mysterious tragedies which occasionally

occur, without leaving the slightest clue to the

diabolical perpetrators. In the present instance it

would appear, judging by all the evidence given,

that the author or authors of the crime had been

disturbed immediately after its perpetration by the

ejaculations of alarm sent forth by Mr. Deveril and
Mr. Gunthorpe—and that not having time to rille

the victims, the murderer or murderers had snatched

up the parcel and fled precipitately with it. The
coroner went very carefully through all the evi-

dence ; and one portion of his summing up was too

remarkable, for several reasons, not to be recorded

here :

—

" I can conceive, gentlemen, no position more un-

pleasant for any persons to be placed in, than that

of Mr. Gunthorpe and Mr Deveril in the present

instance. It is too frequently the case that thought-

less individuals, and those who are in the habit of

arriving at rash and hasty conclusions, greedily

•eize upon the slightest circumstances which seem
to be suspicious, and thus do at once afiis the taiht

of suspicion upon innocent persons. I feel it to be

my duty to make these remarks upon the present

occasion, inasmuch as the discoverers of a crime may
not incur the risk of being identified with the crimi-

nals. In the present case we have two gentlemen
who, so far from being in needy circumstances,

bounteously reward a poor peasant family for hospi-

talities and services previously vouchsafed. Accident
brings tliem for the moment in contact with those

persons whom they are destined shortly afterwards
to find stretched lifeless upon the ground. But it is

clear that these gentlemen and those victims were
previously unacquainted with each other, and that an
invitation was given by the lady to one of these

g«ntlomcn to visit her in London—which he how-
ever civilly declined. When those gentlemen dis-

cover the bodies, nothing is plundered from them

except a parcel which by its size and description

probably contained some dress or articles of clothing.

The gentlemen moreover give a prompt alarm, rea-

der all possible assistance, and voluntarily come
forward to tender their evidence at this inquest.

One of these gentlemen recently saved the life of a
female in that very river on the bank of which the

present tragedy took place—thus exhibiting a mag-
nanimity and generosity of conduct deserving all

our admiration. Gentlemen of the jury, I hope
that you will not consider these remarks to be mis-

placed, as it might have happened to any two of u«

i here to have been on that spot and at that hour last

night to make the fearful discovery which was mad«
by those two gentlemen."

When the coroner had concluded his address, the

jury deliberated but for a few minutes, and came to

a verdict of '•' Wilful Murder against some person

or persons unknown."
Thus terminated the proceedings of the coroner'a

inquest. Mr. Gunthorpe and Deveril returned to

the hotel at which they were staying ; and there

they deliberated together what course they should

now pursue. The old gentleman at first proposed

I

that being in the neighbourhood, he should pay one

more visit to Lady Saxoudale, in the hope of being

able to induce her to do justice to William Deveril,

in respect to the calumnies she had propagated

against him ; for he thought that he might frighten

!
her into this course by revealing the fact of the dis-

covery that she was in correspondence with such a

I

person as Mr. Chiffin. But upon mature reflection,

Mr. Gunthorpe concluded that Lady Saxondale wai

! a woman of such strong effrontery and brazen har-

I

dihood, as not to be intimidated by such means—
and that she would indignantly deny the circa in-

stance of the alleged communication with Mr.

ChiUia. He therefore resolved to return to Loudon
with Deveril, and take time to settle the course

which was now to be adopted towards her lady-

ship.

I

" But Fiorina ?" suggested William, when his old

friend had thus imparted his decision. " Will you

I
leave her in the odious atmosphere of Lady
Sasondale's iniquity ? Oh, my dear sir ! if you do

indeed possess any influence in that quarter
"

j

" Enough, William I" interrupted Mr. Gunthorpe.

I

" I can take no step until I return to London. It

must be from thence that I shall write to Lady
Macdonald : but I faithfully promise you, William,

that within a very few days Fiorina and her aunt

shall cease to be inmates of Saxoudale Castle. Will

that suffice ?"

" It will—it must," answered Deveril. "I submit

to 3'our opinion and judgment in all things. But
when, sir, do you propose to depart ?"

I "We will go across to Lincoln presently, after

dinner," responded Mr. Gunthorpe ; "and to-morrow

morning we will start by rail for London. Ah ! you

rogue, you wish to have an opportunity of seeing

Fiorina for a few minutes ?—but it cannot be on the

present occasion, William. I have many things r«-

quiriiig my presence in London."

Mr. Gunthorpe had iudeed fathomed our hero'i

desire : for was it not natural that ho should wish

to sec his wcU-bcloved Fiorina, if only for a few

minutes ? and would ho not cheerfully have walked

across to the grounds of Saxoudale Castle in that

hope? But he was compelled to bow to Mr. Quu-
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thorpe's decision; and lio did so with the best pos-

Bible grace.

Mr. Hawkshaw, having called at Saxondale Castle

in the morning, to inquire after Lord Harold Staun-

ton's health, had intimated his intention of riding

across to Gainsboi-ough to learn the fullest particu-

lars of the terrible tragedy of the previous night.

He was present throughout. a greater portion of the

examination before the coroner ; and when the in-

quest was over, he rode back to Saxondale Castle to

communicate all he had learnt. It was close upon
the dinner hour when he reached the baronial man-
sion; and he was of course invited to stay—an
invitation which he did not refuse, as the reader

scarcely requires to be informed.

"It would appear," he said, when reciting the

particulars of the inquest to the ladies assembled in

the drawing-room, " that Mr. Guuthorpe and Mr.
Deveril were on their way last night to the castle,

when they discovered the murder."
" It may be so," observed Lady Saxondale, draw-

ing herself up liauglitily: "but they assuredly would
not have been received by me."

Fiorina, who had started at Mr. Hawkshaw's
announcement, now flung a quick glance of indig-

nation at Lady Saxondale as she thus spoke—

a

glance which her ladyship, however, affected not to

perceive.

" I must confess," proceeded Mr. Hawkshaw, who
could not understand why Lady Saxondale had
spoken in such a manner of Mr. Gunthorpe and our

hero—for the ruraours'and scandals of London life

had not readied his ears in Lincolnshire, " that I

was exceedingly prepossessed in favour of that Mr.
Deveril. He gave his evidence in such a plain

straightforward manly style—he is such a hanflsome

youth too—and the coroner paid him the highest

compliments."

Had Mr. Hawkshaw been looking at Fiorina at

the time he thus spoke, he would have observed

that her looks were fixed upon him with an expres-

sion of gratitude which she herself could not at the

moment possibly subdue. Oh ! how she longed to

start up and accuse Lady Saxondale of all the vile

perfidy of which she had been guilty : but she dared
not. Dcveril's earnest injunctions to the contrary

restrained her.

At this crisis a footman entered to announce that

dinner was served up ; and the party accordingly

descended to the dining-room. After the banquet,

Mr. Hawkshaw and Juliana walked out together as

usual in the garden; and the moment they were
alone, the Squire said, " Pray tell me. Miss Farefield,

was I indiscreet in mentioning the name of Mr.
Deveril before your mother ? I think that I was

—

1 fear so."

" To tell you the truth," replied Juliana, " that

same Mr. Deveril has fallen into sad disgrace with

my mother: inasmuch as presuming on certain

kindness which she showed him, he fancied that she

« as enamoured of him—and he was arrogant enough
But you understand mo—I need say no more."

"Ah! I regret that 1 should have alluded to

him in the eulogistic terms that I did," observed
Mr. Hawkshaw. "But I will be more guarded in
iutuic. It only shows how one may be deceived in

a person. I could have sworn that thii William
Deveril was one of the finest young fellows in heart

I

as well as in person, I had ever seen in my life ; and
certainly if I could have got near him through the

crowded room, when he had given his testimony, I

should have shaken hands with him. But, Ah!
here is another arrival at the castle ! What a num-
ber of visitors her ladyship receives !"

This remark was elicited by the sounds of a car-

riage rolling up to the entrance of the castle: but

Juliana, indifferent as to who the an'ival might be,

—and thinking only of rivetting tlie chains of her

fascinations still more strongly than ever around
Mr. Hawkshaw's heart,— turned the conversation

away from its previous topic, and skilfully began
touching on those themes connected with the sport*

of the field which were so dear to the Squire.

Meanwhile, who was it that had just arrived at

the castle? We shall see. But first let us observe

j

that when the post-chaise —for such it was—drove

I

up to the gate. Lady Saxondale was alone in the

library, writing some letters. A domestic entered
;

and handing a card upon a massive silv r salver,

said, "This gentleman requests to sec your lady-

I

ship."

The mistress of the mansion took the card-*
glanced at it—and read the name of Dr. Ferney.

I

CHAPTER LXXIV.

THE PHTSICIAN AND TUE LADT.

Foe some few weeks past, misfortunes and threat-

;

cning calamities had seemed to strike Lady Saxon-

i

dale blow after blow : but as each fresh source of

I

inquietude manifested itself, she had assumed new

I

courage to encounter it. Before any of these menac-
i ing casualties first transpired, had it been suddenly

j

foretold to her that so many perils were to rise up
I
in rapid succession before her throughout a coming
period of but a few weeks, she would have shrunk

I

appalled from the idea of meeting them—she would
i
have felt that they must prove overwhelming. But
she had encountered them nevertheless : she had

!
seen gulf after gulf yawn at her feet—and in the

j

endeavour to stop up one she had with her own
hands digged others round about her. All these

sources of terror and apprehension had been great

;

but even as they had multiplied in her path, she had
still boldly and resolutely pursued her way—quailing

sometimes for a moment, it is true—but plucking

up her spirit again, and nerving herself with fresh

' resolution to encounter all obstacles and grapple
! with all dangers.

Such, up to this point, had been the history of th«

past few weeks with Lady Saxondale. But now a
peril which she had least anticipated—which sh«

had fiattcred herself to be most remote of all dan-

gers that she stood even the shadow of a chance of

encountering,—this one had suddenly presented

^

itself before her ! For she trembled to the very

nethermost confines of her being at the bare thought
of being known as Lady Saxondale to Dr. Forney,

1
—he who hitherto for long, long years, had only

known her as plain and simple Mrs. Smith.

^Vas it any wonder, therefore, if the card dropped
from her hand as she took it ofl'thc silver salvor and
caught the name of Dr. Ferney ? It did drop, as
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if from palsied fingers: for the stupor of dismay

seized all in a moment upon Lady Saxondale.

Yes—it seized upon her in a moment : but its para-

lyzing effect lasted only for that moment. She

recovered her presence of mind as quickly as she had
lost it : that is to say, she had recovered it suffi-

ciently to stoop down and pick up the card—

a

movement which she accomplished so rapidly that it

even anticipated that of the servant who likewise

stooped to pick it up. The outward and visible

evidences of Lady Saxondale's emotions were so

transitory—passing in a swift brief instant—that

the domestic did not notice them, but thought that

it was through a pure accident the card had been

thus dropped.

"Show Dr. Ferney into this room," said Lady
Saxondale : and though it cost her an almost super-

human effort to speak with a forced calmness, it

nevertheless struck her that her voice was hollow

and sepulchral—at least it sounded so unto her own
ears.

The domestic bowed and withdrew ; and the in-

stant he had quitted the library, Lady Saxondale

pressed her right hand to her throbbing brows, mur-
muring, "My God, my God! what will happen
next?"

A thunderbolt falling upon her head at that in-

stant would have been mercy : for the wildest, most
agonizing terrors were agitating in her brain, as she

thought to herself that there was but one possible

object for which Dr. Ferney could visit her—an
object which menaced her with utter annihilation !

Suddenly however a brightening, cheering thought

flashed in imto her mind. Dr. Ferney loved her

—

had loved her for many long, loug years—was de-

voted to that mysterious interest of her's which for

the instant she had deemed so imperilled; and he

would not betray her—no, she felt assured that he

would not I At a glance, too, of her mental vision,

she reviewed the circumstances of their recent

meeting—and how he had solemnly proclaimed his

readiness to lay down his life for her rather than

breathe a word that should hurt her. She reflected

likewise on the amiability of his disposition—the

generosity of his nature : and she thought also of

tlie iuunense power of her own charms—her own
fascinations. By the time therefore that the door

opened again. Lady Saxondale was herself once

more—strong-minded, bold, courageous, resolute

—

prepared for any emergency. But she remained

seat ed at the table with her back towards the open-

ing door, that a too sudden discovery of her identity

on the part of the physician should not elicit from

him iin eJHtulalion that would excite the astonish-

ment of the domestic. Nevertheless, Lady Saxon-

dale felt more than half persuaded that the precau-

tion was unnecessary : for must he not have already

discovered that Mrs. Smith and Lady Saxondale
were one and the same ? and was it not on account

of this discovery that he had come to visit her now ?

" Dr. Ferney," exclaimed the domestic, announc-
ing the physician in the usual way : and then the

door of the library closed again.

Ludy Saxondale rose from the table : but the

instant that Dr. Ferney caught a glimpse of her

ouuntonance, he did give vent to an ejaculation of

wonder and amazement—and ho staggered back as

if stricken a fierce blow by the hand of an invisible

giunt.

" Yes, Dr. Ferney," said her ladyship, extending

her hand \vith the most gracious affability towards

him : "it is I—and now the mystery is cleared up :

Mrs. Smith exists for r/ou no longer !"

"Is it possible? is it possible?" murmured the

doctor, with confusion iu his brain: and he took

the proffered hand in a mechanical, unconscious

manner.

"My dear friend, pray be seated," said her lady-

ship. " Come, place yourself on this sofa ; and I

will sit down by your side. What has procured me
the pleasure of your visit ?"

" And you are Lady Saxondale ?" he said, still

gazing with a sort of vacant incredulity upon the

mistress of the castle : "you are Lady Saxondale ?"

" And most welcome are you at Saxondale Castle

!

But do tell me, my dear Dr. Ferney, what has

brought you hither ? Is there anything amiss ?

Why do you still gaze upon me in this manner ?

You really begin to frighten me. Are you not

towards me the same kind and devoted friend I

have ever thought you ?"

" Yes—God grant that I may be enabled to con-

tinue so !" was the physician's solemn response

:

and now he appeared to be recovering somewhat
of his wonted self-possession.

" You will hasten to tell me, then, what has

brought you hither ?" said her ladyship ;
" for it is

evident enough that in seeking Lady Saxondale, you
did not expect to meet the Mrs. Smith of other

times. Therefore I suppose your visit has notliing

to do with the circumstances which first rendereil

I us acquainted ?"

"No—nothing, nothing," rejoined the doctor;

and his answer afforded unspeakable relief to Lady
Saxondale. "I have come upon quite another

business—but a most unpleasant one: and to tei'

your ladyship the truth, I know not how to break it

to you. Yet why should I not? Doubtless you

will be enabled to explain it. God grant that you

j

will be so
!"

"Pray tell me, my dear friend, what all this

I

means ? You are rendering me exceedingly ua-

I
easy."

"Listen then," resumed the doctor, "while I

explain myself. You know, Lady Saxondale, the

;

passionate devotion I have ever entertained for all

' those pursuits which are connected with tlic myste-

j

ries of my profession—and that amongst them, that

of anatomical research has not been the least. For
' many years past, I have however practised this

branch but little. Excuse mo for touching upon

such topics : but it is necessary. The other niglit a

dead body was brought to my house ; for occasion-

ally I do return to that pursuit which was once the

' most favourite of all. Well, then, Lady Saxondale
I —a body was brought to my house : it was the

corpse of a female—an elderly one; and the mo-

ment I beheld it, I was smitten with a suspicion

that the deceased had not come fairly by her death.

' It bore the external evidences of poison—but not of

any common poison—a poison of a very subtle and

peculiar nature, the evidences of which could only

bo known to the experienced eye. And my suspi-

cion proved correct: for anatomical research showed

mo that this woman had died by tliat very poison

which I myself had succeeded in eliminating some

weeks buck, and which I showed to you on the night

I

^ou visited me at my house !

"
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Lady Saxondale had listened in speechless con-

•ternation to the ph^'sician's woids: but it was with

a consternation that was felt inwardly rather than

Bhown outwardly—so that he himself observed not

the full effects of what he had said.

" Well," he resumed, " you may suppose, Lady
Saxondale, that I was horrified on making this dis-

covery—nay, more than horrified—I was bewildered

and dismayed. To no human beiag had I ever

given the smallest phial of that poison. I never

eliminated it but twice. On the first occasion, the

bottle which contained it was broken along with

several others, as you must remember, on that night

when you visited me in Conduit Street."

" I do remember. It was through my carelessness

or awkwardness," said Lady Saxondale; "and you

know how sorry I was. But pray proceed."
" On the second occasion when I eliminated the

poison, I put my own seal upon the cork of the bot-

tle—and I locked it up in a drawer in my laboratory.

That bottle is still there: the cork has not been

tampered with—the seal has never been broken.

And yet, as sure as I am speaking to you now, that

woman died of the very poison which I discovered

!

That it could have been obtained elsewhere, was

impossible. I am too intimately acquainted with

all the fruits of chemical research to admit the sup-

positionfor a moment, that any other experimentalist

has succeeded in eliminating this poison, which is

far more powerful than Prussie acid. You may con-

ceive, therefore, how bewildered—how perplexed

—

how dismayed I was !"

" Naturally so, my dear Dr. Ferney, " observed

Lady Saxondale, who was herself far more dismayed

than ever the physician could have been, although

she concealed the outward expression of her terror

with a wonderful dissimulation of a mere ordinary

interest in what he was reciting.

" I at once repaired," resumed, the doctor, " to

the person who had procured for me the corpse.

From him I obtained the name which was on the

coffin of the stolen body. Again I must ask you to

forgive me the necessity of touching upon details

60 indelicate—so nauseating to yourself—"
"Make no apology, doctor," said Lady Saxon-

I

dale, with every appearance of the utmost affability

;

"but continue your strange and exciting narrative."

" Provided with the name of the woman," conti-

nued the physician, " I, on the following day, when
having an hour's leisure, instituted the requisite

inquiries at the parochial Registrar's office, and
discovered that this woman, Mabel Stewart, died at

;

Saxondale House. I then searched a file of news-

papers, and found that an inquest had sat upon the

body, and that the verdict attributed her death to

apoplexy. Now, Lady Saxondale," added the

doctor, " there is something horribly and fearfully

wysterious in the death of that woman !"

" You astonish me, my dear Dr. Ferney !" cried

her ladyship, who had no need to affect dismay:

for she liad only to suffer the real consternation she

had felt, to appear from behind the mask of dia-

eimulatiou. "Could the unhappy woman have
committed suicide ?"

" If so, the phial containing the poison must have
been found by her side," responded the pliysician :

"but the evidence given on the inquest, clearly

proved that no such discovery took place. Death
must have been too instantaneous to allow her oven

a moment's respite to conceal the phial. So eocm
as one drop— one single drop of that colourless fluid,

touched her throat, life was extinct. It is clear

beyond the possibility of doubt—too horribly clear

indeed—that Mabel Stewart was murdered I"

" Murdered !" ejaculated Lady Saxondale :
" and

beneath my roof!
"

" It was even so," rejoined the doctor in a mourn-
ful voice. " But how could the poison have been

obtained? Ah, God forgive me if I wrong you,

as I am sure I must : but a frightful suspicion

arose in my mind- Indeed, it was the only pos-

sible means of accounting for an incident which
would otherwise be utterly inexplicable

"

" Name that suspicion : what was it. Dr. Ferney ?"

—and for the second time on the evening of which
we are speaking, did Lady Saxondale's voice sound
hollow and sepulchral to her own cars.

" I dare not name that suspicion," murmured the

physician. " My God ! when I look at you, how
can 1 possibly name it ?"

"But you must, doctor: for I see that there is

somet ing to explain away."

"Until this night—as you are aware—I knew
not that Mrs. Smith and Lady Saxondale were
identical,'" continued the physician, in a slow and
hesitating manner. " But I feared that she who
I believed to be Mrs. Smith had taken the phial

from my laboratory on that night when she visited

me; and that she had carelessly or thoughtlessly

communicated the nature of the poison to some
one else at Saxondale House—and hence the catas-

trophe. Therefore, now that I find Mrs. Smith
identified with Lady Saxondale, you can full well

understand with what diffidence it is that I am com-

pelled to repeat my suspicion to your face—that
your ladyship took away that bottle of poison with

you on that particular night!"

"Dr. Ferney, can you believe me capable of

having used the venom for a murderous purpose ?"

—

and Lady Saxondale spoke in a voice of mild and
melancholy rebuke : for she knew the physician's

character too well to assume indignation with

him.
" Oh, tell me that you took the phial," he said,

with far greater excitement than it was his wont to

display ;
" and that it must have fallen into villanous

and unscrupulous hands ! Tell me this—tell me
anything that will still enable me to contemplate you
on that high pedestal which you have ever occupied

in my mind '.''

"Well, then, my dear Dr. Ferney," said her

ladyship, taking his hand, and looking in an appeal-

ing manner up into his countenance, " I must plead

guilty to that little act which you have named. I will

not stigmatize myself with the commission of a

theft—because in respect to a friend such as you, it

cannot be regarded in that light : but it was through

curiosity that I took it. You know how deeply

interested I felt in your discoveries
"

"Ah! but now that I betiiiuk me," inter upted

Dr. Ferney, " I cannot feel otherwise than deeply,

deeply grieved to hear that you did take that phial.

The deed was not well," he continued in a tone of

exceeding luournfulucss and with corresponding

looks. " It almost makes me regret. Lady Saxon-

dale, that I lent myself to that transaction which

nineteen years ago "

"For God's sake," mupmurad the unhappy
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woman, cla.?ping her hands appealingly, and casting

her shurlderiiig looks around, " do not allude to it.

Tlie very walls have ears. Oh, my dear Dr. Ferney 1

did you not assure me but a short time back, at

your house, that ray secret was sacred that it was

my own mysiery, into which you would never seek

to penetrate ? I beseech and implore that you will

not fly from your word '."

" But what am I to do in this present case P Let

•as think no more of the past for the moment.

Here, Lady Saxondalc, has a foul murder come to

my knowledge. It is a murder perpetrated by
means of a venom which I myself discovered; and

I also am made the discoverer of the awful tagedy

it has produced. The linger of G.id is in all this

:

it is heaven itself which is prompting me on to

bring to justice the perpetrator of that crime

!

What then, I ask, am I to do ? This crime was

committed under your roof. God forbid that I

should attribute it to you! No—it were impos-

sible! If you then be guiltless, will you not aid

me in fixing upon the guilty one ?"

" Oh, but all this is most dreadful !" murmured
Lady Saxondale, still with clasped hands—still with

appealing looks—still with ineffable anguish in every

lineament of her pale countennnco. " If an ex-

posure be made, must I not confess that I purloined

the phial of poison from your house ? What will

be thought of me ? I shall be ruined ! A lady who
visito a single man stealthily—who is admitted by
him into all the mysteries of his laboratory Ah,
Dr. Ferney have mercy upon me—I beseech you
to have mercy upon me !—or else take a dagger and
plunge it into this bosom!"
Lady Saxondale did not throw herself upon her

knees as she thus spoke : but her anguish was truly

unfeigned—her inquietude was too great not to

render her aflliction genuine. As she sat by the

physician's side upon the sofa, she leant towards
him with an agony of appeal in her looks, her atti-

tude, and her gestures; and as she gave utterance

to the closing words of her well nigh frenzied speech,

she pressed her hands convulsively to that bosom
for which she invoked the dagger as an alternative

rather than an exposure.
" Oil, my God ! what am I to do ?" murmured

the physician: and half-averting his countenance,
he rnised one hand to his pale forehead. " What
am I to do ?"

" What are you to do ?" cried Lady Saxondale.
" Bury the subject in oblivion !"

" I cannot—I dare not," responde<l Ferney,
shaking his head solemnly, but with a look of the
deepest affliction. " If I conceal my knowledge
of this crime, I become as it were an accessory to

it
: and how shall I ever satisfy my own conscience ?

But tell me. Lady Saxondale, do your suspicions
fall upon any one iu your household ? Reflect

—

consider—to whom did you ever impart the secret

of that subtle poison? You iint.it have spoken of it

to some one: tell me who it was! For the voice

of that murdered woman cries up to heaven for

vengeance ; and heaven itself has marked me as its

instrument in bringing the murderer to justice.

Nay, more—does it not almost seem as if there
were retribution iuall this?— as if 1 had pene-
trated too deeply into the mysteries of nature—had
dragged forth unholy secrets-had tasted of the
forbidden tree of knowledge—and am now to bo

punished for my fault ? For think you not, L«dy
Saxondale, that it will be a cruel ordeal for me to

proclaim all this to the knowledge of justice and
involve your name in the transaction ?"

" Dr. Fernoy," said her ladyship, now suddenly

recalling to mind her predetermination to assert

her empire over him through the me 'lium of that

love of which she knew herself to be the object,

—

" I believe you once entertained something like a

feeling of friendship towards me — perhaps more
than friendship

"

" Yes, yes : it was more—it it more !" interrupted

the physician ;
" for the sentiment is deathless !

Need I tell you that from the first moment I beheld

you at my mother's house nineteen years ago, your

image has never been absent from my mind ? You
know it—you know it. I gave you that assurance

the other day, whei you visited my house : and it

is the truth—as I repeat it again this evening ! But
there is a duty. Lady Saxondale, which I have to

perform ; and though my own heart should break

in accomplishing that duty—though it should crush

me down with soirow into the dust to drag your

name before the tribunals of the country—yet what
alternative have I? Alas! that duty must be per-

formed ! Tell me therefore—on whom must our

suspicions settle themselves ?"

"Dr. Ferney," said her ladyship, "do not tell me
that you ever entertained the slightest love for mo.

No, no— it is impossible—you could not ! If you
had, you would not torment me thus now. Good
God ! do you not comprehend the immensity of the

evil you will work ?"

" I see but two things which can tell against you,"

answered the doctor. "The first is that you visited

my house. Surely the purity of your own life, and

my unsullied reputation, will combine to disarm

scandal in that respect ? And after all, may not a

lady visit a physician? Then, as for your taking

the phial—the deed can be well explained as arising

from the curiosity of the moment. It is not a watch

—nor a purse—nor a jewel—nor anything valuable
;

and Lady Saxondale need not fear the positive im-

putation of dishonesty on that account."

" Nevertheless, I conjure you, my dear Dr. Fer-

ney, not to urge this matter. Yes— I entreat, I

implore you," continued Lady Saxondale, in accents

of the most earnest pleading, " not to bring it before

the world
!"

" Oh ! what would you h.ive me think ?" exclaimed

the physician, suddenly fastening looks of mingled

horror and uncertainty upon Lady Saxondale. " No,

no—suffer not such a terrible suspicion to remain in

my mind. For your own sake, therefore, lose not a

moment in furnishing the clue to the unravelment

of this mystery."
" But that suspicion which has struck you," said

her ladyship, aghast and trembling.
" It is a hideous one— and every moment does it

become stronger," rejoined Ferney. " Indeed, there

is an excitement in my mind such as for years I

have not experienced. Would to heaven that all

this had not occurred."
" Dr. Forney," said her ladyship, in tones that

were now really hollow and sepulchral—not to her

own ear alone, but to that of the physician,—"you
are dragging me on to a revelation which I shudder

to contemplate."
" Oh ! then my suspicion is confirmed," mur-
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mured the medical man; in accents that were low,

deep, and full of horror.

" If you have ever loved me. Dr. Ferney," said

the wretched Lady Saxondale, sinking upon her

knees before him, "could you find it in your heart

to send me to the scaffold ?"

There was a burst of anguish from Dr. Ferney's

lips : and starting from his seat, he began pacing

the room to and fro in terrible agitation. Lady

Kaxondiile, whom he had left kneeling at the sofa

whence he had risen, slowly raised herself from that

suppliant posture; and advancing towards him, ex-

tended her arms, murmuring in half smothered

accents, " Mercy, mercy !"

The doctor stopped short. He gazed upon that

woman whom he bad loved so long—so truly—so

euduringly: his thouglits wore reflected back to

those by-gone yt-ars when he had first seen her in

the bloom of her youthful beauty ; and as be beheld

her now in the glory of her splendid womanhood,
all the freshness of the passion which had been in-

spired then, was resuscitated no « . Yet shuddered

he not as he reflected that this woman—the object of

bis love—was a murderess ? ^Recoiled he not from

the presence of her upon whose soul lay the weight

of so tremendous a crime ? He had felt shocked :

but the sentiment of hoj-ror was absorbed in the

profundity of that strange romantic passion which

his heart cherished tosvards her. It was a passion

stronger than himself—a passion which had no hope

and no aim—which sub>isted not upon expectation

—but was in itself eternal, deathless, immortal.

Yes, it was a love such as the human heart has

seldom known—perhaps never knew before

!

With intense anxiety did Lady Saxondale watch

the features of the physician as they stood face to

face in the middle of the room. Her experienced

eye showed her that he was melting in her favour

;

and her heart bounded with a feeling of relief and
the certainty of triumph.

"There must have been some terrible circum-

stances. Lady Saxondale," lie said, at length break-

ing silence, and speaking slowly, "to have led you
on to such a deed as that

!"

" Yes—terrible circumstances," was the quick

response :
" but do not forc« me to give utterance

to them !"

" One word!" ejaculated the doctor, as a thought
suddenly struck him. " When you were at my
mother's house, you had a servant with you whom
you called Mary. Was she this same one whose
real name appears to have been Mabel 'f

" The same," responded Lady Saxondale.
" I begin to understand. She doubtless threatened

some exposure with regard to that mystery the pur-
pose of which I have sworn never to penetrate P

And therein I will keep my word !"

"You have conjectured the whole truth," was
Lady Saxondale's reply. " And now, my dear Dr.
Fernoy, may I still regard you as my warmest, my
best friend?—may I look upon you as my saviour?

Oh ! do not, do not hesitate to give me this assur-

ance."
" Lady Saxondale," answered the physician, so-

lemnly, " I fear that for you I am perilling my im-
mortal soul

!"

" What proof can I give you ot my gratitude?

3h '. tell me what proof?"

"There is nothing—nothing," rcijlied the doctor,

in a grave and mournful voice. " I could not do
you an injury—no, I could not ! I feel that I must
risk everything and dare everything, alike here and
hereafter, sooner than involve you in peril. But,
Oh! Ladj' Saxondale, for heaven's sake take warn-
ing by what has passed !"

"I will, I will!" she exclaimed : "your advice

shall not be lost upon me. Oh, Dr. Ferney, I am
entirely in your hands—I am at your mercy,— I am
in your power. May I rely upon your solemn sacred

promise not to betray me ?"

" You may," was his answer.

"But if a period of remorse should seize upon
you," resumed Lady Saxondale, still in the hurried
voice of excitement,—" if you should think better of
this pledge that you have given "

I
"Fear not," he interrupted her, gently, but

firmly: "from the past you may judge whether I
am a man who will fly from his word. No, Lady
Saxondale—even upon my death-bed will I keep
your secret : and may heaven forgive me for so

^

doing!"

j

" The gratitude of my life is your's, And now
that we may turn away from this sad, sad, topic,"

continued Lady Saxondale, " will you not accept the
hospitality of the castle P Believe me, my dear Dr.
Ferney, I could receive no more welcome guest than
one who has proved himself so kind a friend to me."

" No, Lady Saxondale," he answered, not coldly

nor distantly—but mournfully and gravely :
" I

must not remain here. Tlie less we see of each
other in the world, the better. You would feel em-
barrassed in my presence, knowing that I possessed
this secret of your's. And I but no matter.

Farewell."

And with this abrupt adieu. Dr. Ferney grasped
Lady Saxondale's hand for a moment, and hurried

from the room.

Thus terminated this strange scene; and a few
minutes afterwards, the physician was being borne
away in the post-chaise from Saxondale Castle.

CHAPTEE LXXV.

THE JUDGE AND JURY SOCIETY.

On the same evening when the scene above described

took place at the castle in Lincolnshire, Lord Saxon-
dale was dining by himself at the mansion in Park
Lane. He felt lonely, dull, and dispirited. He
had broken with the friend whom he liked best of
all his acquaintances— indeed, the only one with
whom he had ever been exceo(hngly intimate : for

notwithstanding his rank, his position, and his wealth,

there were very few young men in his own sphere,

who had chosen to associate much with him. It was
not that his pride was too overweening—that his

bearing was too arrogant—or his manners too su-

percilious : but because he was altogether considered

a disagreeable and uncompanionable young man. So

far as his arrogance, his vanity, his conceit, and his

insuflerable pride were concerned, there were many
young scions of the Aristocracy who possessed all

those faults : indeed few were without them : but

then they had some redeeming qualities—or at

least some which met each other's approval ; whereaa
Edmund Saxondale had none of these. He waa
generally looked upon as a miserable coxcomb

—
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without courage to back up the pride which he as-

sumod. On two or three occasions, when in the

society of young men, lie hal put up with insults

which every one else would have indignantly

resented : and thus he had drawn down upon him-

self the contempt of those who would otherwise

liave gladly sought his society for his rank and his

nionoj. An allusion has been made in a recent

c!iaj)tor to the last insult of the kind which ho had
received without socking what in fashionable life is

termed "' satisfaction :" and as this was the most
flagrant instance that had occurred in respect to

him, he had become more talked about than over

as a downright coward. On the day after his breach

with Einily Archer and Lord Harold Staunton he

had visited a billiard-room in Bond Street, where
ho found himself, if not exactly cut, at least treated

with such marked coldness by the gentlemen pre-

sent that not even his vanity could blind his eyes

to the circumstance; and he had speedily left the

place in bitterest mortification.

We now find him, as stated at the commence-
ment of this chapter, dining alone at Sasondale

House. He had written in the morning to two or

throe acquaintances to invite them to dinner : but

from each he had received a letter of refusal,

couciiol in terms coldly courteous, and without

alleging any reason for thus declining. No wonder,

therefore, was it that he felt dispirited and discon-

tented. Addicted though ho was to wine, he could

not enjoy it now. He knew not what to do with

himself. This was the third day since his breach

with E'nily; and he had remained in-doors almost

entirely since the little demonstration at the billiard-

table. He was horribly ennui/i ; be knew not what
to do with himself. He had no intellectual re-

sources; and even the last three-volume novel

issued from some West End publisher's establish-

ment, failed to amuse him. Ho now missed both

Harold Staunton and Emily Archer. He regretted

having quarrelled with them. He was ignorant

that his late mistress had left London—eiiually

ignorant of the terrible fate which had befallen

her ; inasmuch as there had not as yet been time

for an account of the tragedy to appear in the

London newspapers.

As he sat sipping his wine, more from habit than

because he really liked it on the present occasion,

he said to himself, " I have an uncommon great

mind to go and see Emily, and endeavour to make
it up with her. What if she was really unfaithful

to me? She is only like the rest of them; audi
certainly could not liud a handsomer mistress. Be-
sides, after all, she was an amusing girl enough;
and we got on very ivell together till that cursed

affair took place. I was in a terrible rage at the

time : but it was enough to make me so. Yes : I

will go and see her ; for this is such precious dull

work! 1 shall be glad to make it up with her,

oven if she had behaved twice as badly."

ITaving come to this resolution, Lord Saxoudale
issued forth ; and taking a cab from the nearest

stand in Oxford Street, he proceeded to UoUoway.
Not knowing exactly how his visit might terminate,

he ordered the cabman to wait for farther iustrue-

tions. Indeed, ho fancied that Emily was not at

home, from the circumstance of no liglits apiiearing
in the fr.jMt windows. On knocking at the door,
the summons was aiwwercd by the cook, who was

dros-ed out in her gayest apparel : for she had the

coachman, the groom, and gome ether friends to

sup with her and make merry during her mistress'i

absence—that mistress who was never to return!

"Is Miss Arclier within?" asked Saxondale.

" No, my lord—missus has gone out of town,"

was the reply.

" Gone out of town," he exclaimed. " When wa«

that ?"

'The morning after you was last here, mj
lord."

" And the maid g(mc with her ?"

The response was in the affirmative.

" And where has she gone to ?"

" Well, my lord, to tell your lordship the truth,

she has gone down into Lincolnshire; and from
what the maid told me, I think to Saxondale

Castle."

" With Lord Harold?" demanded Edmund, more

and more astonished.

" Oh, no, my lord," replied the cook. " The fact

is, there was a terrible row after you left t'other

night : for it seems that Lord Harold had got

up-stairs quite unbeknown to missus— and she

called him all kinds of names; so that he went off

in high dudgeon."
" Ah ! is this the case !" said the young nobleman i

then in a musing tone, he observed, " After all, I

was wrong to quarrel with Emily. However, T

must think of what's to be done. I shall most likely

call here again to-inorrow :"—and with this intima-

tion he took his departure.

lle-entcring the cab, he ordered the driver to take

him bjck into London; and while rolling along, he

said to himself,—" Perhaps Emily fancied that I

should cUrt oil' into Lincolnshire, and she has gone

to look after me. Or perhaps she means to com-

plain to my mother of the treatment she has received

at my hands ? And yet she would hardly be such a

fool as to run on a wild-goose chase, without being

previously certain that I had left London : and as to

carrying her complaints to my lady-mother, that is

most unlike Emily Archer. No, there is something

in all this 1 can't understand. Shall I cut into

Lincolnshire after her? or shall I wait until she

comes back? I think I had better wait: for we
might cross each other. Yes— I will wait."

Having come to this resolve. Lord Saxondale

turned his thoughts upon another subject. This

was neither more nor less than the important matter

of how he was to pass the evening. He revolved in

his mind all the various places of amusement,—dis-

missing them however one after the other, until he

suddenly recollected that there was one of which ho

had heard a great deal—which he and Lord Harold

had frequently thought of visiting—but which some-

how or another had escaped the honour of their

presence.

Thrusting his head out of the window, he said to

the cabman, " Drive to the Grarrick's Head in Bow
street."

In due course Lord Saxoudale reached the far.

t'amed hostelry ; and dismissing the cab, he ma<le

his way up into a spacious room, where a numerous
company was assembled, and where the Judge and

Jury Society held its sittings. One portion of the

room was fitted up iu miniature imitation of a co'irt

of ju>tic(\ There was the bench, with the little

desk for the judge— tlicie was the tabic lor the bar-
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risters—there was the witness-box—and there was

a particular table set exclusively apart for the accom-

modation of those acting as jurymen. The door of

this room was kept by an usher wearing the official

robe, and whose aspect was as grave and serious as

befitted the functions he had to fulfil.

At the numerous tables in this apartment, the

visitors were seated—discussing cigars, and drinking

the liquors suited to their respective means or tastes.

Some were indulging in wine^others were paying

their respects to the various compounds of which

brandy, gin, rum, and whisky severally formed the

chief ingredients —while others, again, were slaking

their thirst with the excellent malt liquor dispensed

at that house. There was a general air of blithe-

ness—a making up of the mind to enter into the

enjoyments of the evening—and a pervasive feehng

of certainty that these would prove of the richest

and raciest description. Lord Saxondale seated

himself at a table near the judicial bench, and called

for a bottle of champagne—an order which was

highly satisfactory to the waiter, and convinced the

guests who heard it, that the new-comer was "a cut

above the generality of them."

Three or four individuals in gowns, wigs, and

white bands, and looking as if they had just arrived

from Westminster Hall, now entered the apartment

and took their seats at the table appropriated to the

barristers. They carried in their hands bundles of

papers duly tied round with red tape, and having as

Completely the air of " briefs" as if their connexion

with John Doe and llichard Roe were an actual

fact instead of an agreeable fiction. In a most
lawyer-hke style, too, did these gentlemen who per-

formed the part of barristers, untie the tapes—ar-

range their papers before them—take great dips of

ink with long feathery pens—and make endorse-

ments upon their pseudo-briefs, writing down
imaginary fees in real figures.

Presently the usher of the court threw the door

wide open, shouting in a stentorian voice, " Silence

and hats off, for the Lord Chief Baron !"

These mandates were at once complied with : but
there was a general sensation as the object of this

ceremony, ascending the stairs, male his appear-

ance, if not as a real judge, at least in the garb and
with the gravity of one. This was Mr. Nicholson

—

the landlord of the tavern, and the presiding genius

of the Judge and Jury Society. No ordinary cha-

racter in his way, is the personage just introduced.

He is a man of good intellectual acquirements, of

agreeable manners, and of great conversational

powers. He has a readiness of wit, a facility of

good-natured sarcasm, and a tact in seizing upon
any passing incident to render it available for his

purposes—which admirably quality him for the

judicial part which he thus enacts. He is a really

clever man, and as ready at his pen as with his

tongue. In private life he bears the character of a
liberality, a generosity, and a kindness of heart,

which have often made him lose sight of his own
interests in ministering to the wants of others.

Lord Chief Baron Nicholson is therefore not only
" a capital fellow" m the man-about-town acceptance

of the term, but in its most true and literal meaning.
In personal appearance ho is short and stout—

a

living evidence of the good qualities of his own
larder. Of convivial disposition, his ample couu-

t«n*iu3e be&uu with a lutturiii bomkomnti* whisk h«

cannot possibly subdue even when putting on tlic

! gravity of the judge : at all events if he were a real

judge, and presided at the Old Bailey, it would need
but a single glance at his countenance to convince

1 the culprit brought before him that justice would
assuredly be tempered with mercy.

' But to return to our narrative : the Lord Chief

Baron entered the apartment which we have above

described ; and with measured steps he ascended to

the judicial bench. There he bowed to the bar, and
the bar bowed to him : so that if it were not for the

evidences of conviviality abounding upon the several

tables, the [spectators might really have fancied

themselves in the presence of all the real ceremony
and grave formality of a court of justice.

Having' deposited himself upon the bench, the

Lord Chief Baron exclaimed, " Waiter !"

[

" Yes, my lord," replied one of his own tavern-

fanctionaries.

" A glass of brandy-and-water and a cigar," said

the great legal luminary : —and thereupon a general

laugh onsuetl throughout the room.

j

When the judicial wants were duly supplied, and
the havannah in the judicial lips was emitting its

fragrant vapours, the clerk of the court announced
the case that was for trial. It was a civil action

that was thus to occupy attention ; and a number
of the guests having been sworn in as jurymen,

one of the gentlemen otficiating as the barristers

opened the proceedings. It is not our purpose to

give any description of the subject-matter of the

trial J because in a mere narrative form it would
lose the greater portion of its interest. But we

[

must observe that the persons officiating as bar-

risters, acquitted themselves with no ordinary de-

, gree of talent—delivering speeches which for their

easy and continuous How, might have made the

orators the subject of envy on the part of many a

j

stammering, stuttering, thick-pated practitioner at

Westminster Hall. Witnesses were examined;

and these kept the company in a continual roar

of laughter. From time to time the Lord Chief

Baron himself seasoned the proceedings with some
witty interjections, which added to the general mer-

riment. But the cream of the whole aifair was
the judicial summing up. Sparkling wit, exquisite

j

humour, sly sarcasm, and a perfect assumption

of the air and manner of the real judge,

characterised the Lord Chief Baron's part of

' the performance. There was one incident that

told admirably. It happened that the indivi-

duals acting as jurymen, drank somewhat more

than was good for them ; and in plain terms, grow

very intoxicated. The Lord Chief Baron addressed

them as an intelligent and enliglitened body of mea
—men representing the wisdom of the country

—

men who indeed for the time being constituted " the

country," the matter at issue between the plaintiff

and defendant being, in legal parlance, " tried by

God and their country." Tiie solemn gravity with

which the Lord Chief Bai-on thus addressed his

drunken jury—and the vacant stare as well as the

tipsy swaying to and fro with which the said jury-

men listened to the great functionary—formed by

no means the least ludicrous portion of the comc<iy.

Wlicn wc observe that tliough those proceedings

lasted two hours and a half, without tor a single

moment flagging into dulhu'ss or waning into iu«i-

pidity—ami whea we mdd tiukl Irom tirtt to Itusl th>
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ipectatora experienced unfailing amusement—those

of our readers who have never visited the Judge and

Jury Society, will be enabled to understand how well

ustained the spirit and interest of the proceedings

must bo.*

Lord Sasondale waited until the end, when he

adjourned to the supper-room below; and there he

invited the Lord Chief Baron, the barristers, the

clerk of the court, and the witnesses, to sup with

him. The conviviality was kept up until a some-

what late hour; and if it had not been that a couple

of waiters conveyed Lord Saxondale into a cab, he

never could have reached it of his own accord.

Edmund slept until a late hour on the following

day; and when he descended to the breakfast-

parlour, it was with a racking headache and an

accompanying depression of spirits. The morning

newspapers lay upon the table. He took up one;

and almost the very first annou-jcement upon which

his eyes fell, was that of a horrible and mysterious

murder committed in Lincolnshire. He read on:

and callous, indifferent, emotionless though he

naturally was, it was nevertheless with dismay and

horror that he thus learnt the particulars of the

frightful tragedy which had occurred on the bank

of the Trent. The journal concluded its account by

stating that the whole aGfair was involved in the

deepest mystery, suspicion attaching to no known
person. And mysterious was it indeed to Edmund
Saxondale : nor could he of course form the slightest

conjecture as to the author or authors of the

crime.

Having hastily dressed himself, he proceeded

without delay to Evergreen Villa. The intelligence

had already reached the cook, the groom, and the

coachman,—the newspaper having likewise been

their informant. Consternation and dismay pre-

vailed at the villa; and indeed great was the ex-

citement throughout the neighbourhood, it being

known that the mistress of the house and her at-

tendant maid had met with their death under such

mysterious circumstances in Lincolnshire. Some
relations of the unfortunate Emily Archer, and who
dwelt in London, made their appearance at the

villa soon after Lord Saxondale's arrival there ; and
they took possession of the house and all the pro-

perty it contained. After some little deliberation,

it was decided that one of them—an uncle—should

proceed without delay into Lincolnshire, and bring

up the corpses for the purposes of respectable in-

terment.

Dispirited, and with a gloom sitting heavily upon
Ilia soul, Edmund quitted the villa and returned

to Saxondale House, his mind filled with the awful
tragedy which had taken place under such extra-

ordinary and unaccountable circumstances.

CHAPTEll LXXVL

KB. OUKTHOBFE'S VISITS.

In the neighbourhood of Stamford Hill was a hand-
some residence, situated in the midst of spacious

grounds, and commanding a beautiful view of all

• At the time of whioh we are writing (18-11) Lord
Oliief Baron Nicholson illumiuatod the Oarricis Head,
with his presence : but at the present period (\6b>,) he
•hiues in undimmed glory at the Coal Hole tavern.

' the surrounding scenery. This house, after remain-

ing unoccupied for some time, had within the last

three weeks become the abode of Mr. Gunthorpe.

I

The moment he had decided upon taking it, he lost

!
no time in fitting it up in a very handsome manner.

Everything this gentleman did might appear to the

shallow observer to be done on the impulse of the

moment: but it was not so. The key to the reading

of his character was this: that he made up his

mind quickly, yet not without as much deliberation

as the incident of the moment might deserve ; and

when once he had resolved how to proceed, he lost

no time in carrying out his plans. Thus, the very

day after he had taken Stumford Manor—as it waa
called— waggon-loads of the costliest furnitur»

arrived at the place. He did not fit up the house

by degrees, nor even take a week to do it: his

orders were given at the moment to upholsterers

whose warehouses furnished proofs of their com-
petency for the commission ; and as money to Mr.
Gunthorpe was no object, his will and pleasure

were promptly executed.

A few days after his return from Lincolnshire,

and at about eleven o'clock in the forenoon, Mr.
Gunthorpe entered his carriage, and drove to a

pretty little cottage situated at no great distance

from the manor. The moment his modest equipa^
stopped at the door, little Charley I^yden, nicely

dressed, and full of joyous spirits, bounded forth to

welcome the benefactor of his mother and sister.

Henrietta herself was Ukewise speedily seen upon
the threshold to greet Mr. Gunthorpe ; and the old

gentleman was introduoed into a neat little parlour,

where Mrs. Leyden, considerably improved in

health, received him with a degree of warmth which

was due to one who had dragged her forth from the

depths of poverty.

"I am come to have half-an-hour's chat with you,

Mrs. Leyden," said Mr. Gunthorpe, "respecting a

certain matter you spoke to me about some days

ago :"—and he glanced slily towards Henrietta, who,

blushing deeply, rose to leave the room. "No

—

you needn't go!" cried the old gentleman. "On
the contrary—you are a very necessary person to

the present conference. But you. Master Charley,

can run out and play in the garden till you are sent

for," he added, patting the child kindly upon the

cheek.

"Oh! do let me «tay," said Charley. "I am so

fond of being where you are, I did not much like

you at first," he went on to observe with boyish

ingenuousness :
" but since I knew you better "

" Hush, Charley—hush!" interrupted Mrs. Ley-

den, somewhat severely. " You should not speak in

this manner."
" My dear madam, let him speak as he will," said

Mr. Gunthorpe :
" everything he utters comes up

from his heart. You are a good little boy, Charley;

and here is something to buy a toy with," he added,

placing a five shilling piece in his hand.
" But 1 would rather stay with you than have

that, if you mean me to go away," said the child,

pouting his pretty lips and looking as if he were
going to cry.

" You must run out and play a little by yourself

tor the present," said Mr. Gunthorpe, kissing him;
" aud if you do, you shall come and stay a whole
day with mo at my house."

Charley's countenance now brightened up; and
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he willingly left tlio room, taking the crown-piece

with him.
" Now, my dear girl," said Mr. Gunthorpe, turn-

ing to Henrietta, " I am going to devote my atten-

tion to your affairs : for you see I have constituted

myself your guardian, as it were—and therefore I

must attend to your interest. Now, don't blush

and look confused, Henrietta : there is nothing to

be ashamed of in an honourable love—and nobody

will be more delighted than myself to behold these

bright prospects realized. I presume, madam," he

continued, turning towards Mrs. Leyden, " that you

have not as yet been to see this young man who

claims to be the heir of the title and estates of

Everton ?"

" If you remember, Mr. Gunthorpe," said Mrs.

Leyden, " you counselled me to take no step in the

matter until you had time to look into it yourself."

" True ! I recollect ! It was the best course to

be adopted. But I suppose, young Miss, that you

have occasionally visited that cottage which you

tell me is so picturesquely situated at no great dis-

tance hence ?"

" Henrietta has called there three or four times,"

observed Mrs. Leyden. " I believe that you con-

sented that she should do so ?"

"Oh! certainly: I saw no objection," said Mr.

Gunthorpe. " That Mrs. Chandos of whom Henri-

etta spoke, did her a great service in delivering her

from Beech-Tree Lodge. And by the bye, I am
quite anxious to behold this heroine. But I thought

you told me they were going off in such a vio-

lent hurry into the country, somewhere down into

Wales ?—and that is a fortnight ago."

"Yea: but Adolphus—I mean the true Lord

Everton," said Henrietta, hesitating and blushing,

"has been so very unwell again, that they were

compelled to postpone their journey—although it

was with great reluctance: for they were most

anxious
'^

" Yes, naturally so," interrupted Mr. Gun-

thorpe.
" It is Lady Everton in Wales," observed Henri-

etta, " that they arc going to see."

" Yes—naturally so^" repeated the old gentleman
;

and he looked abstracted : but quickly recovering

himself, he said, "And now tell me, Henrietta—the

more you see of this young man "

" The more she tinds tliut she likes him," replied

Mrs. Leyden, speaking on bclialf of her daughter,

who again seemed full of confusion.

" Well, that's natural also," cried Mr. Gun-
thorpe. "But you tell me that he has been ill

again ?"

" His intellects have completely recovered their

healthy tone," responded Henrietta :
" but his phy-

sical strength is not so fully restored. When the

medical man was informed that he meditated this

long journey, he forbade it for the present. Enough
was told to the physician to luake him understand

that it was a journey for an object likely to be at-

tended with no ordinary degree of excitement ; and

therefore he insisted upon Adolphus postponing it

for two or three weeks, that he might acquire phy-

sical as well as mental strength suthcieut for the

occasion."

"And he did wisely," said Mr. Gunthorpe.
" Mrs. Chandos and her brother are exceedingly

kind to him "

" Her brother ?" said Mr. Gunthorpe. " I do not

recollect your having before mentioned this brother.

Who is he ? what is he ? I hope, for his own sake,

that your Adolphus has fallen into good hands ?"

" Oh, yes ! there cannot be the slightest doubt of

it !" exclaimed Henrietta. " Mrs. Chandos behaves

to him as if she were a sister : and Francis Pa-

ton "

" Eh ? what name did you say ?" demanded Mr.
Gunthorpe, with a sort of start, as if he had not

caught the words from the young girl's lips.

" Francis Paton," she repeated. " He is quite a

youth—not more than eighteen -"

"Ah! And pray what age may his sister, this

Mrs. Chandos, be ?"

" About twenty-six," answered Henrietta.

"Twenty-six? and her brother eighteen?" said

Mr. Gunthorpe, in a musing tone. " What is this

Francis Paton ? Nothing, I suppose. He b doubtless

well off ?"

"His sister Mrs. Chandos appears comfortably

circumstanced: but her brother Frank," continued

Henrietta, "is totally dependent on her. For I

believe that he has been a page in the service of

Lady Saxondale
"

" What ?" ejaculated Mr. Gunthorpe :
" a page in

the service of Lady Saxondale? But however, I

shall go and see these persons at once. Don't think,

Henrietta, my dear girl," he added, in a kind voice,

and stopping short when about to leave the room
with a precipitation which he often manifested, and
which would have helped to lead persons to sup-

pose that he was of an impulsive cliaracter, - " do

not think, I say, that I am going to find out objec-

tions and raise imaginary obstacles in the way of

your happiness. No such thing ! I hope most sin-

cerely for your sake, that all you have told mo will

turn out perfectly correct."

" Oh ! my dear sir," cried Miss Leyden, " I am
incapable of telling you an untruth

!"

" I know it," said Mr. Gunthorpe. " I did not

mean that I was going to inquire whether you had

told me the truth—but whether everything u as

you have been led to believe it—whether, in short,

this young man's lofty notions are real and not

visionary. I dare say, however, they are real

enough : for 1 myself happen to know something of

his uncle—or of him whom he believes to bo liis

uncle, whichever it may be : and what I do know
of that man, is not altogether to his credit," added

Mr. Gunthorpe, with a degree of bitterness that he

was not often wont to display. "Many, many
years have elapsed since he and I met. He was

plain Mr. Everton then. But perhaps you will be

surprised, Henrietta, when I tell you that I have

seen your Adolphus— granting him to be the

same "

" You have seen him ?" ejaculated Henrietta.

" Yes : but it was in his childliood, many years

ago. He was then a beautiful boy, with dark eyes

and hair
"

•' He has dark eyes and hair !" said Henrietta,

with a sujile and a blush,—the smile being one of

joy, for the innocent maiden thought that the iden-

tity was thus completely established between her

Adolphus and the one of whom Mr. Gunthorpe was

speaking.
" I think," said the old gentleman, in a grave and

solemn voice, " that I should recognise his linca-



8f50 THR AIYSTF.RIE3 OF THE COtTRT.

ments, though more than sixteen years have

elapsed since I beheld kirn—and then he was but

twelve years old."

" Sixteen and twelve are twenty-eight—and

Adolplius is twenty-eight !" cried Henrietta, with

increasing satisfaction.

"Ah, I see that you love him!" said Mr. Gun-

thorpc; "and no matter whctlicr he be the real Lord

Evcrton or not, if he is a worthy young man "

"Alas! consider all his suficrings," murmured
Henrietta, the tears starting into her eyes. " For

sixteen years was he the inmate of a place that to

him was a prison. Ho has seen too little of life to

have learnt any of its evil ways."
" That captivity," olwerved Mr. Gunthorpe, with

• dcjper gravity than before, " is in itself almost a

suffieicnt proof that he is the real Lord Evcrton.

Oh ! what guilt does that man—his uncle—have to

answer for ! But I must now delay not. Farewell

for the present. I shall call again on my way

homeward: as I dare say a certain young lady," ho

added, looking archly at Henrietta, " will be anxious

to know the result of my interview."

Thus speaking Mr. Guuthorps quitted the room

;

and was hurrying forth to his carriage, wiien he

recollected that he was not exacUy acquainted with

the whereabouts of the cottage to which he was

about to procee<i. He therefore returned for the

requisite explanation, which Henrietta speedily

giive him. He then entered his vehicle, having

directed the coachman whither to proceed. The
distance was not long; and in a short time the

equipage drove up to the front of Lady Bess's pic-

turesque cottage.

We should here remind the reader that Henrietta

had not informed either her mother or Mr. Gun-

thorpe of the o>ie incident on that memorable night

of her release from Beech-Tree Lodge, which had

for the time being filled her bosom with injurious

susi)icion3 against Lndy Bess, whom she only knew
as Mrs. Chandos. Consequently Mr. Gunthorpe

was unacquainted with anything to the prejudice of

this amazonian heroine. And the reader must like-

wise recollect that Lady Bess had, by her sophistry,

explained away those suspicions from Henrietta's

mind, on the first occasion when the young girl

called at the cottage.

But to continue our tale. When Mr. Gunthorpe's

carriage drove up to the door, Ilosa the servant-

woman, immediately came forth; and on the old

gentleman giving his name, he was at once intro-

duced into the tastefully furnished little parlour:

for that name was known at the cottage—and

luinourably known too, on account of all that Hen-

rietta Leyden had said in connexion with it.

Elizabeth Chandos and her brother Francis Paton

were alone together in the parlour at the time when

Mr. Gunthorpe was thus introduced. They rose to

receive him : but they were struck by the singular

degree of interest with whicrh he surveyed them.

Ho did not speak a word: his lips moved— it was

evident that something unspoken was wavering

upon them- but to whirh he could not give utter-

ance. To their farther surprise, mingled with alarm,

he tottered to a seat, and sank upon it, saying, " A
glass of water—give me a glass of water I am ill."

There was a decanter on the little sidelward, and

Lady Bc^s, hastening to fill a tumbler, presented it

to Mr. Gunthorpe, who merely drank a few drops

—

and then, speedily recovering, said, " Forgive th«

trouble I am occasioning: but the heat of the

weather is quite overpowering. I felt as if I were

about to faint."

" Do you feel better now, sir
'" asked Lady Besa

in a kind voice. " Is there anything we can do for

you? Frank, run and get up some wine "

"No: do not give yourself the trouble," exclaimed

Mr. Gunthorpe. "I never touch it in the middla

of the day -Besides, I am altogether well now.

Where is your guest—LordEverton I mean "

" He is in his own room," said Frank. " I

will fetch him. Ho was with us a few minute*

back "

"No: do not call him immclLitely," said Mr.

Gunthorpe. "I wish to say a few words to you

two:"—and he again looked first at Lady Bess,

then at Francis Paton—then back again at the

amazonian lady—with a singular interest in his

gaze. " You rendered an immense service to a

young girl in whom I am interested," he con-

tinued after a pause, taking Lady Bess's hand and

pressing it warmly—most warmly—in his own.

"Accept my best thanks for what you did upon the

occasion. And now give me your hand, Francis

Paton," he said: and when ho received that haml,

he pressed it as kindly and as fervently as he had

done the sister's.

Lady Bess and Frank had heard from Henrietta

that Mr. Gunthorpe had strango ways about him,

but possessed the most generous of hearts; and thus

they were by no means annoyed at whatsoever eccen-

tricity of conduct he appeared to display on this

occasion. They felt that he was a gentleman with

whom they could at once find themselves on a friendly

and familiar footing; they even experienced sen-

timents wliich seemed to draw them towards hiiu,

and give them pleasure at the kindness with which

he pressed their hands and b.nt his looks upon

them. But then they had heard such excelleiit

accounts of him from Henrietta: and therefore it

appeared perfectly natural that they should like, and

even love, anybody who was good to that artless

young maiden whom they both loved and liked as a

sister.

" Now, I dare say you will think me a very

strango person," said Mr. Gunthorpe; "but lam
sure you will not fancy me an impertment one, when

I ask you a few questions. Be assured it is entirely

in your own interest that I shall interrogate you.

You, Francis Paton, have been a page at Lady
Saxondale's—have you not ?"

" I have, sir—and likewise at Court," responded

the youth.

"At Court P" ejaculated Mr. Gunthorp\ "Ah!
indeed? And pray by whose interest did you obtain

that post ?"

Frank glanced at his sister to ascertain from her

looks what reply ho should make ; and she at once

said for him, " There is every reason to believe, Mr.

Gunthorpe, that it was through L<.ird Petersfield's

interest my brother obtained his appointment in the

Koynl Household : but it is absolutely certain that

through that nobleman's recommendation he was

introiiuced into the service of Lady Saxondale."

"Lord IVtersfield—eh?" said Mr. Gunthorpe, in

n musing tone. " But I suppose you have some

prospect*—money to receive—or soiuethliig of that

Sort—have you not, Frank ?"
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* Nothing, that 1 am aware of," wa« the youth's

reply : and now both he and his sister surveyed Mr.
Qunthorpe with a feeling of inereasing interest

—

tor they could not think that these questions weae
put without some serious motive.

"Nothing—eh?" he said, with a peculiar and in<,

comprehensible look. " But you, Elizabeth—^
You see that I make myself quite at home with

you, calling you by your christian names How-
ever, you must at once regard me as your friend

—

from all that Henrietta has told me I wish you to

look upon me as such. But I was about to ask

some question : it was addressed to you, Elizabeth.

I suppose you have received a fortune eh?
Come, tell me all about it now ?"

Lady Bess blushed deeply ; and turning away in

confusion, evidently knew not what answer to

Make.
" Elisabeth," said Mr. Qunthorpe, stortiag from
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his chair and taking her hand, " loot me tnthe face,

and tell mo that as a woman you have never dona
aught which has conjured up that blush to your
cheeks!"

" On my soul, Mr. Qunthorpe," replied Lady
Bess, at once speaking with the dignity of maiden
purity and feminine virtue in its most roal and best

sense,—" ai^ a icoman I have never done auglit for

which I need blush !"

Mr. Qunthorpe wrung her hand with effusion

:

and both she and her brother wore surprised to

observe the tears trickle down his chocks,—not only

surprised, but afTocted also ; for it was singular tliat

this old man—a complete stranj;er to thoin—should

take such an evident interest in their circumstances,

both moral and worldly. But hastily dashing away
those tears, Mr. Qunthorpe resumed his seat, and
fur a few moments remained wrapped up in duep
thoght.
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" Well," he suddenly resumed, turning towards

Lady Boss, " about yourself? You had a foi-tune, I

•upposc ?"

" I received some moaey," she answered, still

with a visible iinwiilinffncss to be thus questioned.

" Oh ! you received some money ?" repeated Mr.

Gunthorpn. " Would you mind telling me how

much ? i can assure you that I ask not from mere

curiosity
"

" Then I will tell you, sir," responded Lady Bess.

*' I received five thousand pounds."
" Five thousand pounds ! no more ?" said Mr.

Gunthorpc "Are you sure? Pray tell me the

exact truth, wiliiout reserve."

" That is the exact truth," replied Lady Bess, with

increasing curiosity and surprise at this interrog.i-

tory. " But I should add, in fairness to a certain

individual, that I iiave latterly received a hundred

pounds quarterly, through an attorney in London."
" And that individual to whom you allude?" said

Mr. Grunthorpe, souiewhut eagerly :
" pray tell mc

bis name."
" I do not know wherefore I should conceal it,"

observed the amazonian lady :
" for you can have

none but a good motive in thus questioning

me "

" Certainly not. On my soul, as a living man,"

exclaimed Mr. Gunthorpe vehemently, " my motive

i-i a good one. The name of that individual."

" Sir John Marston," rejoined Elizabeth.

"Ah! the villain!" muttered the old gentleman,

in a tone of deep execration. " But now another

question, my dear Elizabeth—for so you must per-

mit mc to call you. You have been married—you

are married your husband -I presume as a

matter of course his name is Chandos ?"

Lady Bess blushed up to the very hair of her head,

and uttered not a word.

"My dear sir," said Francis Paton, approaching

Mr. Gi'nt'iorpe and bending down towards hiui,

" pardon me for hinting that your words touch upon

topics not altogether agreeable to my sister."

' ro(jv boy—i)oor girl I I would not Willingly or

wilfully distress cither of you," said the old gentle-

man, in a tremulous voice that showed he was much
iiioved. " Klizubeth, believe what I say—I would

not wantonly cause you paiu. You have assured me
tliat as a woman you can look without a blush

upon your past life—therefore why not speak ol

your husband ? If he be dead, and you deplore his

loss, I can sympathize with you: but if he be alive

and sc])nrate(l from you, it can scarcely be from any

fault of your own, if your life has been pure and

chaste ? And tliat it has been so, I feel convinced ;

for there is something in your look which corrobo-

rates your solemn aflirmatiou."

"Oh, yes, Mr. Gunthorpe—most sacredly can 1

repeat that assurance!" exclaimed Lady Bess: then

as her voice suddenly sank into a lower and graver

tone, she said, " My life has had its faults: but that

whicli woman generally commits first, has never

tainted my name:"—and she averted her blushing

ooiiiitcnance as she spoke.

" -My sister has been married, Mr. Gunthorpe,"

wliispered Francis Paton: " but she has never lived

w ith her husband for a single day—no, nor for an

hour, nor a minute. She is the same as if the

WBiriage ceremony had never been performed at

all."

" This is most remarkable," said the old gentle-

man, gazing in profoundest surprise upon that

handsome creature, of superb shape, who stood with

half-averted countenance at a little distance from

where he was seated. "But your husband, Eliaa-

betli," he continued,—"pray do not hesitate to

speak to mc upon this head. What was he ? where

is he ?"

"There is such an earnestness in your words,

Mr. Gunthorpe," replied the lady, now bendipg her

magnificent eyes upon him again, " that I cannot

help answering your qupstions. The man whom I

married, bore not the name of Chandos :"—then

after a few moments' hesitation, she said, " I would

tell you what his real name is, but that I should

perhaps be doing an injury to a young lady of whom
I have heard some good things, and nothing bad."

" Whatever necessity there may be for secrecy

and confidence, Elizabeth," observed Mr. Gunthorpe
solemnly, " that necessity shall be respected by me.
I am a man of honour."

" Oh, you need not give me this assurance!" ex-

claimed Lady Bess: "your conduct to llenrietta

and her mother made me esteem jou before I knew
you. And now there is something which impels me
to give you my confidence and to reply to all your

questions. If I chose to assume the title," she

added after another brief pause, " I could call my-
self the Marchioness of Villebelle !"

" Villebelle ?" ejaculated Mr. trunthorpe. " Ah !

I comprehend. He eloped some short time back

with the Hon. Miss Constance Farefield, Lady Saxon-

dale's daughter."
" And he has married her," rejoined Lady Bess.

" Married her ?".cried Mr. Gunthorpe, in astimish-

mont. " But if he were previously married to

you?"
" He wiM," she observed :

" but I released hmi.

T never loved him—I cared not for him. I have

never know* ifhat love is," si* added, in a softer

and gentler voice. " But if he loved, I could pity

him. And he did love. I met him a few weeks

ago—after a long, long separation. I had never

seen him since the day which uuited our hands at

the altar. How could 1 consider that mock cere-

mony binding? It was a marriage and no mar-

riage. Well, sir, we met as 1 have already told

you ; and it was a few weeks back. He unbosomed

all his secrets to me—and I voluntarily oflered to

place in his hands whatsoever papers existed in mine

as the proofs of our marriage."
" And you did so?" said Mr. Gunthorpc.
" Yes. But I did not choose to meet him again:

I therefore gave him an appointment for a par-

ticular night and at a particular place. I'his was at

King's Cross; and I despatched to him a messenger

with the papers of which I have spoken. He has

married Lady Saxondale's younger daughter: they

have gone to Madiid—and I hope that they will be

happy."

"But this is wonderful as a romance!" said Mr.
Gunthorpe. " You are a singular being, Eliza-

beth. I have not been quite an hour yet in youi

society, and I have discovered many excellent traits

in your character:"—aud he spoke with a sincerity

and an earnestness that showed how deeply inte-

rested he really was in the object of his eulogies.

"Accept my gratitude, dear sir," she answered,

" for the kind language you addi-ess to me."
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"Kind, Elizabeth!" ejaculated Mr. Gunthorpe.
•• But I must subdue these emotions for the present,"

he murmured to himself: then after a brief interval

of reflection, he said, '• There are many, many more

questions that I should wish to ask you : but I am
fearful of appearing too obtrusive at present.

Many mysteries are evidently surrounding you

Uoth,"

And which, if I mistake not, Mr. Gunthorpe,"

said Lady Bess, accosting the old gentleman and

looking earnestly in his countenance, " metuinks

that you could clear up if you would. Yes—I am
convinced of it

!"

At this moment the door of the parlour opened,

and the invalid appeared upon the threshold,

"Adolphus!" ejaculated Mr. Gunthorpe the in-

stant he caught sight of the young nobleman's

countenance.
" What ! you know him ?" said Lady Bess, with

increased surprise. "What is the meaning of all

this ? Who are you, Mr. Gunthorpe ? Pray speak

—tell us^-keep us not in suspense
"

"I knew Adolphus when he was a boy,". said the

old gentleman, his voice again becoming tremulous

and his looks expressive of deep inward emotion,

as he seised the mvalid's hand and pressed it

warmly.

Adolphus had been naturally surprised at so fer-

vid a greeting from a stranger : but the moment he

learnt, by Lady Bess's words, that the old gentle-

man was Mr. Gunthorpe of whom Henrietta had
often spoken, he expressed the most enthusiastic

delight at making his acquaintance. Mr. Gun-
thorpe gazed upon him long and earnestly; and
then said in a solemn voice, "Yeas assuredly you
are the true and rightful Lord Everton !"

" There cannot be a doubt of it," observed Lady
Bess :

" we have proofs the most positive. Well
did Adolphus recognize the portrait of his

mother-—"
" The portrait of Lady Everton ?" said Mr. Gun-

thorpe. " Have you it here ? If so, permit me to

see it."

" It is here," said Elizabeth, unlocking a writing-

desk and producing the picture which she had torn

from the book at Lord Petersfield's house.

Mr. Gunthorpe took it from her hand, and has-

tened to the window, where he contemplated that

portrait for some minutes. His back was turned

towards Adolphus, EUzabeth, and Frank, during the

time that he was thus occupied : but that his gaze
was intent, and that he studied the picture earnestly,

was evident from the circumstance that his head
moved not during those minutes. As he turned
away from the window and gave back the portrait

to Lady Boss, she observed that there was the mark
of a tear-drop upon it : and she felt more convinced
than even at first, that Mr. Gunthorpe was in some
way or another intimately yet mysteriously con-

nected with the circumstances relating to the past

and which the present was rapidly developing.
" My duar young friend," said the old gentleman,

addressing himself to Adolphus, " the principal ob-

ject of my visit here to-day was to speak to you
upon a certain delicate matter. I am indeed glad
that I came," he continued, flinging a rapid glance
upon Elizabeth and Frank :

" for I have heard
things which I little expected to hear, and which
kave interested mo profoundly. But upon those

points we shall touch no more to-day. For the pre-

sent let me speak to you, Adolphus, relative to your

own affairs. Do not regard me as a stranger : I

am not one. When you were a boy, I knew you
well: but you doubtless recollect me not. I am so

much altered !"—and these last words were uttered

mournfully.
" My dear sir," whispered Elizabeth Chandos,

drawing Mr. Gunthorpe aside, "it pains Adolphus
to dwell too long upon the past. If you will, I am
perfectly disposed to submit to you all the proofs I

have obtained in respect to the atrocious guilt of his

uncle, the usurping Lord Everton. Come with me
into another room."

Mr. Gunthorpe according followed Lady Bess to

the opposite parlour; and when they were alone

together, she narrated to him all that she had learnt

from the lips of Adolphus relative to the incidents

of his earlier years, and how he was carried off from
Everton Park in the middle of the night, just be-

fore his father. General Lord Everton, was expected

home from India. She likewise explained how on
that very same night the corpse of another boy ot

the same age was substituted for the living heir.

Mr. Gunthorpe rose from his seat at this part of

the narrative, and paced to and fro in the little

apartment m a state of the utmost excitement.

"I knew that Everton," alluding to the uncle,

" was a villain," he said : "but still I thought him
not capable of such monstrous guilt as this! By
heaven, there Is no punishment too great for such a

miscreant: How is itj Elizabeth, that you have not

invoked the aid of justice ere now ?"

" Ah ! my dear sir," responded Lady Bess, in a

tone of deep melancholy, " because there are reasons

which induce me to seek the settlement of all this

without exposure to the world."

"And those reasons ?" asked Mr. Gunthorpe,'with

a look of anxiety and suspense

.

"I fear," replied Elizabeth Chandos, slowly,

" that this bad man is acquainted with secrets re-

lative to one whose honour and good name must be

spared."

"And that one?" cried Mr. Gunthorpe vehe-

mently.

"Lady Everton—the mother of Adolphus!" re-

joined Lady Bess. " But not to Adolphus yet

have I revealed what I know or rather suspect
"

"But to me, Elizabeth—to me, I say," inter-

rupted Mr. Gunthorpe, with a voice and look uf

solemn adjuration: "to me must you tell evcrv

thing! I did not think of entering farther iaio

explanations this day ; but what you have been say-

: ing renders it necessary. Tell me then, my dear

I

Elizabeth—tell me, I beseech you—what your sus-

picions are, or what your knowledge is ?"

"I will, Mr. Gunthorpe," responded the ama-

lonian lady, deeply impressed with the conviction

that he had not Merely grave reasons but even some
mysterious right thus to question her : then in a

low and solemn voice, she added, " My belief is, Mr.
Gunthorpe, that Lady Everton is my own mother,

and therefore the mother of Frank also !"

Mr. Gunthorpe said nothing : but be looked

strangely at Lady Bess. Indeed, shrewd and pene-

trating though she was, she could not comprehend

the nature of tiiat look : but at least she felt ivssured

that it was fraught with a kind interest fur her.

" Yes —that indeed is a grave consideration,"' h«
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observed after a long pause. " Elizabetli, you are

acting most wisely—most prudently : you are acting

in a way that does you infinite honour. Yes, my
dear Elizabeth—the good name of LacJy Everton

j

must be screened—must be protected : and therefore

her vile brother-in-law must be dealt cautiously

with. You will admit me to your counsels—you

will suffer me to advise with you relative to each

consecutive step you may take. I see that you are

gifted with the soundest sense and the most mature

judgment "

" Be assured, sir," responded the lady, still under

the influence of that unaccountable power which

Mr. Gunthorpe had in so brief a space of time ac-

quired over her, " I shall be only too happy to have

a gentleman of your wisdom and goodness to suc-

cour and counsel me."
" And now one more word," said Mr. Gunthorpe,

looking her very hard in the face. " You suspect

who your mother is : have you likewise found any

clue to the name of your father ?''

Lady Bess started at this question; and she

gazed upon Mr. Gunthorpe with amazement and

intense curiosity. How did he know that she was

ever ignorant of her father's name ? Not a word to

that effect had been spoken since he entered the

house : not a word to that effect had she ever uttered

to Henrietta; not a word to that effect had she ever

breathed to a soul who, so far as she could see, might

have mentioned it to Mr. Gunthorpe. How then

could he know it ? Who was he—this Mr. Gun-
thorpe, that had become so suddenly interested in

her affairs, and evidently knew more, than she could

dream of ?

"Ah, I see what is passing in your mind," he

eaid :
" but you must not become the questioner

now. Perhaps the time will shortly come when I

shall have strange things to tell you: but that mo-
ment is not now present. Again 1 ask you, Eliza-

beth and I conjure you to respond have you
any idea who is your father ?"

" Wait one moment, sir," she said ; and immedi-
ately left the room.

In less than a minute she returned, bearing a

letter which she handed to him, saying, "Read
this. It was written to me from Dove', by the

Marquis of Villebelle, who met Sir John Marston
there."

"Ah! Sir John Marston at Dover?" observed

Mr. Gunthorpe, as he opened the letter : then, hav-

ing hastily scanned its contents, he slowly folded it

up again—returned it to Elizabeth—and began to

pace to and fro in great agitation.

She watched him without saying a vrord : for

there was something in his looks and his manner
which made her feel a species of awe, as if there

were sanctity in his emotions—a sanctity upon which
she dared not obtrude,

" We have said enough for to-day, Elizabeth," he

•uddenly exclaimed, stopping short and taking her

band. " There is much more 1 wish to learn from

your lips—the entire history of your past life—the

history also of your brother Frank : but it must be

postponed. You must think over all that has taken

place within the two hours past : you must study

to know uie better. Then you will have the fullest

confidence in mo—and you will speak without
reserve. I know—I feel that it is too much to ex-

pect you to open youi- Ueart entirely to me who am

a comparative stranger unto you. In a day or two
yoa shall see me again : but take no step in the

meantime without making me aware of it. And
now one word more ere we '.cave this room to return

into the othbi'. You hava no funds—I think you
told me—beyond a quarterly allowance of a hundred
pounds : and your brother has nothing. You hare
Adolphus to maintain In short, doubtless you
are not too well off. Give me pen, ink, and
paper."

Mr. Gunthorpe spoke these last words with the

tone of a man who was accustomed to command,
and to be obeyed liUesvise the instant he com-
manded. Elizabeth Chundos, still under that mys-
tic and unaccountable influence which gave him an
empire over her, placed writing materiab before

him ; and seating himself at the table, he wrote
something on a slip of paper.

" There," he said, flinging down the pen and
starting up from the chair, " you will accept that as

a proof of the cordial friendship I have offered you.

Now let us go into the other room :"—and without

suffering her to wait and see what he had written

upon the paper, he led her forth from the parlour.

They entered the opposite one, where they had
left Adolphus and Frank ; and Mr. Gunthorpe, at

once accosting the former, said, •' I now know all that

regards you—and you are beyond doubt the rightful

Lord Everton. I said so just now. I remember
your features. In me shall you find a friend."

Adolphus pressed the old gentleman's hand with

grateful fervour, the tears trickling down his cheeks.

" And now," said Mr. Gunthorpe, with an arch

smile, " have you no message to send to Henrietta ?

Ah ! that name fills your countenance with anima-

tion. Well, my dear Adolphus, the girl is worthy

of you—and she has already learnt to love you.

God grant that you may be happy ! If I do not

come again to see you to-morrow, I shall send some
kind message by Henrietta, to furnish her with an
excuse for calling at the cottage."

With these words, the old gentleman took an af-

fectionate farewell of Adolphus, Elizabeth, and
Frank ; and hurrying forth, gave some brief in-

structions tc his coachman. Then, waving his hand
to those who stood upon the threshold, he entered

the carriage, which immediately drove away.

The three proceeded to the parlour where he had

left the slip of paper lying upon the table. It was

a cheque upon Mr. Gunthorpe's banker for five

thousand pounds. Then more than ever did Eliza-

beth, Frank, and Adolphus wonder who Mr. Gun-
thorpe could be.

CHAPTER LXXVIL

APPBEHJSNSIOMS.

LoBD Petersfield was seated in his library at

about three o'clock in the afternoon, looking over a
number of papers connected with his diplomatic

avo-ations of past years, and wondering whether
certain overtures which he had recently been making
to the Ministers then in power, would result accord-

ing to his wishes. His desire was to c^tain an
important embassy, which, according to rumour,
would soon be vacant; and he was fm-bishing up
his rusty ideas by the aid of the papers that he was
so deeply conning. In the m'ddle of his oocupatioo
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a footman entered; and presenting him with a

card, said, " This gentleman requests an immediate

interview with your lordship."

" Sir John Marston ?" said Lord Petersfield, who

seldom suffered himself to be surprised out of his

diplomatic gravity. " Well, let him walk up ;"

—

and yet he was far from liking this visit.

In a few minutes the Baronet made his appear-

ance. He advanced with outstretched hand : but

the nobleman received him somewhat coldly, and

eyed him with a certain degree of suspicion.

" Many years have elapsed since you and I met,

my lord," said the Baronet, gazing upon him as if

to mark the extent to which the ravages of time

had gone in respect to the nobleman's person.

"It may be many years. Sir John Marston,"

said Lord Petersfield, with his habitual diplomatic

caution ; "but I am not prepared to say how many
—indeed I should not like to venture a conjecture

without careful consideration
"

" Your lordship appears to receive me somewhat
coldly," said the Baivjnet.

"No—not coldly," rejoined Petersfield; "but I

am not as yet assured—that is to say, I have not

yet had leisure to make up my mind whether you
are Sir John Marston or not ; and I should not like

to come to a hasty conclusion."

" What nonsense is this, Petersfield ?" exclaimed

Marston, with a movement of impatience : then

as he threw himself upon a seat, he said, " Come,
throw off this diplomatic cautiousness and reserve

of your's: for we have to speak upon important

business, I can tell you."
" Well, then," said the diplomatist, " granting ,

that you are Sir John Marston—and considering

from the corroborative evidence of your printed

card, coupled with your own deliberate averment,

that you may be so
"

"Why, you know I am!" ejaculated Marston,
stamping his foot with another paroxysm of im-

patience. "What the devil makes you go on in

this rigmarole style ? Surely a matter of some six-

teen years or so has not so changed me that you do
not recognize me ?"

" Personal appearance is not always a trustworthy

credential," remarked Lord Petersfield. "But still,

u I was saying—"
" The deuce take what you were saying !" inter-

rupted the Baronet. " I will very soon give you a

proof that I am that self-same Sir John Marston

—

Lady Everton's brother—with whom you and the

present Lord Everton did a certain business."
" Enou- h !" said his lordship, now looking anx-

iously around: then rising from his seat, he ad-

vanced to the door—opened it—looked cautiously

out—and satisfying himself that there were no eaves-

droppers, closed it again. " Now, Sir John Marston,
what business has procured me the honour—I might
perhaps say the pleasure of this visit ?"

" That very same business to which I have already

alluded," responded the Baronet. "Do you know
my lord that a certain young lady has discovered a
clue

"

" Eh—what ?" ejaculated his lordship, now speak-

ing rapidly enough ; and his diplomatic countenance,

suddenly losing all its gravity, became expressive

of the utmost agitation. " Do you mean Elizabeth

Paton—or the Marchioness of Villebelle—or what-
j

•ver she may call herself P"
|

I

" I do," replied Sir John :
" and if I be not very

much mistake!., she at the present moment bears

the name of Mrs. Chandos."
" You are right, Sir John—you are right. Lady

Sasondale and Mariow both told me (he other day
that Frank Paton, whom I placed with her lady-

ship, had found a 'sister in that woman. But do

you know "

" I know that she is a female highwayman," in-

terrupted the Baronet. " It is a most extraordinary

thing that I should be staying at Dover when her

adventure at the Admiral's Head took place. I

heard something of it at the time, but little thought

that Mrs. Chandos—the heroine of that adventure

—and our Elizabeth Paton were one and the same
person. 1 do not read the local newspaper habit-

ually ; and therefore the account, which gave a full

description of her personal appearance, escaped my
notice. But yesterday I accidentally lighted upon
the particular number of the Dover newspaper con-

taining that report; and as I read on, I was
struck with the conviction that Elizabeth Paton it

Mrs. Chandos."
" And you are right," responded Petersfield. " I

have been told that she is Frank's sister. But what
of it ? and what connexion have her misdoings with

any clue
"

" Who said that there was a connexion ?" inter-

rupted the Baronet. " I tell you that she does pos-

sess a clue. You know that Villebelle has married

Constance Farcfield."

" Yes^I am aware of it," answered Lord Peters-

field. " Indeed, to tell you the truth, I delicately

dropped to Lady Saxondale a hint, many months
ago, that the Marquis had a wife living. Of course

I did not say how I knew it : I pretended to have

heard some such thing rumoured when I was in

Paris "

" Well, but you see the marriage has taken place,"

continued Sir John Marston. " Elizabeth released

Villebelle from all engagement towards her—from
all bonds or ties that is to say, so far as she was
able. I should have stopped the marriage most
effectually, had not Villebelle, when at Dover, whis-

pered in my ear a certain name, which convinced

me with startling effect that Elizabeth does possess

a clue to past events that may prove dangerous

enough for us."

" And that clue ?" asked Lord Petersfield, all his

diplomatic reserve having given place to intense

anxiety.

" The name of Lady Everton was breathed in my
ears," rejoined the Baronet.

"Ah! this is awkward," said Petersfield. "But
what did you do ? what have you done ?"

" What could I do ? I did not then know where
Elizabeth was : nor did I know that she and Mrs.

Chandos were one and the same. I tliouglit of

doing a thousand thini^s—of hunting her out—of

locking her up in a madhouse, if I found her—or

even of making away with her if necessary."
" Sir John Marston I" exclaimed Petersfield, be-

coming white as a sheet.

"Ah! you may affect horror, my lord," resumed

the Baronet: "but I was prepared for anything

desperate. Yet where was 1 to search for her ? \11

I knew was that she had recently been to liobson

—that's my attorney, you know—to receive soino

money I allow her. So I w rote to Kobson to aek ii
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he knew where she lived. His reply was that he

did not even know whether she was in London. So

I remained fretting, and fidgetting, and chafing at

Dover, not knowing what on earth to do. At last,

as I tell you, the Dover paper of some weeks back,

containing the account of tbat business, fell into my
hands; then I saw at once tbat Elizabeth was the

female highwayman who stopped Marlow and Mal-

ton, and that she lived somewhere near Edmonton.
So I came up to London to-day—and have only just

arrived. My first visit is paid to you, that we may
consult together."

" Do you happen to have the Dover paper about

you ?" asked Petersfield :
" for I know no more of

Marlow's adventure than what ho told me at the

time."

"Yes—here it is," returned Sir John Marston,

producing the journal.

Lord Petersfield took *t and commenced reading

at the column indicated by the Baronet : but as he

continued the perusal, his features began to express

a growing amazement ; and suddenly rapping his

clenched hand upon the table, he ejaculated, " Then,

by heaven, it was she !"

" What do you mean P" asked the Baronet has-

tily.

" I mean that Elizabeth has been here—that she

has paid a visit to this house," responded Lord Pe-

tersfield in consternation. " I never could fancy

what the meaning of that strange creature's intru-

sion could be. I set her down as mad.' Marlow
never happened to describe her person to me——"

" But did you not recollect her ?" inquired Sir

John.
" I never saw her since her earliest childhood,"

answered the nobleman. " When I took Frank to

scliool at Southampton, I carefully {(voided seeing

Elizabeth. She was then sixteen : and therefore if

she had seen me, she would have remembered me
again — which I was naturally anxious to avoid.

Ah ! tliis is indeed most threatening. What could

she have come hither for ? I can't make it out. It

was assuredly she. The description in this news-
paper is life-like—handsome but largely chiselled

features—full lips, somewhat coarse and richly red

—teeth white as ivory—olive complexion—a some-
what bold and hardy gaze—a voice strong, but not

harsh, and with flute-like tones Yes, to be sure,

it is llie same! it is beyond all doubt!"

"But upon what pretence did she come?" de-

mauiled the Baronet, "Consider—reflect! You
must tax your memory : it is important we should
know. It may enable us to form an idea of the

extent of tiie clue which she possesses."

"Ah! a suspicion strikes me," ejaculated Peters-

field. " On that very same day, I recollect full well

now, her brotlier Frank was here; and he hap-

pened to see that portrait of Lady Evcrton which
was published in the Court Beauties. Stop a mo-
ment!"

^V'ith those words Lord Pctcrsfield hurried from
the room: but in less than a minute he returned,

holding a book open in his hand;—and advancing
up to the Baronet, he showed him where a leaf

had been abstracted, exclaiming, " Yes— it is I

gone!" :

"Tl:en rest assured, my lord," replied Sir John
Marsii.n, " that they arc thorouglily upon the right

track ; ami having discovered who their mother is.

they will discover all the rest. There will be •
terrific exposure. And now, what is to be done ?"

" What is to be done indeed ?" said Lord Peters-

field, pacing the room in considerable agitation, all

his studied reserve being scattered to the winds, and
his natural feelings triumphing over cold artifi-

ciality.

" Yes—what is to be done ?" repeated the Ba-
ronet. " You are rich, my lord—you have feathered

your nest well in various diplomatic services—and
you can perhaps aCFord to disgorge. But with me
it is very different ! I have no more than I kno«r

what to do with; and if I were to give up my share

I should be a ruined man. Indeed, it was only to

keep the woman quiet and enable her to Imve
enough to live upon, that I have allowed her thia

four hundred a-year for a little time past. I was
tearful that if she fell into poverty she might begin
talking to people of the transaction of that mar-
riage—and thus one thing might have led on to

another, resulting in the fullest exposure. But I
repeal that if I am called upon to refund, I may as

well go and di'own myself afterwards."

" Besides, the exposure ! the disgrace! the damn-
ing infamy !" ejaculated Lord Petersfield. " Would
to God I had never done it

!"

" Ah ! you were something like myself in 'those

times, my lord," said Marston bitterly ; " too fond

of the gaming-table !"

"And Lady Petersfield!" continued the noble-

man, not heeding the Baronet's acerbic interjection:

" what a blow for her ! she who suspects it not ! she

who has not an idea of all this! And with her

diabolical temper too Why it will be enough to

make me blow my brains out !"

" A pretty couple we shall be, then !" said Marston,

with that bitter mocking laugh in which despair

sometimes breaks forth :
" I to drown myself—you

to blow your brains out ! But what is to be done?
It is no use your walking up and down the room
like this. Pray resume some of your diplomatic

cunning as soon as ever you like. The sooner, too,

the better. Fortunately we know where Elizabeth

is—at a cottage near Edmonton. The report in the

Dover newspaper lets us know that much Now
then, decide. Shall we lock her up in a madhouse ?

or shall we do that other thing—you know what
I mean ?"

"Do not allude to it, Sir John Marston!" replied

Lord Petersfield impatiently. " I am not so bad as

that."

" But I am bad enough for anything," exclaimed

Marston, " under such circumstances. I tell you
what, Petersfield—an idea has struck me! Let you
and I go and lay in wait in the neighbourhood of

her residence ; and when she comes out, we will

shoot her dead. If you are afraid to fire the pistol,

I am not. Then we will swear she tried to rob us

;

and the respectability of your name—j'our high po-

sition -your rank— all will give a colouring to the

statement. We may afterwards devise some means
to dispose of the boy Frank."

"Sir John Marston, are you mad?" ejaculated

the nobleman, becoming white as a sheet.

The Baronet was about to reply, when the door

opened, and a footman entered, bearing a card, and

intimating that the gentleman wliose name it do-

scribed sought an imuiediate interview.

" Mr. Guuthorpo?" eaid Lord Fctcilicld, iustan-



THF MSYTJiKlKS OP THE COPRT. 367

taneously recovuring his self-possession on the en-

trance of the servant, £ind therewith his habitual

reserve and caution. " I do not think—but of course

I should not like to say positively,—that I am
not acquainted with any one bearing the name of

Gunthorpo However he had better come up:

Sir John Marston, you can retire into my private

cabinet for a few minutes."

The Baronet accordingly proceeded into a small

adjoining room which Lord Petersfleld indicated;

and almost immediately afterwards Mr. Gunthorpe

made his appearance. Lord Petersfleld bowed coldly

an'i stiffly : for he thought that his visitor was some

citizen dwelling on the eastern side of Templfe Bar

—

an^ his lordship had a most haughty contempt and

supreme disgust for every body of that description.

Mr. Gunthorpe stared very hard at the nobleman

—and then said, " I presume that I am addressing

LordPetersBeld?"
"Really, Mr. Gunthorpe, I am not prepared

—

that is to say, I do not think I ought to answer a

question so pointedly put. I may be Lord Peters-

field—and indeed, after due deliberation, I think

I may venture to say that I am—with every proviso

requisite under such circumstances."

Mr. Gunthorpe first looked surprised—then in-

di;^nant—and then disgusted at the nobleman's

answer; and deliberately taking a seat, lie said,

" You had better sit down, my lord : for I desire to

have a very serious eouversa*^ion with you."
" And pray, Mr. Gunthorpe, who may you be ?"

asked the nobleman, as he gravely and slowly depo-

sited himself in his arm-chair. "Don't be in a

hurry to answer—i.ake time to reflect
"

" It needs no time for an honest man to proclaim

himself such," was Mr. Gunthorpe's response ; and
he looked with a strange significancy at Lord Peters-

field.

"Your answer is ambiguous," said the nobleman :

" it admits of a double meaning. It may be in-

teudM to imply a consciousness of your own honesty

:

or il may be an indirect and not ungraceful tribute

to miue."

"Humph!" said Mr. Gunthorpe. "I can assure

your lordship I was very far from intending the

latter construction to be put upon my words at all.

However, this is no occasion for childish trifling.

Lord Petersfleld, is there nuthing upon your con-

icience with which you can reproach yourself?"

This was indeed a home-thrust question put to

the diplomatist; and coming so quickly upon the

d'sagreeable business he had been discussing with Sir

John Marston, there can be no wonder that Lord
Petersfleld should suddenly turn pale and look con-

fused.

" But little more than sixteen years have elapsed,"

continued Mr. Gunthorpe, again looking very hard
in Lord Pctersfield's face, "since a certain noble-

man who believed that in you ne possessed a sincere

and faithful friend
"

"Ah!" gasped Petersfleld, sinking back in his

chair: biit in a sudden paroxysm of excitement, he
exclaimed, " Who are you, Mr. Gunthorpe ?"

" The intimate friend of that nobleman," was the

reply solemnly and fli-mly given ; " and one who
will see that the wrong be righted. All the circum-
stances of the past arc known to me "

" Mr. Q unthorpe," interrupted Petersfleld, in ^a
imploring tone, " I beseech you to deal mercifully

—

I will make every reparation. Where is' that noble-

man? You did well not to mention his name: for

the very walls have ears."

" Yes—and doors too," said Mr. Gunthorpe,

whose keen eye had caught sight of one gently

opening an inch or two opposite to that by which
he had entered ; and as he spoke, he rose from his

seat—walked straight up to that door—and pulling

it completely open, beheld the Baronet retreating

from it, having evidently been listening.

A half-suppressed ejaculation escaped Mr. Gun-
thorpe's lips : for he instantaneously recognized Sir

John Marston, on whose person the ravages of time

had not been sufficient to prevent 'such recognition.

But not choosing for some reason of his own, to

show that he had thus recognized him, Mr. Gun-
thorpe turned round to Lord Petersfleld, demanding
sternly, " Who is your lordship's eaves-dropper?"

" I am Sir John Marston," the Baronet at once

said: for Lord Petersfleld, again sinking back

aghast in his seat, could not utter a word. " You
are Mr. Gunthorpe, as I understand, and I have

heard you touch upon a certain delicate matter.

Perhaps, therefore, I may be admitted to the con-

ference ?"

" Most assuredly," rejoined the old gentleman,

with accents of signiflcant bitterness :
" for if you

are Sir John Marston, you are as much interested

in it as Lord Petersfleld himself."

" Granted !" exclaimed the Baronet : and he spoke

with a degree of insolent hardihood which mada
Lord Petersfleld think that he had devised some
means of averting the threatened exposure.

"Well then, Sir John Marston," resumed Mr.
Gunthorpe, " inasmuch as you have been listening

at that door, I need not repeat the words I have

already spoken to Lord Petersfleld. But as the

friend and confidant of a certain nobleman," he

continued, accentuating his words, " I demand an

account of the stewardship of you, Lord Petersfield

—of you also. Sir John Marston—in respect to the

sum of one hundred thousand pounds deposited in

your joint hands sixteen years ago, for the benefit

of Elizabeth and Francis Paton."

"And are we to understand," said Marston,
" that there is a very delicate anxiety and tender

interest entertained in a certain quarter with regard

to these said persons Elizabeth and Francis ?"

"Most assuredly!" responded Mr. Gunthorpe,

with a stern look. " How dare you assume, by
your very tone and manner, that it can be other-

wise ?"

"I assume nothing of the sort," replied the

Baronet. " I will ask one question. Have you,

Mr. Gunthorpe, as the friend and confidant of a

certain nobleman, seen these persons, Elizabeth and
Francis ?"

" I have—I have seen them both : it is barely an

hour since I left them. That they have been wronged

—cruelly, scandalously wronged—is but too evident

:

but they themselves are unconscious of the ex-

tent
"

" And pray, Mr. Gunthorpe," inquired Marston,

with a sardonic smile upon his countenance, " did

Elizabeth make known to you the pleasant pursuits

in which she has recently been engHged ?"

"What mean you, sir?" cried Mr. Gunthorpe,

angrily. " I have every reason to believe
"

" Boliove nothing without being convinced," ia«
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tcrrupted Marston. " Here : take and read this

document!"

As he thus spoke, the Baronet spread open the

Dover newspaper before Mr. Gunthorpe ; and the

old gentleman began to read the column pointed out

to him. Gradually did a strange excitement come

over him : he grew pale as death—subdued ejacu-

lations escaped his lips—his agitation was extreme.

Sir John Marston threw a significant look at

Lord Peterafield— a look in which a sardonic

triumph was blended with a conviction of their own
safety.

Mr. Gunthorpe finished reading the report—drew

his hand across kis brow, as if with a pang of in-

effable mental agony.—and then looked at the paper

again. He longed to start up in a fury and de-

nounce tlie whole affiiir as a fraud or a delusion : he

longed to proclaim his conviction that the Mrs.

Chandos of Dover was not the Elizabeth in whom
he was interested, and a different being from Mrs.

Chandos the highwaywoman. But when he re-

flected that from Henrietta% lips he had heard how
Elizabeth had appeared in male attire when she

rescued that young girl from Beech-Tree Lodge, he

was staggered—he was confounded. And the de-

scription, too, which Marlow had given before the

Dover magistrate of the female highwayman, tallied

BO completely with the portrait which the news-

paper report drew of the Mrs. Chandos who ap-

peared as a prisoner on the occasion, that it was

impossible to doubt ! Even the extraordinary nature

of the evidence given at that investigation before

the Mayor of Dover, though to all appearance

establishing an alibi, could not possibly prove satis-

factory to a man of Mr. Gunthorpe's shrewdness

and intelligence. Alas, yes ! he could come to no

other conclusion than the one fatal to the character

of Elizabeth Paton. And this idea was sadly and

terribly confirmed, when he recalled to mind her

own words, uttered to him ere now—that although

»s a woman she was pure and chaste, yet that her

life had not been free from faults. The poor old

gentleman was overwhelmed—almost annihilated

;

and after remaining in utter consternation and
dismay for a few minutes, he gave vent to his grief

in tears.

" That will be a shocking account," observed Sir

John Marston, with an ill-subdued malignity, " for

you to forward to that nobleman whose friend and
confidant you are."

" Villain !" ejaculated Mr. Gunthorpe, suddenly
dashing away the tears from his eyes and turning

his indignant looks upon the Baronet :
" all this must

be your work—and your's also, my lord ! Had you
Doth performed your duty towards that young
woman, she never could have been forced into such
ways as these. But there shall be vengeance and
punishment for your iniquities

!"

Thus speaking, Mr. Gunthorpe sprang up from
his seat, and was hurriedly quitting the room—when
Sir John Marston called out, "Stop ! you had better

do nothing rash ! Kemember, the honour of Lady
Everton may be at stake

!"

Mr. Gunthorpe was struck by the circumstance
thus announced, and which for the moment he had
forgotten. He did therefore stop short; and re-

turning to the chair he had so abruptly left, sat

down and reflected for upwards of a minute.
" I find," he said at length, " that I have to deal

with villains of no ordinary stamp. Yes—^you are

right. Sir John Marston x there can be no exposure

—no vengeance. But rest assured that punishment

of another kind will overtake both yourself and

your accomplice, Lord Petersfield. Your conscience,

Sir John Marston—and your's likewise, my lord,

will not sufi"er you to remain for ever indifiFerent to

this signal iniquity which you have perpetrated, t

leave you therefore to the enjoyment of your ill-

gotten gains—to the pangs of remorse which sooner

or later will inevitably overtake you ! I leave you

to all the consequences of a guilt which heaven

cannot sufi"er to go unpunished."

Having thus spoken in accents of a withering

bitterness, Mr. Gunthorpe rose from hia seat and

quitted the room.
" There I you see how splendidly I have managed

it !" exclaimed Sir John Marston, the moment the

door closed behind the old gentleman. "We are

safe—we are safe. I feel more at ease than I have

done for a long, long time post."

Lord Petersfield, now beginning to breathe freely,

remarked, " Yes—the afi"air has indeed taken a turn

which I had little anticipated."

" The idea struck me all in a moment," observed

Sir John, " as I listened at that door. I can't tell

how it was—but it occurred to me, somehow or

another, that the visit of this Mr. Gunthorpe was

connected with the business we bad been talking

on. I suppose it was because that business was

uppermost in my thoughts at the time. However,

such was my impression: and it induced me to

listen. Thus you see, Petersfield, that while you,

with all your diplomatic astuteness, would have suf-

fered yourself to be crushed down to the dust by

that old bully, I got rid of him by riding the high

horse and taking the matter with an air of hardi-

hood and effrontery."

"It is indeed fortunate," observed Petersfield,

" that we have got rid of this unpleasant affair so

easily. But think you we shall hear no more of

it?"

"I am confident we shall not," replied Marston.

"I will stake my existence upon it. This Gun-
thorpe is evidently deep in a certain nobleman's

seerets. Did you see how he was affected ? That

was at the idea of having to shock his friend

—

this

certain nobleman," added Marston malignantly—

"with an account of Elizabeth's ways of life. And
then too, there is the necessity of saving Lady
Everton's name from exposure and disgrace—which

is another safeguard for us. Had the matter rested

I alone with Elizabeth and Frank, we might not hark

got out of it so comfortably. But as it is, we are

safe, and need trouble ourselves no more upon the

matter. I shall even go to Bobson and tell him that

for the future he need not pay the quarterly allow-

ance to Elizabeth. It will be four hundred a-year

!
in my pocket; and thus altogether my visit to Lon-
don hoa terminated most fortunately instead of

inauspicuously."
" But who is this Mr. Gunthorpe, think youf"

asked Lord Petersfield.

" No matter who he is," rejoined Marston :
" he

has ceased to become an object of terror for us."

With these words the Baronet took his leave of

the nobleman, and quitted the house in high glee

aud joyous triumph at the result of the whole ad-

Tenture.
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CHAPTER LXXVIII.

THE JfOBLlJMAN AND THK LAWYE*.

About imlf-an-hour after Sir John Marston had

taken his departure from Lord Petersficld's presence,

Mr. Malton was announced. This gentleman, as

our readers will recollect, waa the junior and more

grave and steady partner of the eminent legal firm

;

Rnd though perhaps he possessed not the same

sharp-witted qualities as Mv. Marlow, yet he had

none of that gentleman's excitability, which often

merged into rashness.

" Well, Malton," said Pctersfield, who, being very

intimate with the lawyers, treated them with a cor-

responding familiarity, " what has brought you

hither this afternoon ? Some new freak of Saxon-

dale's ?"

"No, my lord: my business on the present occa-

ion," responded Malton, '"regards her ladyship:

and as you are so old standing a friend of the

family, Mr. Marlow and I have deemed it to be

our duty to 'consult you in the present case."

" And pray what is it ?" asked his lordship, look-

ing awfully grave and important at what he took

to be a compliment paid to his wisdom and judg-

ment.
" It is an unpleasant business," said Mr. Malton.

" Perchance your lordship may have heard of a

certain William Dcveril ?
'

"Without committing myself in too positive a

manner," replied the nobleman, " I think I may
venture to state that I have heard of such a person.

Nay, more—I will go so far as to admit that I

have seen him at Lady Saxondalc's house ; and I

believe—but I would not pledge myself beyond the

possibility of retraction—that he taught the young

ladies some particular style of painting."

" Precisely so, my lord. Does it also happen that

you have heard a certain tale respecting his beha-

viour to her ladyship ?" inquired the attorney.

" This is a very pointed question, Malton," an-

swered Lord Petersfield; "and though not in the

habit of replying without due deliberation, I think

that in the present case I may admit that I have

heard something of the kind."

" It is relative to this I wish to consult your lord-

ship. Mr. Deveril, it appears, denies the truth of

the story altogether; and a gentleman, who has

taken up the matter very warmly on his behalf, is

about to instruct his attorney to bring an action

for defamation against Lady Saxondale."

"You had better, Malton, tell me the name of

that gentleman. But do not speak too hastily

reflect on what you are going to say you might

mention a wrong name. I ouce knew a person, an-

swering too quickly, give the name of Noakes

instead of Brogson. So pray be careful."

"There is no need of reflection, my lord," re-

sponded the attorney, with a smile. " The gentle-

man's name is Guuthorpe."
'• Ah, Gunthorpel" ejaculated the nobleman, with

astai't; for his name had now become an ominous

and inauspicious one for him.

"Yes, my lord. Do you know him?"
" Know iiim, Malton? I should not like to speak

eo positively as to avow that I know him : but he

was certainly here upon a little private

iujijix back."

" Mr. Gunthorpe here ?" exclaimed Mr. Malton.
" And did he uot mention this circumstance to your
lordship? for of course he must know that your
lordship is a friend of the Saxondale family."

" He did not mention the circumstance, Malton.

I think that I may go so far as to assure you that

he did not—I am certain that I may."
" Well then, I must explain how the matter

stands. Some time back—as much as a fortnight

ago—Mr. Gunthorpe came to our office, and ex-

plained his business, as I Ijave already intimated to

your lordship. He agreed to suspend all proceed-

ings for one week, on condition that we would write

to her ladyship upon the subject. It however ap-

pears that business has prevented Mr. Gunthorpe

from returning to us until yesterday ; and then he

came to inquire what we proposed to do on behalf

of her ladyship ir the matt-^r. Now, we have re-

ceived two or tb'-ee letters from her ladyship with

reference there*') ; and the last one, which came to

hand yesterday morning, bade us defend any action

that might be brought against her ladyship—as she

adhered to her original statement, and defied Mr.
Deveril to asperse her good name."

" Well then, Malton," said Lord Petersfield, " I

suppose you must defend the action."

" But consider, my lord, the inconvenience of

dragging her ladyship's name before the tiibunalg

on such a subject. Your lordship is well aware of

the wickedness of the world ; and there will be

found plenty of persons ready enough to take De-
I veril's part."

I

" But what is your opinion, Malton ?" inquired

I

the nobleman :
" and what does Deveril allege ?"

I

The lawyer proceeded to explain in detail the par-

1

ticulars of that interview which had taken place

I

with Mr. Gunthorpe in Parliament Street, and
which was duly chronicled in our narrative.

" More than ever," continued Malton, " did Mr,
I Gunthorpe insist yesterday upon what he had pre-

I

viously stated. He warns us, if we value Lady
Saxondale's reputation, not to let her go to trial.

He says that he possesses evidence the nature of

which we little suspect, and which will pf ove dam-

]

natory to her ladyship. He declares t) at he has

no particular desire to bring this matter before the

' public—but that his only object is to clear up his

young friend Deveril's reputation. I nust confess

that he spoke so fairly, and at the same time in a

tone of such solemn warning, that both Marlow and
' myself entertain serious apprehensions concerning

the matter."
" Do you mean me to understand," asked Lord

Petersfield, " that you think it quite possible Mr.

Deveril's version may be the right one, and Lady
Saxondale's the erroneous one? Don't speak hastily

—take time to consider
"

I

" I have considered the matter—and very se<

riously," responded Malton. " At first both myself

and Marlow felt indignant at the slur thus thrown

upon her ladyship's reputation : we thought of the

purity of her life—the untarnished character she

has maintained—the dignified virtue which has ap-

pearoil to phu'c her beyond the reach even of sus-

picion. "But Mr. Gunthorpe so pointedly and em-

phatically assured us that he possessed the mcaos,

not merely of proving Deveril's case, but likewise of

ruining her ladyship's fair fame beyond the possi-

bility of redemption, that Marlow and I scarwlt
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know what to think. In short, v

consult your lordship in this most delicate and un-

pleasant matter. Heaven forbid that I," Mr. Mal-

ton went on to say, "should lend myself to un-

worthy or unjust suspicions : but we do know, Lord

Petersfield, that women sometimes take strange

whims and caprices into their head ; and if it should

have happened that Lady Saxondale, in a moment
of weakness, spoke or looked tenderly to this young

man, who, as your lordship well knows, is of ex-

traordinary beauty In a word, my lord, we are

all frail beings in this world."

Lord Petersfield, when looking inward to the

depths of his own conscience, knew fall well that

Mr. Malton had just given utterance to a solemn

truth; and the circumstances of his own position

naturally led him to reflect that it was quite pos-

sible, and even probable, that Lady Saxondale had
laid herself open to grave aspersions. There was he

—Lord Petersfield—a man who had filled high di-

plomatic offices—whose honour and integrity fre-

quently became the subject of compliment on the

part of his brother-peers in the Upper House

—

who was occasionally alluded to in certain news-

papers as a man of unimpeachable rectitude—and

who, in money-affairs, was looked upon by all who
knew him as an individual of scrupulous nicety,

—

there he was, occupying this proud position, and

yet harbouring the secret consciousness that he was
a vile plunderer of orphans—a base betrayer of the

confidence which a generous friendship had re-

posed in him—the accomplice of men of infamous

character in the doing of infamous deeds ! Such he

knew himself to be, while the world at large thought

him so very diflferent. Might not the case be some-
what similar with Lady Saxondale ? Might not all

the pride of her virtue be a mere outward assump-
tion—a mask— an hypocrisy— a deceit? Besides,

did not Lord Petersfield himself know enough of

the world—particularly of that aristocratic sphere

in which he moved—to be well aware that female

frailties were often hidden beneath a consummate
dissimulation ? And was there not within his own
knowledge the special case of Lady Everton—that

case in all the ramifying results of which he had
been so mixed up ?

These varied rejections swept rapidly through
the mind of Lord Petersfield, as Mr. Malton had
been speaking; and for upwards of a minute he
remained silent.

" Well, my dear sir," he at length said, " there

may be something worthy of consiileration in your
remarks. But do you not see that it is a very dif-

ficult matter to deal with ? Assuredly, Lady Saxon-
dale must not be permitted to rush headlong into

disgrace. She may not know the nature of the

evidence that her opponents are possessed of against

her. Persons—as you of course are even iictter

aware than myself—frequently go to law with the

confident hope that everything which is really dam-
natory to themselves is unkuown to their oppo-
nents

"

" Just so, my lord," said Mr. Malton : "and then,

when italloomes out, and they find themselves over-

whelmed with disgrace and confusion, they bitterly

regret their folly in having pcr.scvered with law. I

was thinking that if your lordship would only write

a pressing letter to Lady Saxondale—or what would
be much better, proceed into Lincolnshire and ob-

tain a personal interview—you might, with that

delicacy and tact which your lordship knows so well

how to use, induce her ladyship to empower Marlow
and myself to compromise this matter."

" I cannot possibly give an immediate answer,"

said the nobleman. " It requires deliberation it is

something to be pondered upon : I could not under-

take anything rash
"

" But the affair is urgent, my lord," said Mr.
Malton. " In two or three days, unless we are pre-

pared to do something, Mr. Gunthorpe's attorney

will commence proceedings."
" Well, my dear sir, I must take the rest of this

day to consider the matter," rejoined L )rd Peters-

field; "and I will let you know to-morrow. If I

decide upon proceeding into Lincolnshire
"

" You will in that case," added Malton, wishing

to nail the nobleman to this particular course, " start

to-morrow morning ?"

" Start, Mr. Malton ?" observed the diplomatist,

looking very grave and very suspicious. " I never

start. I never do anything in a hurry. I do not

start, as you term it : I take »ij/ departure."
" I beg your lordsliip'a pardon for having used so

improper a term," said the lawyer :
" i will be more

guarded in future."

At this moment the footman entered, bearing a

large official-looking packet with an enormous seal.

Lord Petersfield took it from the silver salver on

which it was presented—placed it solemnly b.^>l'ore

him—and waited until the servant had withdrawn

before he broke the seal. Then he opened the de-

spatch—looked slowly round the room to eouviiiee

himself that there was noboly but M dton present

with him—and lastly fixed hij eyes upon the lawyer

himself, as if to acquire the additional certainly that

this gentleman was not prepared to take any unduo

advantage of the packet being opened in his pre-

sence. Malton perfectly understood what was pass-

ing in the mind of the cautious diplomatist ; and he

could not help smiling as he rose to take his leave.

But the nobleman bade him remain for a few

minutes until he had examined the despatch : Mr.
Malton accordingly resumed his seat, while Lord

Petersfield slowly and solemnly perused the contents

of the document he had just received. Having done

this, he folded it up agriin—placed it in the envelope

—tied a piece of red tape round the packet—and

then deliberately endorsed it with the day of the

month and the very hour at which he hud re-

ceived it.

" It is as I thought," said his lordship, " when I

begged you to remain. I have just received an an-

nouncement and when I tell yoa this, Malton,

it is with the deliberate conviction that 1 am justi-

fied in so telling you that I cannot possibly pro-

ceed into Lincolnshire. All I can do, is to write

to Lady Saxondale. Her Majesty's Ministers, hav-

ing every confidence in my ability, caution, and

wariness, have sdecled mo I'w a special mission to

the Impeiitil Court ot' Vienna. It is not altogether

unexpected— I think I may go so far as to state that

I did positively expect it
"

Again the door opened; and the footman naid,

" Please your lordship, Lord Saxondale rcquesta %

few minutes' interview with your lordship."

" Let Lord Saxondale bo introduceil," said the

nobleman.
" Well, you sec," exclaimed Iidu*uud, as he es-
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tered the room, " 1 can't stand this sort of thing

any longer ; and so I have resolved to go abroad."

Lord Petersfield looked positively aghast at what

he considered to be the precipitate and reckless

manner in which the young nobleman spoke ; while

his dignity was offended by the omission of those

ceremonial phrases and compliments with which he

cs pooled that every visit should invariably commence

Mr. Malton was also surprised at the abrupt and

ejaculatory language that Edmund made use of.

" Sit down," said Lord Petersfield, pompously in-

dicating a chair ;
" and when you have recovered

breath and are perfectly master of your thoughts,

have the goodness to explain what sort of thing it

is you cannot stand."
" Why, I am sick of London-life," exclaimed

Saxondale, fling himself upon one chair and putting

his legs up on another. " I wisl\ I had accepted

your lordship's proposal of a few weeks back, about

being attached to that foreign embassy, you know.

Of course you are well aware from that list of debts

I sent in, that poor Emily Archer and I were on

very intimate terms together ; and also as a matter

of course, you have read the account in the news-

papers of her mysterious death."

" I have no doubt," said Lord Petersfield. gravely,

"that she was about to pay a visit to Saxondale

Castle at the time— perhaps thinking you were

there—or perhaps to see her ladyship for some pur-

pose
"

"Well, I can't say," interrupted Edmund; "and

I don't like talking of the business : it has upset me
very much. Besides, I am so precious dull all by

myself in Park Lane '

"Then wherefore," inquired Mr. Malton, "do you

not join the family circle down in Lincolnshire ? I

understand that Lady Macdonald and Lady Fiorina

Staunton are there
"

" No : they came back to town yesterday," ob-

served Edmund. "I learnt it by accident. My
valet happened to see them arrive."

"And pray, Lord Saxondale," asked Petersfield,

Boverely, " have you not been this day to pay your

respect to that lady who is affianced to you ?"

" Can't say that I have," responded Edmund.^
" But I shall go there presently. The fact is, I am'

Very muuh afraid Fiorina must have learnt on what
terms I was with poor Emily; and if so, all will be

up in that quarter. I wish to go abroad for a few

months; and therefore I came to toll yoiu" lord-

ship that I will accept of that post "

" It is no longer vacant," remarked Petersfield

:

" but if you are serious, Edmund, you can ac-

company me. For her Majesty's Ministers have

entrusted me with a special mission to Vienna "

"And when do you propose to leave?" asked

Saxondale, making a slight grimace at the thought

of accompanying his guardian.
" In three days," returned Lord Petersfield.

" But if you really purpose to go with me, you
must make up your mind to-morrow."

"It's made u[) at once. 1 will go !" exclaimed

Edmuud; " and there's my baud upon it."

Lord Petersfield just took the tips of Edmund's
fingers in a cold grasp, and began to give him sonic

advice—which the young nobleman did not thmk it

worth while to wail for ; aud bidding both his lord-

ship and Mr. Malton good bye, ho quitted the

CHAPTEE LXXIX.

THE DISCAEDED S U I X O ».

We must now return to Mr. Gunthorpe, whom we
left at the moment when he departed from the pre-

sence of Lord Petersfield and Sir John Marston.

Returning to his carriage, whicli was waiting, the

old gentleman ordered himself to be driven to Lady
Macdonald's house in Cavendish Square; but as the

vehicle proceeded thither, he felt almost inclined to

issue a fresh instruction and postpone his visit to

Lady Macdonald until the following day. He felt

anxious—deeply anxious—lo return to Lidy Bw^ss'a

cottage : but on mature reflection he resolved to let

the interval of a night pass, so that he should have
' ample leisure to compose the feelings which had

been so cruelly tortured, and thus prepare himself

for an interview which he foresaw would be attended

with painful circumstances. He therefore allowed

the carriage to proceed towards Cavendish Square;

and by the time it had reached Lady Macdonald's

residence, Mr. Gunthorpe had so far regained his

wonted composure that whatever he felt inwardly,

was no longer reflected in his countenance.

That his visit at Lady Macdonald's had been ex-

pected, was evident from the circumstance that the

moment he announced his name he was conducted

into a parlour, where her ladyship immediately

joined him. Fiorina was not present at this iuter-

vicw, which lasted for upwards of an hour. Mr.

Gunthorpe and La iy Macdonald had much to talk

upon : but we caunot at present explain the nature

of their discourse. Suffice it to say that at the ex-

piration of the colloquy, Mr. Gunthorpe accom-

panied Lady Macdonald up into the drawing-room,

where Fiorina was seated. This young lady, rising

from her chair, hastened forward to bestow the most

cordial welcome upon her lover's much-valued friend;

and it was even with a species of paternal kindness

that the old gentleman treated Fiorina.

" Now, I dare say," he exclaimed, making her sit

beside him upon a sofa, " that you are very anxious

indeed to know what has taken place between me
and your aunt ? Well, I think, my dear Fiorina

—

for so you must permit me to call 30U—that your

aunt will give you the welco.uc intelligence that she

I
is pcrfeclly satisfied with a certain young gentle-

I
man's rectitude of conduct ^"

"Ah, Mr. Gunthorpe I" murmured Fiorina, with

blushes upon her cheeks and thelightof joy dancing

in her beauteous eyes ;
" how can I sufficiently

thank you for having thus cleared up the character

of one "

"Whom you lovo so dearly—oh?" intei-rupted

Mr. Gunthorpe. "Ah! you need not throw that

dismayed look at your aunt. Sue will not reproach

you for having kept this love a secret from hor.

She knows everything now."
" Ves, dearest I'lorina," said Lady Macdoaald,

speaking with a most aflectiouate kindness ;
" Mr

Gunthorpe has told me everything, and I shall not

j

chide you. To tell you the truth, for the last two

or three weeks 1 have myself entertained serious

misgivings as to whether your happiness was being

truly and really consulted by this engagement with

1 Lord Saxondale. But now I can hesitate uo longer

in giving vou the assurance that it must be broken

ofl'."



THE MY3TEEIE8 OF THE COUET. 373

"Oh, my dear aunt!" exclaimed the beauteous

girl, bounding from het seat and embracing Ladj

Macdonald fervently. " You know not what hap-

piness your words have given me! It was only ia

obedience to your wishes that I ever consented to

receive a suit all along so odious to me."
" We will say no more upon that part of the

subject, my dear Flo," interrupted her ladyship.

" iir. Grunthorpe has made me fully aware of the

impropriety and imprudence of opposing the na-

tural current of the heart's affections. Besides,

Fiorina, I have ceased to entertain any respect for

Lady Saxondale. I have heard such sad things

concerning her But you are already acquainted

with them all: Mr. Deveril has informed you of

everything."

"And Mr. Deveril will receive permission," added

Mr. Grunthorpe, " to pay his respects to you, Fiorina,

at your aunt's house."

Need we say that a still sunnier joy than her

eyes had already shown, now danced in those

beauteous orbs—or that still deeper blushes ap-

peared upon Fiorina's cheeks ? This was indeed a

moment of happiness well and amply repaying her

for any past sorrows she had endured. Again did

she embrace her aunt ; and then returning to her

seat by Mr. Gunthorpe's side, she took his hand,

and pressed it gratefully to her lips.

" But what about my poor brother ?" she said,

after a pause, and while a cloud suddenly gathered

upon her brow.
" Where is he at tliis moment ?" demanded Mr.

Guathorpe. " Oh ! I recollect. Your aunt told

me just now: he remains at Saxondale Castle

—

having been thrown from a horse about a week
back. But fortunately he has received no serious

hurt. Now, Fiorina, the conduct of your brother

is far from satisfactory to those who are interested

in him: but he must be left to his own course for

the present."

"Ah! I have the most serious apprehensions on

his account '." exclaimed Fiorina. " I fear lest that-

wicked woman Lady Saxondale
"

" Well, but we must talk no more upon that sub-

ject now," interrupted Mr. Guuthorpe. " From all

1 know of your brother, he is not a man to be

either persuailed or coerced into one particular

course when he has set his mind on another. How-
ever, do not be afraid that he will be altogether lost

sight of
"

At this moment the door opened, and a domestic

entered to announce that Lord Saxoudale had just

called. Both Lady Macdonald and Fiorina tbrew

quick glances of inquiry upon Mr. Guuthorpe to

asccrtaiu tVom his looks what course he would rc-

commcud : and he at once made a sign that the

young nobleman should be shown up.

" It will be as well," he said, wlien the domestic

had quitted the room, " that this stripling should be

frankly dealt with at once; and as the opportunity

presents itself, let the explanation take place in my
presence. You, Lady Macdonald, must speak ; but

rest assured that 1 shall come to your rescue, if he

(lares display any of his tli|)paut iiupertinenee."

Scarcely had Mr. Guuthorpe finished speaking,

when the door opened again, and Lord Saxondale

was annoimeod. Apprehensive, us the reader has

already seen, that his affair with Emily Archer

might be known in Cavendish Sipiare, he had de-

termined to put a bold face on the matter ; and

therefore he was entering the room with a jaunty

free-and-easy look and manner, when he was taken

considerably aback on beholding Mr. Gunthorpe.

For knowing that the old gentleman had been in

Lincolnshire at the time of the murder, he could not

help fancying that his presence at Lady Macdonald's

on this occasion, was to give some explanation or

warning not altogether favourable to his (Saxon-

dale's) engagement with Fiorina. He therefore

started, and stopped short for a moment: but

quickly recovering his effrontery, he exclaimed,

" Ah, Mr. Gunthorpe ! What—are i/ou here ?"

"You see that I am," responded the old gentle-

man ;
" and this time. Lord Saxondale, I do not

think that you will threaten to have me kicked out

of the house, as you did when last we met—which
was in Park Lane."

" Oh ! never mind the past," ejaculated the young
nobleman, looking somewhat confused however:

then advancing towards the young lady, he extended

his hand, saying, " Well, Flo, so you have got back

from Lincolnshire ?"

She did not accept the proffered hand ; and her

]

look remained grave—but no word passed her

lips.

" Cool, eh?" muttered Loi'd Saxondale to himself:

then turning towards the aunt, he said, "And how

is your ladyship ? Why, what the deuce is the mat-

ter ? You all seem so uncommonly serious
!"

I

" Perhaps your lordship will sit down," inter-

rupted Lady Macdonald, pointing to a chair at a

little distance from the group :
" for it is necessary

that you should receive a certain explanation from

my lips."

\ Edmund took the chair accordingly, and endea-

voured to assume—or rather to persevere in the

assumption of an ofl'-hand and unconcerned man-

ner: but he nevertheless felt confused and un-

,
easy.

" My lord," continued Lady Macdonald, " from

some additional particulars which have appeared in

the newspapers relative to a certain lamentable

tragedy—and which particulars cuimot have escaped

your notice— it is but, too evident that one of the

unfortunate victims ha I for several weeks past been

living under your protection."

"Well, what of it.P" ejaculated Edmund. "lam
not married to Flo yet ; and of course should have

cut the concern as soon as we were married. Thcsf

things arc always done by young men ; and 1 don't

suppose you want to make me au exception to the

general rule."

" It is not to argue the point, Lord Saxondale,'

said Mr. Guuthorpe, with a severe look, "that her

ladyship was addressing ^ou -but to make a certain

aunounceiuent which it_ is needful you should

hear."

"Oil, 1 can gues-i what's coming!" cried Edmund
snappishly: " but 1 am not to be put off so easy, I

can tell you. What the deuce, Mr. Gunthorpe,

have you got to do with the business ? why are you

poking your nose in the atfair .^ And by the bye, if

you have beeu telling any tales about me, 1 can tell

one about you. That day you dined with Lon'

Harold in Jerinyu Street, didu't you get must

blazing drunk r"

"No, sir," responded Mr. Gunthorpe steruly: " !

alTectod to be overcome with liquor, in ordpr that 1
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might see the extent to which Lord Harold and

jourself would go in your endeavours to enmesh me
in your snares. If Lord Harold showed you the

next day the letter which I sent him, you must have

seen full well that not for a single moment was I

made your dupe. I suffered myself to be robbed of

a few thousand pounds for a certain reason of my
own But of that no matter. You would now do

well to attend to what Lady Macdonald may have

to say."

" Well then, what is it ?" demanded Edmund, his

lips trembling with rage as he bent his spiteful looks

upon Fiorina's aunt—while the young damsel her-

self sat by Mr. Gunthorpe's side, grave and serious,

and with her eyes bent down.
" I do not wish. Lord Saxondale," resumed Lady

Macdonald, " to touch more than is necessary upon

that lamentable occurrence which, if you possess any

heart at all, must have affected you. But it is ne-

cessary for me to state that I consider your conduct

in maintaining such a connexion while formally en-

gaged to my niece, to have been most disgraceful.

Therefore, you cannot be surprised when I request

that you will consider her engagement with your-

self to exist no longer."

"Indeed, I shall consider nothing of the sort!"

he exclaimed flippantly. " I am well aware that

Flo loves me—I am sure of it—although she may
be offended at the moment."

" Lady Fiorina Staunton," said the aunt, with

severe tone and look, " has only been kept in the

room during this unpleasant scene, that she may, if

necessary, give from her own lips an assurance en-

tirely corroborative of mine."
" What !" ejaculated Edmund :

" do you mean to

tell me, Flo, that you don't love me ? I'm sure you

won't say that ?"

" I am compelled to speak plainly and frankly

in this matter, " replied the young maiden, with a

modest dignity. " I am desirous, Lord Saxondale,

that the engagement should be broken off between

us."

"It is you who have done this mischief!" cried

the nobleman, starting up from his seat and ad-

dressing Mr. Guntborpe menacingly. " You are

poking your nose iu everywhere — bullying my
mother in the first place—and now thrusting your-

self into my affairs. What the deuce does it ali

mean? and pray who arc you?"
" Lord Saxondale," said the old gentleman, slowly

rising from the sofa and bending a stern look upou

the aristoeraLic stripling, " it is altogether useless

for you to all'ect the airs of tiie bully with me. It

you dare to talk thus in the I'vesence of one of

your own sex, it is not dillicult to imagine what

your conduct would bo before th>.'se ladies, were

they unprotected and alouc."

"Oil! don't take tilings up quite so sharp," i-jncu-

lated Edmund, overawed by the old gentleman's

demeanour : then turning to Lady Macilonald, ho

said, " 1 hope you will forgive me lor the past—

1

don't want to break off with Flo—I am very fond

of her—and I will turn over a new loaf and be quite

steady. Indeed, i mean to leave London for two

or three months: I have just been with Lord I'o-

tcrslield, who is going as Anibassatlor-Kxtraordinary

to Vienna—and i am to accompany him. The fact

Is, I am heartily sick of the liu' 1 iiavo been load-

ing, and waul change of scene : but il' you desire it,

Lady Macdonald, I will stay in London, an J show

you that I can become more steady."

" I am glad, Edmund," said her ladyship, in •
kinder tone than she had before used, " to hear you

talk in this manner ; and I do most sincerely hope

that you will reform. I think you would do well t«

absent yourself for a time— especially as you are

going with your guardian Lord Petersfield—a noble-

man of such high honour and integrity
"

Here a suppressed ejaculation from Mr. Gun-
thorpe drew all attention towards him : but he sud-

denly fell into a fit of coughing so as to cover the

abrupt paroxysm of grief and rage into which that

eulogy upon Lord Petersfield had thrown him.
" Yes, Edmund," continued Lady Macdonald,

" you will do well to proceed to the Continent. But
the decision which you have heard pronounced, is

irrevocable ; and from this moment you must look

upon Fiorina only as a mere acquaintance. I shall

to-morrow write to Lady Saxondale to inform her

that the engagement is broken off."

Edmund turned abruptly away—muttered some

threatening words to Mr. Guntborpe, who heeded

them not—and flung himself out of the room, bang-

ing the door violently behind him. A few minutes

afterwards Mr. Guntborpe himself took his depar-

ture, and entering his carriage, ordered it to drive

to William Deveril's villa near the Regent's Park.

He found our young hero and Angela walking

together in their little garden. Tbe beautiful

maiden was now fully acquainted with her brother's

love for Fiorina ; and we need scarcely say that she

entertained the most fervent hope it would be

crowned with happiness. They knew that Mr. Gun-

tborpe had written to Lady Macdonald at Saxon-

dale Castle—knew also that in this letter he had

made an appointment to call upon her at her own

house in Cavendish Square on that particular after-

noon of which wc are speaking—and they therefore

expected that he would call at their villa on his way

back to Stamford Hill. Nor were they disappointed:

for at about five o'clock in the evening, their worthy

old friend made his appearance. Most cordial was

the greeting he received from the brother and sister :

they conducted him into their tastefully furnished

parlour—and he gladly accepted of some refresh-

ments ; for he had taken nothing since he left his

own house in the morning.

Not a single word to \Villiam and Angela did

Mr. Guntborpe breathe of the circumstances which

had so deeply saddened him that day : but-when

he had taken a glass of wine and a mmtliful of

food, he proceeded to speak upon the subject for

which he had specially called on the present occa-

sion.

" I told you, my dear young friends," he said,

" that 1 wrote four days back to Lady Macdonald

at Saxondale C.islle, explaining to her sutCcieut to

make her comprehend the necessity of withdrawing

I'.erself and her niece at once from Lady Saxon-

dale's society. Lady Macdonald, not choosing to

break with Lady Sasoudale abruptly until she

should have received fulUT particulars iron* my lips,

^lroffered some pretest to account for the speedy de-

arture of liorsolf aud Fiorina from the casile.

fhoy arrive! iu town yesterday; ;iud just now, ac-

oortling to an intimation whicii 1 gave Latly Mao-

dcinaUi iu my letter, I called in Cavendish S^aaro.

Need I tell you, William, that you now staud higher
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in Lady Macdonald's opinion than ever ? need I as-

sare you that she is fully convinced of your inno-

cence and of Lady Saxondalc's guilt ? But there

is one piece of intelligence which I must hasten to

give you : which is, that the engagement is broken

off with Lord Saxondale—and you are now the ac-

cepted suitor of Lady Fiorina Staunton."

A cry of joy, fervid and enthusiastic, burst from

the lips of William Deveril, as he threw himself

upon his knees, and taking Mr. Gunthorpe's hand,

pressed it between both his own. Tears of minglod

gratitude and dehght trickled from the dark eyes of

the lovely Angela ; and Mr. Guuthorpe was deeply

affected by the scene of happiness which he thus

witnessed and of which he was the author.

He soon afterwards took his departure ; but on

Lis way back to his own mansion at Stamford Hill,

he stopped for a few moments at Mrs. Leyden's

dwelling to inform Henrietta that he was perfectly

satisfied 'with the result of his interview with Adol-

phus at Mrs. Chandos's cottage, and that she had

every hope of bliss to anticipate from that young
nobleman's love. Tiius did the old gentleman,

while his own heart was secretly devoured with care,

busy himself to promote the happiness of others

;

and to a certain extent it was a relief to his own
sorrows that he was enabled to do so.

At eleven o'clock on the following day, Mr. Gun-
thorpe's carriage again drew up in front of the

picturesque cottage near Edmonton. Elizabeth

immediately came forth to welcome the old gentle-

man ; and she informed him that her brother and

Adolphus had gone out together for a long ramMe
in the neighbouring lanes and fields.

" I am glad of it," said Mr. Gunthorpe, kindly

but mournfully ; " for I wish to have a serious—

a

very serious conversation with you. Will you be

enabled to give me two or three hours of your time

this morning?"
" Yes—assuredly," responded Elizabeth : but she

was struck by the mournfulness of Mr. Gunthorpe's

look and manner—and the truth flashed in unto her

mind.

The old gentleman dismissed his carriage for

the present, bidding the coachman return at two

o'clock; and he then entered the parlour with Lady
Bess.

Closing the door, she looked him full in the face

—but yet with an expression of profound sorrow

and humiliation on her features— saying, "Mr.
Gunthorpe, do you not despise me? do you not

scorn and loathe me ?"

"My God, no!" be ejaculated with a strange ex-

citement : and taking her hand, he pressed it long

and warmly, while the tears ran down his cheeks.
" You suspect, l^iizubeth, that I have learnt some-

thing concerning you "

" Yes—i see it in your manner—I know that you

have!" she answered, weeping. "But how is it

possible that you could come near me again ? how
is it that you can thus demonstrate so much kind

and generous feeling towards me? Who are you.

Mr. Gunthorpe? Tell me who you are ! That is n

question whicii I have asked myself a thousiiml

times since you were here yesterday—a quesiicjii

that I must ask a thousand times again until you
Bolve it

;"

" I cannot now, Elizabeth," replied the old gen-

tleman. " But shortly—very shortly—I may do so

375

SuflSce it for you to know that I entertain the

warmest and sincerest interest in your behalf."
" Oh, that proof of munificence which you left

with me yesterday !" exclaimed Lady Bess. " It is

a fortune! But see—I have not dared to avail

myself of your bounty ! I give it you back again

:

for now that you know all, you must feel how
thoroughly unworthy I am of your kindness :"

—

and as she spoke, she drew forth from her bosom
the cheque which Mr. Gunthorpe had left on the
preceding day.

"Keep it, Elizabeth—keep it—it is your's," he
said, gently pushing back her hand which held the
draft. " Would to heaven that ten thousand times
the amount would redeem the past

!"

"Ah, would that I could redeem it!" ejaculated

Elizabeth :
" but at least I may atone for it—and

most solemn is my resolve to make such atone-
ment."

" I came not to reproach you, my dear Eliza-

beth," said Mr. Gunthorpe, still profoundly affected—" but to hear from your lips the narrative of that
Past for which you promise atonement. I am
sure you will not refuse me your confidence."

"No—not for worlds!" cried Lady Bess, with
unfeigned sincerity. "Your goodness towards me
demands it—and I feel also, without knowing why,
that you have a right to expect it. Most sacredly

do I assure you, Mr. Guuthorpe, that my mind was
made up to tell you everything the next time you
called, even though you should not have elsewhere

discovered that dread secret which has filled you
with so much generous affliction on my behalf.

Oh ! but I have been haunted by the fear, ever
since you left this house yesterday, that you would
never return I I was seized with a presentiment
that you were going somewhere to make inquiries

that would bring to your knowledge this sad phase
in my eventful life ; and methought that if you did

thus learn it, you would cast me out with scorn and
loathing from your memory."

" No, Elizabeth—I could not do that," said Mr.
Gunthoi-pe :

" and that I could not, the proof is

that I am here again to-day ! And now that I

have given you the assurance that it is not my pur-
pose to reproach you, I beg you will delay not, m-y

daar Elizabeth, in lifting the veil that covers the

mystery of your life. Conceal nothing from me.
Whatsoever you may have to confess, will not draw
vituperation from my lips : nothing but sympathy
shall flow thence. You have not known me long

but perhaps you have seen enough of me to trust ia

tliis assurance ?"

"If any encouragement were wanting," said

Elizabeth, deeply moved, " to induce me to make
the fullest revelations, it has just been given in

these kind words that you have spoken."

She seated herself near Mr. Gunthorpe; and in a

calm firm voice, commenced her narrative ia the

iollowiug manner.

CHAPTER LXXX.

COMMEXCKUEXT OP LADY BKStl'a HISTOBT.

'The earliest period of existence to which my
memory can be carried back, is connoctod with this

jolluge. J [ere I dwelt in my infancy, with an
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elderly lady named Mrs. Burnaby, whom I was

taught to regard as my grandmotlicr. She was

moderately off, and kept one servant. She herself

instructed me in the rudiments of education : I was

fond of learning, and progressed rapidly under her

supervision. She was indeed very kind to me

—

behaving with all the affection of a near and fond

relative. When I was about eight years old—

I

remember the incident as well as if it had only

;jccurred yesterday—Mrs. Burnaby told me that she

was going upon a little journey, that she might be

absent a couple of days, and that I was to be a very

^ood girl and mind what the female- servant said

during her absence. She did remain away two

days : and it was late in the evening when slic re-

turned. Slie was accompanied by a nurse carrying

a little baby; and she told me that this little baby

was my brother. I was too young to reflect upon

sucli matters at that time; and therefore I did not

ihink it at all extraordinary. Indeed, all my feelings

were those of an enthusiastic joy at having this little

brother. It was a wet-nurse who had charge of

liim ; and I was told that his name was Francis.

At the expiration of some months—I suppose nine

or ten—the wet-nurse went away ; and a girl from

the neighbourhood was hired to take charge of

little Frank. He throve apace; and when he

was able to run alone he became a companion

for me. Full well do I remember the childish

delight with which I used to lead him when
we walked out with Mrs. Burnaby or the nurse-

maid ; and as years went by and he became more
companionable for me still, I loved him with the

sinccrcst affection. lie was not a strong nor healthy

ciiild, but delicate and interesting—endowed with

that remarkable beauty which has accompanied his

grow th and which characterizes him now. I myself,

on the other hand, was a strong vigorous girl—tall

for ray age—and totally unacquainted with even a

day's indisjyosition. When Frank was old enough
to commence learning, Mrs. Burnaby iustiucted

him as she did me; and it gave me the sincerest

delight to assist my little brother in his lessons.

"Time wore on—and the incident I am about to

relate happened in the year 1832. I was then four-

teen, and Frank was six. One morning Mrs.
liurnaby told us that we were to be dressed in our
Sunday apparel, and accompany her on a little

journey. I'resently a vehicle, which had been
ordered from Edmonton, drove up to the door : we
eulered it, and proceeded to some village about
ten miles distant—but I did not know the name.
There we stopped at a tavern, where a splendid car-

riage, attended by servants in a gorgeous livery, was
waiting. Mrs. Burnaby, myself, and Frank took

our places in this carriage; and it drove away.
Speedily turning out of the main road, it entered a
bye-one, running through some beautiful sylvan

scenery. At the expiration of an hour a superb
mansion ajjpeared at a little distance. It was
situated upon a gentle eminence, in the middle of a
park, where numerous deer were frisking about. It

was a beautiful day in the middle of summer : the
trees and fields were of the liveliest green—the

ornamental waters in that park reflected the un-
clouded blue of heaven—and swans were floating in

stately gracefulness upon the limpid lake. Al-
together it was a scene which delighted me at the
^iiae, and made an indelible impression upon me.

|

Through this park did the carriage proceed, until it

drove up to the entrance of the mansion, where it

stopped. Mrs. Burnaby alighted with us: an
elderly female, locking like a housekeeper, re-

ceived us as we descended from the vehicle

;

and a kind greeting took place between her and
Mrs. Burnaby. They were evidently old acquaint-

ances. The housekeeper—for so I shall call her

—

bestowed great attention on Frank and me, and
seemed surprised that I should have grown such a

tall girl. Perhaps she paid me some little com-
pliments with an admiring good-nature: but these I

pass over. We were conducted up a magnificent

staircase, to a bed-chamber, where a lady lay ill in

the couch. She was very beautiful, though pale

with sickness : she appeared to be about thirty- three

years of age. There were two other ladies with

her, much younger than herself—one being but
little past twenty, ond the other nineteen. I do
not think they were sisters—for although they were
both very beautiful, there was no family resemblance

between them. Nor do I think they were any re-

lation to the lady who was ill—at least so far as I

could judge by the way in which they addressed

her. I must however obsprve that neither the in-

valid lady nor these two younger ones called each

other by any name the whole time that Frank and
I were there—this reserve being doubtless a neces-

sary but melancholy precaution to prevent us from
obtaining any clue as to who they were.

" The sick lady embraced me and Frank with the

utmost tenderness, and wept over us. She contem-

plated us with a look which I can never forget—

a

look of mournful fondness and sorrowing love—

a

look which, young though I was, nevertheless made
me think that there must be some secret tie con-

necting my brother and myself with this lady.

After remaining upwards of an hour with her, she

bade us a most affectionate farewell. She gave me
some advice as to my future conduct, and hinted

that I was shortly to be removed from Mrs. Bur-

naby's and placed at school: but she assured me
that I had friends in the world who would ever be

watchful over my interests. Again and again did

she press me and Frank to her bosom ; and although

I have no doubt she exerted all her energies to re-

strain her emotions as much as possible, yet she

could not prevent them from finding an issue. Mrs.

Barnaby and the housekeecper conducted us back

to the carriage; and the latter female kissed us

both most kindly at parting. I should observe that

the two young ladies already mentioned, had like-

wise lavished affectionate endearments upon us.

The handsome carriage took us back to the village,

where we entered the hired vehicle and were borne

home to the cottage.

" On the following day preparations were com-
menced towards fitting me out for a boarding-

school. I grieved sadly when I found that I «aa
to be separated from my dearly beloved brother

:

but Mrs. Burnaby consoled me with the assurance

that v.'hcn he was old enough he should join me ia

the same establishment. At the expiration of eight

or ten days, the housekeeper from that splen>Tid

mansion arrived at the cottage. The moment of

parting had now come ; and full well do I remem-
ber the bitter, bitter tears I shed when separating

from Frank and ilrs. Burnaby. The housekeeper

took me into Loudon in a hired vehicle; and tlunoe
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we procee^ed by coach to Southampton. There 1

1

was placed at the eetablishment of Mr. and Mrs.

Jennings. It was a very large one, and was divided I

into two distinct compartments—one for boys, and

one for girls,—the master presiding over the former,

'

and the mistress over the latter. There it was that

the housekeeper left me, kissing mo affectionately
|

when she went away, and giving mc a well-filled

purse for pocket-money. I was well treated at this

school : that is to say, I experienced no unkindness.

But I need scarcely observe that I very much
missed the tender car<« of her whom I had been

taught to believe was my grandmother. Mrs.

Burnaby frequently wrote kind and encouraging

letters to me, and occasionally sent mc little pre-

sents. I expected to go home to her at the holi-

days, and was sadly distressed when I wa% informed

that I must remain at school. I wrote to Mrs.

Burnaby imploring her to have mo home, and tell-

Uig her how much I longed to see my dear brother

MO. 48.—TUiaU S£BI£S.

Frank. She wrote me back a lettMfuUofkindnosa,
but assuring me that circ\imstances compelled hor
to keep me at school, and enjoining me to makv
myself as happy as I possibly could. Frank some-

times wrote in his own little way ; and I remember
how I used to weep over those letters. Ah, I had

been told to make myself happy—but I could not

;

and during the holidays, when most of the other

children wwe away at their homes, I often used to

weep and sob as if my heart would break.

" At the expiration of very nearly two years, I was

one day most agreeably surprised by the presence of

my brother. He told mo that Mrs. Burnaby was

dead, and that she was nut our grandmother—in-

deed that sh» was no relation at all. He was not

dressed in black ; and when I spoke to the school-

mistress on the subject, she told me that we wore

neither of us to bo put into mourning. I was much
afllicted at hearing of the good old lady's death;

and I felt shocked at this prohibition from putting
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m a suitable apparel: for i otwillistariding 1 uovv ' disliked learnintj, I was wont to assist her with her

learnt that there was not the rom<jtest di-j^ree of lessons. She was a kind-bcartcd gencrous-mindt'd

kinship between her and uf., yet 1 thought that girl ; anrl I loved her dearly. I must add that her

having; bo long regarded bet in another light, it fatuer Mr. Mursi.all kept a tavern at Dover; but

would have been but decent to exhibit a prober being well off, be was enabled to give his daughters

respect for ber memory. Frank told mo that a a good education. For Kate bad two sisters youngei

gcutlewian, whose name he (hd not know, had than herself; and they were at school, I believe, at

br.'Ught hiin to school; and it appeared that this Dover—the mother not liking to have them all sent

gentleman—or rather nobleman—took his depar-
[

away from home.

turo immediately, and did not ask to see me. " I have said that I was sixteen when my brothel

"Frank likewise told me that about ten months came to this school. About a year afterwards Mrs.
back he bad been taken to a large buihling in Loa- Jennings told me that I was no longer to consider

don, where he bad seen that laily again ; and that myself a scholar, but was to occupy the place of

she was then in perfect health. On that occasion junior teacher, with the ultimate view of qualifying

he had for the first time beheld the nobleman who myself as a governess, by which profession I was
afterwards brought him to school: for that lie was to earn my bread. Thus time passed on ; and when
a nobleman, could be conjectured from the circum- I was twenty, Mrs. Jennings informed me that I

stance that he had worn a star upon his breast, was to make ray preparations to enter, in the above
when Frank saw him first of all. My brother like- capacity, a family that was about to visit the Con-
wise told me that on the previous day—that before tinent. Kate Marshall at that time—she being

be arrived at the school, and which was ten mouths sixteen—left the school. We exchonged some littlr

ftfter his visit to the lady at the great building in mementoes of our friendship ; and she made me
London—this same nobleman, after taking posses- promise that if ever I had an opportunity, I would
sion of Mrs. Burnaby's papers and letters, had pay her a visit at Dover. But the most anguished
conducted him to the splendid nanjion in the park, separation was from my dear brother Frank ; and
where he saw the lady a third time, and also thoss i when the moment for parting came, we embraced
two young ladies previously mentioned. The lady again and again, unable to tear ourselves away from
whom he had been taken specially to see, wept
over him, murmuring that perhaps she should never

see him more ; and she cut ofi' a lock of his hair.

He was then consigned to the charge of that noble-

man who brought him to the school at Southarvotca,

Jii.ih woB r) e substance cf the info:-ruat.v,u waich
if'rank gavti me; and amidst my grief at the death

of poor Mrs. Burnaby, it was a source of comfort to

have my brotiier beneath the same roof with myself.

" At the time of which I am now speaking, be
was eight, and I was sixteen. He of course lived

•a the department of the establishment allotted to

the boys—while I dnelt in that appropriated to the

female scholars. We however saw each other for

a short time every day, and for several hours on
Sunday. I was tlierefore now much happier than

I had been when at this school by myself; and I

did my best to make my poor brother happy also.

We were well provided with clothes by the master

and mistress according as we wanted them : and we
were likewise allowed a sufficiency of pocket-money.

I think that Mr. and Mrs. Jennings suspected there

was some strange mystery connected with us—but

each other's arms. At length we did separate : and
never shall 1 forget the excruciating poignancy i>i

my affliction at that moment! My boxes were con-

veyed to the hotel where the family was stoDnir?;

but before I took leave of Mr. and iirs Jt ..'.'.• >,

I besoigu: them to treat my dear brothtr with ill

possible kindness, as I knew that he would be incon-

solable at my loss. They promised that they would

;

and they showed some degree of feeling on parting

from me.
" The family into which I now entered was that of

Sir John Marston. He was then about fifty years of

age : Lady Marston was two years his junior. They

had a niece with them— a Mrs. Lloyd—who v^»

a widow, and had two children. She was about

thirty years old; and her children—both girls—were

respectively twelve and ten. It was these two chil-

dren of whose education I was to take charge. As
I have already said, this lamily was staying at aa

hotel ; and from what I l&.\rnt, they had only arrived

from London two days previously. How they heard

of me—how I became engaged to enter into their

service—how long the negotiation had been carried

they evidently were not acquainted with it—or at on—in short, all circumstances leading to my entrance

least not in all its particulars: for Mrs. Jennings into this family, were totally unknown to me; and
frequently questioned me in respect to my former of course I did not ask the question,

reminiscences. I used to answer her with frank- I

" On the following day we embarked on board a

ness, in the hope that she would perhaps bo led to steam-packet bound for Havre-de-Grace: and therj

toll me something. But she never did.
: I found that the Marstons had a house ready pro-

" I must here observe that amongst the female- I vidcd to receive thom, and where they had pre

scholars at this school, there was one named Cathe-
]

viously been dwelling for some time. It was there

rine Marshall. She was four years younger tb;\u that we accordingly took up our abode; and I

myself—a fine, tall, well-made, and beautiful creature entered upon my duties as governess to Mrs. Lloyd's

as ever I beheld. She was possessed of a merry and children. Under no circumstances is the occupa-

joyous disposition — innocently mischievous, if I tiou of a teacher a very pleasurable one: but mine
may use the term—and full of frolicsome gaiety. ' was rendered doubly annoying by the disagreeable

My spirits were naturally good, notwithstanding the temper of ?ny two pupils, and by the ditfieulty I

many depressing circumstances by which I was experienced in giving Mrs. Lloyd satisfaction. She
surrounded. Kate and I soon formed a sincere was constantly interfering and finding fault. Her
friendship tor each other. When the school walked children were ruile, pert, and forward when I com-
out wv were always together; we sat together in menced with them; and vainly did 1 cndeaveur to

the school-room ; and as she was somc^-iiat iiUe and improvu their manners and dispositions, ll 1 spoke
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harshly to them, they raised such a storm of crying,

shrieking, screaming, and yelling, that the whole

house grew alarmed, and I was blamed for their

ill-conduct. In short, I soon found that I had

entered into a kind of purgatory, and that the life I

had led at the Southampton school was paradise

compared to it. Sir John Marston often scolded

me most brutally : Lady Marston treated me with

the supremest contempt: indeed, she was kinder

far to her menials than to myself. Mrs. Lloyii, as

I have already said, was constantly findinir fault.

If I corrected the children when they did wrong

—

or if I let them have their own way—I was equally

liable to blame ; and thus I found my situation

rapidly becoming intolerable. The domestics, see-

ing how I was treated by their master and the two

ladies, followed their example ; so that I could

scarcely get even the most necessary services per-

formed, and had to a great extent to do menial

things for myself. I wrote frequently to Frank

:

but I never in my letters meatiuued to him how
thoroughly unhappy I was.

"Thus some mouths passed away; and at length,

as my ideas began to grow enlarged and my expe-

rience of the world increased, I began to ask myself

why I should put up with so much ill-treatment?

I reasoned that if my qualifications were such as to

enable me to obtain my bread at all, they -would

avail for the purpose in some other family than Sir

i^ohn Marston's ; and inspired by these reflections,

I felt a certain independence of spirit growing up
within me. When once this spirit had sprung into

nxist^nce—or rather, when the natural strength of

my mind began thus to develop itself—I assumed a
loftier bearing towards those around me. Oue day,

77hcn the children had been guilty of some exceed-

ing act of rudeness, I chastised them with great
sf'i-erity. Their cries brought up their mother Mrs.
L jyd ; and she began abusing me with her usual
violence. I desired her not to address me in such
language—told her that she was no lady, but only
fit for a fishwife—and gave her plainly and frankly

to understand that so long as I had the charge of

her daughters, I was thenceforth determined to

punish them whenever they deserved it. She has-

tened away to tell her uncle Sir John Marston, who
rushed up to the nursery furious with rage. When
he began storming at me, I told him he was a
co-pardly bully, and that he would not dare behave
thus to one of his own sex. He blustered and fumed,
endeavouring to break my spirit ; and he even
raised his hand to strike me—when I snatched up a
footstool and hurled it at his head. It struck him
u severe blow, but tranquillized him in a moment

;

and he quitted the nursery without another word.
Thus far 1 was victorious. But presently I had to

sncountcr the self-sufficient insolence of Lady Mar-
ston

; for as I passed her on the stairs, she turned
up her nose, muttering something about ' a beggarly
'ipstart.' I at once told her that I had not the
.Mi;;htest doubt she was precisely what she had dared
•m call me ; and white with rage, she hurried away.
1 was now perfectly triumphant. I felt glowing
within me a spirit such as I had never known
heforc; and the consciousness that I possessed it,

made me happy. I suddenly felt myself above all

(H'tty tyrannies, and totally independent of my
iy rants. I was therefore eneour;ige(l to prosecute
iho warfare against the servants; and when that

very same day an impertinent minx of a hou'^emaid

refused to do something I bade her, I bestowed upOw
her such a sound box on the ears, that she was «d

much dismayed as hurt. She did not any loager

I
refuse to follow my orders r and during all the rest.-rf

the time I was in Sir John Marston's family, I ex-

perienced no overt impertinence on the part of sin*

domestics.

" The effect which all these various proceedings

produced, was perfectly astonisliing : the treatment

j

I subsequently experienced was widely different

i from that I had before known. I was left to man-
age the children as I thought fit ; and the domestics

j

obeyed my orders. But still I was resolved to take

I

the earliest opportunity of quitting a situation which
I disliked and a family that I detested. I secretly

made inquiries if other English families living ia

Havre, required a governess—but could hear of

nothing satisfactory. At length I resolved to give

Sir John Marston notice to leave him, and wend my
way back to England. Thereupon he gave me to

understand that I was bound to him by those who had
the power to bind me, until I should attain the age
of twenty-one. It only wanted three months of

that period; and I therefore determined to await it

patiently. But still I wondered who the persons

could be that exercised this invisible but powertui

influence over my destinies.

"About two months after that conversation wit'a

Sir John Marston the family removed from Havre
to Pafis ; and we took up our abode at an hotel,

the Baronet alleging that he purposed to look out

for a suitable residence, as he meant to fix himself

permanently, or at all events for some time, in tlio

French capital. I cared nothing about his arrange-

ments—looking forward to the end of another

month as the period of my emancipation. And
now I come to the most extraordinary inciJeat ia

my chequered life. It was on the morning after tha

]

attainment of my twenty-first year, that I requested

an interview with Sir John Marston in order to re-

;

ceive whatsoever amount of money was due to m»
and take my leave. The request for an audience

was granted; and when I repaired to the room ia

I

which he was seated alone, he manifested the most
extraordinary courtesy. Desiring me to be seated.

be addressed me in such a tone of urbanity and
kindness that I could scarcely believe he was the

same individual who used to treat mo with ouch
' ruffian brutality. He commenced by stating that

he was sorry if any past circumstances had cmo.-

dered me unhappy while in his family, but at.

tnbuted them all to hastiness of temper—for which
he professed a profound sorrow. Ho then ques-

tioned me—as indeed he had often douo be lure

—

very minutely relative to my reiuinisooi.-ces ol ihe

earlier portion of my life ; and thinking that now I

had attained my majority, and was going to leave

him, he might have something important to com-
municate, I spoke without reserve. He then pro-

ceeded to make mo the most extrairdinary proposal;

and although he opened his mind with cautious

slowness—feeliivg his way as it we.'o with the most

wary circumlocution—yet the proposition, when
fully developed, struck me speeoliless with wonder

for some minutes. It was to the elTect thiit if I

would consent to marry a certain person whom ha

had selected, he woulcl present tno with a sum of

live thousand pounds; but that he did nut ruquiro
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me to live with this husband of his choice a day,

nor an hour, nor a minute. On the contrarj, he

stipulated as a part of his proposition, that we were

to separate immediately after the ceremony and see

each other no more. When I had recovered from

tho astonishment into which this proposal had thrown

me, I speedily reflected that it was one which,

s'.njjular and indelicate though it appeared, I should

nevetheless do well to accept. To a person who was

about to leave a situation with only a few pounds in

her pocket, and utterly uncertain how soon she could

procure another—without any known friends, too,

in the whole wide world—the offer of five thousand

pounds was magnificently tempting. Indeed, it was

« temptation too brilliant and dazzling to be refused.

I therefore speedily made up my mind to accept the

offer. But having no very high opinion of Sir John
Marston's integrity, I insisted upon receiving the

money before I would conclude the strange bar-

gain. He told me that the moment the ceremony

was over I should have to sign a certain paper

without reading its contents, and that the object

which he had in view would not be answered unless

I affixed my name to that document. He there-

fore proposed that immediately after the ceremony
ftud previous to the signing of the paper, the money
should be placed in my hands. To this I consented

;

and Sir John Marston then told me that in a couple

of hours the bridegroom would be there. I returned

to my own chamber, and he immediately issued

from the hotel.

"When I was alone—the children being at the

tirao with their mother Mrs. Lloyd—I reflected

upon the step I was about to take. That Sir John
Marston had some deep selfish purpose to serve,

there could be no doubt : but what it was, seemed
impossible for me to fathom. If I rejected his pro-

posal, how should I better myself? If a large sum
of money wei'e due to me, and he only meant to

pay me a part, what measures could I take for ob-

taining the whole ? where was I to look for the

source of such money ? to whom was I to address

myself for information or complaint? I was pro-

foundly anxious to escape from the thraldom of a

governess's life; and here was a little fortune within

my reach. All things considered, and all the cir-

cumstances being well weighed, I resolved to perse-

vere. Thu» making up my mind with coolness and
firmness, I maintained a remarkable equanimity

of mind,—experiencing no nervousness, nor anxiety,

nor excitement. I looked upon the whole affair as a

purely business-transaction, and was prepared to go
through with it in that sense.

" It was a little after nine o'clock in the morning
when the interview between mo and Sir John Mars-
ton had occurred : it was about half-past eleven

when Lady Marston and Mr-?. Llo^-d entered my
chamber and bade me accompany them to another

room. They knew what was about to take place,

and spoke to me encourai^ingly on the subject..

They were evidently fearful that I siioiild retract

my promise : and they addressed me in terms sicken-

ingly fawning and coaxing. I gave them to un-

derstand that I rcquire<l no such show of false

friendship on their part—that I had made up my
mind how to act, in order to serve my own views—
and that if by so doing I served their's at the same
time, it was through no lovn that I bore them. Soon
Itftervvard* Sir John Marston made his appearance,

j

accompanied by a very handsome young Frenchman
1 who spoke English perfectly, and whom he intra

I

duced to me as the Marquis of Villebelle. So I was
:
to become a Marchioness ! This did not however

,
flatter my pride in the slightest degree: for I cared

nothing about artificial rank and the nauseating

blazonry of titles. Nor did the agreeable person

I

of the young Marquis prjduce any tender impression

upon my heart; and notwithstanding his good

,
looks, his graceful bearing, and his elegant man-
ners, I remained perfectly willing to carry out the

Baronet's conditions to their utmost limit, and se-

parate from my intended husband the moment the

ceremony should have been performed. Besides, I

should have loathed myself if all in a moment I

could have made up my mind to fall into the arms
of a man whom I had never seen before, and whom
therefore I had not been led to love.

" Well, to proceed with my narrative. No pre-

parations in the shape of apparel were made for

this singular wedding. The white veil, the virgin

dress, the orange blossoms, and the bouquet, were
all wanting. I was well but plainly attired, and
with no one single indication that I was about to

become a bride. Indeed, the other inmates of the

hotel remained in perfect ignorance that any such

ceremony was contemplated. Sir John and Lady
Marston, Mrs. Lloyd, the Marquis of Villebelle, and
myself, entered a carriage hired for the occasion,

and proceeded to the British Embassy, where my
hand was duly united in marriage to that of the

French nobleman. The chaplain, who solemnised

the rite, gave me a certificate, which I secured .-bout

my person. We then returned to the carri&ge, and
drove back to the hotel. There I at once tock le-ave

of the Marquis, and repaired to the room where Sir

John Marston and I had held the conversation ;hrea

hours back. In about twenty minutes he joiueJ

mc, accompanied by an elderly French gen-ibman,

dressed in black, and whom he introduced to me as

a Notary Public. This functionary produced several

papers, and requested me to show him tne marriage

certificate. I did so : whereupon he tilled up a
couple of papers attesting that this certiiicate had

been exhibited to him ; and one of these duplicates

he handed to me, bidding me keep it. He then

produced another document, of which he likewise

had a duplicate, aud which set forth that for certain

reasons of a delicate character, known only to the

persons interesteel, a separation ha 1 been agreed

upon between my husbmd and myself,—I retaining^

all rights over whatsoever property I might be en-

titled to. These papers I had to sign ; and one of

them was also left in my possession. Next the no-

tary produced a still more elaborate document, and
then Sir John Marston, interposing, said in French
that 'the Marchioness of Viilebelle was already

acquainted with its contents, and it was not neces-

sary to read it.' I was very jiuch inclined to demur
to this : but Sir John threw upon me a look which

seemed to say that I was completely in his power

as to the five thousand pounds ; and not knowing
but that I might have really been so—and indeed

more than half fancying I was—I held my peace.

Thereupon Sir John drew forth his pocket-book,

counted down the amount of five thousand pounds

in French bank-notes, aud placed them near me. I

signed the document, over which a largo piece of

blotting-paper was thi-owu so that I could not catoh
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the slightest glimpse of its contents : for I have no

doubt that the notary was secretly in the Baronet's

pay, bribed to manage the business thus cautiously.

I should observe that all the documents were in the

French language, with which I am perfectly ac-

quainted. The notary then took his departure j and

I possessed myself of my five thousand pounds.

"I now intimated to Sir John Marston that I

was about to quit his family at once—to which he

made no objection. But he bade me wait a few

minutes while he gave me a word of caution. This

was to the effect that if I consulted my own interests

I should do well not to mention to any persons

whose friendship I might thereafter form, the pe-

culiar circumstances under which my marriage wag
contracted; and he even hinted that some fraud

had been committed, in which I was more or less

an accomplice. I began to grow frightened : for it

did not occur to me at the time that this might be

merely a device on his part to intimidate me into

secrecy. He however assured me that I should be

perfectly safe, provided I kept my own counsel

;

and he farther intimated that if ever I wished to

communicate with him, and should be unacquainted

with his address, a letter directed to him through

his English attorney, Mr. Robson, of Saville Row,
London, would reach him. He told me that he

bad changed his mind about settling himself in

Paris, and that he purposed to travel about on the

Continent for some time to come. I now took leave

of him. He gave me his hand at parting, and
lioped that I experienced no lingering ill-will to-

wards him. I said frankly enough that I had little

if,ause to entertain a friendly feeling, but that as for

& permanent rancour, mine was not -a disposition

io cherish it. On leavmg Sir John, I proceeded to

iiij own chamber to finish my arrangements for de-

parture; and while I was thus occupied, Lady Mars-
ton and Mrs. Lloyd came to bid me farewell. I

treated them precisely as I had Sir John; and
having taken leave of the two girls, I entered a
hackney-coach, ordering the driver to take me to

another hotel. I however purposed that my stay

there should be brief, inasmuch as I resolved to set

off on the following day on my return to England :

for I longed to embrace my brother Frank.
" I have already stated that since I left Southamp-

ton, I regularly corresponded with him. A year had
uow elapsed since I left him there ; and by the last

liiiter I received, I knew he was still at the seminary.

I sent to make inquiries relative to the hour at which
the diligence started for Havre on the following

morning; and while the porter of tlie hotel was
gone, I began to ruminate seriously upon my
position. There was I, a young and unprotected
woman — only twenty-one years of age, and
iust launched, so to speak, upon the wide
world ! I could not marry, even if I should
meet with any one to gain my affections ; and I felt

that at my age, and not being particularly bad-
looking, 1 should find myself exposed to offers and
overtures alike honourable and dishonourable. I

was prepared to accept neither ; but I naturally

Hhrank from the chance of encountering them. If,
j

therefore occurred to me that if I passed as a mar-
ried woman, there would be in that title a certain '

protection for myself and a safeguard for my repu- i

taiion. But 1 did not chouie to adopt my huobauJ'a

same, or receive the rciiccliou of his rauk. I .

I

scorned and hated the marriage, on account of the

I

circumstances attending it ; and I despised aristo-

I cratic distinctions. I therefore resolved to remaia

I

a plain civilian ; and I deliberated what name I

should take : for if passing as a married woman, I

could not of course retain my maiden name of

I

Pa ton. On the table in my room at the hotel to

I

which I had removed, were some English novels,

placed there for the use of those guests who chose
to avail themselves of such reading. I thought to

myself that I would leave my future name to a sort

of lottery ; and taking up one of the volumes, I de-

termined to adopt the first name that should meet
my eye, if it were not an ugly one. In this manner
did I come to dub myself Mrs. ChaiiJos. It was
by this name that I now had my passport made
out; and on the following morning, at nine o'clock,

I took my place in the coupe of the diligence for

Havre. This compartment of a French stage-coach

is made for three persons ; and my two companions
were elderly French ladies who were also going to

Havre. I was well pleased with their companion-
ship ; for they were very agreeable persons ;—and
the day passed quickly enough, notwithstanding the

tediousness of travelling by diligence on the Conti-

nent.

" It was in the middle of the night, and while W3
were still at a considerable distance from Havre-de-
Grace, that the diligence was suddenly attacked by
a body of armed robbers, who were so numerous
and so formidable that resistance on the part of the
male passengers, the guard, or the postilions, was
out of the question. It was in a lonely spot where
the deed took place ; and the banditti went to work
in a most deliberate manner. They unpacked all

the boxes to search for money, jewellery, or other

valuables; and my five thousand pounds, which I

had deposited inside my trunk, was appropriated bv
the plunderers. In short they carried off everytliing

worth taking from all the passengers —purses,

watches, even to the very ear-rings of the females.

The two elderly la lies who were iny companions,
were terribly frightened ; but I retained my pre-

sence of laiiid ; for although deeply annoyed and
alilicted by tlie 1 >ss of my lu niey, yet I saw that no
attempt would be made ui)oa our lives. When the

robbers had done their work, they suffered the dili-

gence to proceed; and in the morning I thus

arrived absolutely penniless at Havre."

CII.Vl'TER LXXXL

CONTINUATION OF LAUY BliSS's HISTORT.

" I TOOK up my quarters at an hotel, and reflected

upon what course I slimild now pursue. I learnt

on incjiiiry that there would be no steam-packet

for S )uthampton for tlie next two days ; but

even if there were, and if by parting with some
of my clotlies 1 could raise money enough to

pay my faie, what, was the use of presenting

myself in a pauperized condition to my poor

brotiior? I knew that he liad no funds wlierowitU

to assist me: and moreover, I shrank from tlie

idea of alHicting him by an account of my inisfor-

tunos. \Vl>al' was I to doi' .My position wiis most
embarrassing. 1 diil not however sutfer myself to

be completely cast down : the same spirit wlucli had
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animated me in dealing with the petty tyrants of

the family which I had so recently left, inspired me
now with courage to meet my misfortunes. At first

I thought of writing at once to Sir John Marston,

telling him how I was situatefl and requesting his

pecuniary assistance. But when I reilected on the

independent manner in which I had left him, my soul

recoiled from the idea of such self-humiliation. The

only course open to me appeared to be that of ob-

taining a situation as a governess ; and this I

thou:jlit would not be so very difficult, as there were

many English residents in Havre, as well as re-

enectable French tradesmen, who knew that I had

been a year with Sir John Marston's lamily. I ac-

cordingly set about instituting immediate inquiries.

The robbery of the diligence was of course gene-

rally known in Havre ; and it being likewise known
that I was one of the victims, my position excited

Bome degree of sympathy. An English lady, named
Knight, who had recently been left a widow, and

had several children, was staying at Havre at the

time ; and she offered to receive me as a governess.

She frankly told me that she was not very well off,

and that she could not afford to give me a handsome

salary : but my circumstances did not permit me to

be over particular—and I therefore accepted her

proposition. She was a woman of about forty : her

oldest son, whose christian name was James, was
just one-and-twenty ; and she had four other chil-

dren—two boys and two girls, whose ages ranged

from ten to eighteen. She was a good-natured

person — somewhat weak-minded — and entirely

under the empire of her son James, who, I must
observe, was a handsome young man. Her husband
had been dead about eight months : he was a mer-

chant—but had left his circumstances in a less

flourishing condition than had been expected from
his mode of life. He had some little property at

Barcelona in Spain : and it required the widow's pre-

sence there for her to take possession of it. She had
arrived from England on her way thither ; and as I

found, more from compassion in respect to myself
than because her views were sufficiently settled to

enable her to engage a governess at the time, she

received me into her family. In a few weeks we set

off by the diligence towards the Spanish frontier.

I soon found that James Knight had taken it into

his head to make a conquest of me, if possible—and
not in an honourable way. When unperceived by
his mother, he besieged me with attentions ; and
even in her presence he sometimes looked and spoke

in a manner that it was impossible to misunderstand.

On these occasions I saw that she reproved him with

a glance, for which however he cared but little.

She was however soon satisfied that he received no
encouragement from me : for I gave him to undcr-

Btand as plainly as I could that his attentions were
most disagreeable. But ho persevered in them

:

and on one occasion it became necessary for mo to

resent his impertinence with a sound box on the

cars, which 1 hesitated not to bestow. He was of

an evil disposition— treacherous, malignant, and
spiteful to a degree ; and finding that so far I'rom

making any tender impression on me, I treated him
in this manner, he menaced me with his looks. For
these however I cared but little ; and deported my-
Bcli towards him with aversion and contempt. Ho
grew sullen and morose; and I saw full well that

he had conceived a bitter hatred against me. Under

these circumstances was it that «• arrived at Barce.
lona. I do not pause to say anything particular

relative to the children entrusted to my charge, as

I remained so short a time with Mrs. Knight : but
I now come to the incident which caused me to

leave her abruptly. On arriving at Barcelona, we
took up our quarters at an hotel preparatory to the

hiring of suitable apartments during the period

that it would be requisite for Mrs. Knight to remain
in that city. The very day after our arrival, and
at about eight o'clock in the evening, Mrs. Knight
discovered that some articles of jewellery had been
abstracted from her trunk. This announcement
was made in the presence of her son James ; and he
immediately turned towards me, asking with a
malignant look ' what I was doing in his mother's

chamber about an hour back?' Instantaneously

understanding the nature of the aspersion he in-

tended to throw upon me, my indignation burst

forth in no measured terms : for it was totally falso

that I had been to his mother's room at all. He
vowed that I had ; and insisted that my boxes should

be searched. This I at once assented to : where-

upon Mrs. Knight, who, poor weak-minded
woman, had begun to grow suspicious concern-

ing me, led the way to my chamber, fol-

lowed by her son and myself. On our way
thither, the thought—the terrible thought, flashed

to my mind that if James Knight were villain

enough to accuse me thus wrongfully, he was aho
sufficiently treacherous and malignant to have placed

the jewels in my box in order to ruin me. I beheld

at a glance all the danger of my position ; and in

the swift brief moments that were passing, I revolved

in my mind the two alternatives that lay before pie

—either to dare the accusation boldly on the ph'J

hand,—or to fly from it precipitately on the o^her.

Though perfectly innocent, as God is my judge, ywt

I chose the latter alternative : for I could not en-

dure the thought of being plunged into a prison. 1
therefore determined to escape. We entered my
chamber; and in order to throw the treacherous

young man entirely off his guard with respect to

my intention, I affected not to entertain the slightest

suspicion that the jewels would really be found in

my box. I was thus enabled, when he was busily

engaged in turning out all the things, to snatch up a
bonnet and shawl and glide from the room. Locking
the door upon Mrs. Knight and her son, I slipped

on the bonnet and shawl—reached the staircase-

descended it rapidly—and issued forth from the

hotel. It was now dusk; and I sped prooipitaroly

along the street—gained the postern—passed the

fortifications without hindrance—and was soon on
the wide open plain stretching towards the Catalo-

nian Hills. I proceeded onward with but litilo

relaxation of speed for nearly two hours,—wben I

was compelled to sit down ami rest. It was now a
beautiful moonlit night ; and I could see to a ct.n-

siderablc dist.inoe. Three or four habitations were
discernible amidst the sylvan scenery which formed
a largo portion of the landscape : but I dared not
sock shelter at any of these, for fear that if informa-

tion had boon given to the Barcelonese police, the

entire neighbourhood might bo scoured by those

officers and I should be arresteck I therefore r^-

solvod to walk onward throughout the whole niglit,

and thus place as great a distance as possibU
between myself and the city which I had loll.
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" Having rested a3 long as I dared, I pursut-d

my way again. 1 had "purposely stricken out of the

main road, and was plunging deeper and deeper

info the wilds and fastnesses of Catalonia. I had

read of the generous disposition and high-minded

nature of the Catalans—and resolved, when morn-

ing dawned, and I had travelled far enough to be

beyond the reach of pursuit, to stop at some cottage

and ask for food and shelter : for I had a little

money in my pocket, which I had received from

Mrs. Knight. My spirits did not flag : indeed

there was something wildly romantic and exliila-

rating in this journey, amidst the bold and striking

scenery which the powerful effulgence of moon and

Btars brought out in strong relief. It must not be

however thought that I was indifferent to the sus-

picion of guilt in respect to the jewels, which would

be naturally confirmed by my precipitate flight : but

I resolved, so soon as I should have an opportunity,

to write a letter containing the requisite explana-

tions to Mrs. Knight, showing the infamous conduct

of her son and how I had fled as the only alterna-

tive to escape a prison.

" I pressed courageously forward, stopping every

now and then to sit down upon a stone or a bank,

but gallantly battling against increasing fatigue.

Thus I continued my way till morning dawned

;

and now I was in the midst of all the characteristic

scenery of the immense principality of Catalonia.

Barren rocks and fertile valleys—groves of cork

trees—cascades and torrents—limpid streamlets and
roaring waterfalls—these were the principal fea-

tures which nature presented to my view. When
the sun was rising over the orient hills, I sat down
upon the slope of an eminence, now no longer able

to combat against the sense of fatigue. A smiling

valley, intersected with a rivulet, spread itself out at

my feet; and behind me the wild barren hills rose in

amphitheatrical grandeur. Not a habitation was to

be seen. I had frequently slaked my thirst during
the night's wanderings ; for there had been no lack

of springs and rivulets in the path which I had pur-
sued: but I was now tortured with the gnawing
pangs of hunger—and the dread apprehension began
to creep shudderingly over me, that it was possible

for me to starve amidst these Catalonian wilds. My
hope that I should reach some hospitable cottage,

appeared to be disappointed ; and I felt that I must
rest some hours before I could resume my wander-
ings with ease or speed. While I was thus giving

way to the disagreeable reflections that began to

Bteal over me, I heard footsteps suddenly approach-
ing from behind, and starting up, I beheld a figure

that I must describe. It was that of a man at
least six feet high, symmetrically but strongly

built, his form being alike muscular and elegant.

He appeared to be about thirty years of age, and
was perhaps one of the handsomest men I had
ever seen in ray whole life. His complexion, natur-
ally of Spanish swarthiness, was more deeply
bronied by exposure to the scorching sun ; but it

had an olive clearness tlirough which the warm
blood could mantle upon that fine countenance.
His eyes were dark, but full of fire—looking like jet

that burns without losing its sable hue. His fea-

tures were of the purely Grecian cast : and his teeth
were truly splendid. His long black hair, the least

thing coarse—but glossy and curling naturally, and
ftf remarkable luxuriance—fell upon his ehouldcra.

He wore a moustache, but neither beard nor

whiskers, and thus appeared even younger than ho

really was. He was dressed in the picturesque

Catalan costume, and carried a rifle in his hand.

His belt was furnished with pistols and daggers ; and

by his side hung a straight sword of immense length.

He might either have been a guerilla or a bandit

chief—I knew not which at the moment: but I

strongly suspected the latter.

" I must here observe that this was the middle of

j
September, 1839; and the Carlist war was just con-

I eluded. Don Carlos had passed with the bulk of

I

his army into France : but Cabrera, one of his

most famous generals, still continued in Spain at

the head of a large body of troops. He was not

however at that time in Catalonia—but I believe in

the Basque Provinces; while Catalonia itself had
become almost completely pacified. Tlie Catalan

whom I have described, and whom I thus encoun-

tered at sunrise in the midst of his own native

wilds, stood gazing upon mo for upwards of a
minute in speechless astonishment. And no won-
der that such should have been his feeling.- for I

doubtless appeared to him like a person dropped
from the clouds in that lonely region. But blended

with his look of surprise was an expression of ad-

miration : and suspecting that I was not a Spanish

woman, he at length addressed me in the French

tongue. He spoke with mildness and courtesy,

asking me whether I had not lost my way, and
whether he could be of any assistance to me ? I

replied frankly that I had wandered the whole

night—that I was exhausted with fatigue and
famished with hunger—and that I required both

repose and refreshment. Without asking an-

other question, he courteously invited me to accom-

pany him, assuring me of kind treatment. I showed

by my looks and manner that I put confidence in

him ; and he led the way up the eminence, until we
reached a winding path which descended somewhat
precipitately between two walls of rock, which grew

higher and higher in proportion as we went lower

and lower. The path continued its tortuous way
almost completely round the hill, until it reached a

valley on the opposite side ; and there I beheld a

little encampment, consisting of half-a-dozen tents

pitched upon the bank of a streamlet. A fire was

burning in the open air, and over it a cauldron was

suspended in the true gipsy fashion. A dozen men,

dressed and armed in a manner similar to the indi-

vidual who was guiding me thither, were lounging

about, most of them smoking; and four or five

women, in the picturesque Catalan attire, added

to the interest of the scene. These women were

young and beautiful : the men were all fine athl. tic

fellows, and the ago of none appeared to exeoeil

forty. I immediately became the object of curiosity

and attention on the part of those persons : but the

curiosity partook not of rudeness, while the atten-

tion was courteous and kind. Two of the young
women spoke French ; and thus I was enabled to

understand what they said. I may here at once ob-

serve—wiiat I did not discover till later in the day

—that the individual who had brought me thither,

was the cliieC of this band, and was styled Don
Diego Christoval ; but what the occupations of the

band itself were, I did not so speedily ascertain.

Don Christoval bade the women bustle about and
supply me with refreshments. I was introduced
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into one of the tents, where bcfhlintr was atretclicd

upon the ground ; and there the two women who

spoke French, desired mc to repose m_ysclf. This

invitation I gratefully accepted. Hot coffee, eggs,

biscuits, and butter, together witli some cold meat,

was speedily served up ; and I made a copious meal.

The women then bade me rest myself as long as I

thought fit,—promising that I should not be dis-

turbed, for that the encampment would remain in

that spot for some days. I thanked them for their

kindness ; and they left me, closing the canvass of

the tent over the entrance.

"I slept soundly for several hours. Indeed, it

was not till late in the afternoon that I awoke ; and
then I was completely refreshed. Presently the

handsome countenance of one of the women peeped
into the tent; and perceiving that I was awake, she

pointed to certain arrangements which she had

made for my comfort while I had been steeped in

slumber. On a rudely constructed table all the

necessary materials for ablutions and the toilet

were spread ; and as these details are not without

their interest, I may add that I found a hair-

brush, a comb, nail and toothbrushes, all completely

new, together with fragrant Barcelonese soap, and
perfumed oil for the hair. There was likewise a
change of linen ; and, in short, every care had been
taken to minister to my wants aud comforts. All

this was cheering enough; and I could not help
feeling rejoiced at having fallen into such comfort-
able quarters. The young woman, whose name was
Isabella, assisted me in my toilet ; aud when it was
completed, she invited me to join the rest in partak-
ing of the afternoon meal. On issuing forth from
the tent, I found a complete banquet spread upon
the grass—the whole arrangements having the air

of an English pic-uic. Tlicre were roast capons,

masses of smoked ham, piles of sausages, huge
pieces of cheese, vegetables, bread, biscuits, and
quantities of grapes and other fruits. The cauldi-on

was again simmering over the fire ; and this huge
iron vessel contained the favourite Spanish comes-
tible, called pochero—a. sort of soup with quantities

of various kinds of meat, poultry, and game.
Plates, dishes, and all the requisite articles of
crockery and cutlery were likewise at hand; and
there was no deficiency of wine and spirits. The
men and women of the band were ah-eady seated

at the banquet, which they had not however com-
menced, courteously waiting for my appearance.

Don Diego Christoval, rising up from the grass,

dotted his cap in graceful salutation; and taking

me by the hand, invited me to place myself next
to him. We accordingly sat down—and the fes-

tival commenced. But little conversation took
place dming the repast, every one having an appe-

tite so keen as to cause ample justice to be done
to the good things above enumerated. When it

was over, the men lighted their pipes, and lounging

upon the grass, smoked and drank at their ease

:

but Don Diego, who, it appeared, was not addicted

to the use of tobacco, proposed to me, if I were not
still too much fatigued, to walk with him along the
bank of the streamlet. Supposing that ho wished
to speak to me relative to my circumstances, I ac-

cepted the invitation, and we rambled away from
the encampment.
"At first he expressed a hope that I was satisfied

with the attention shown me, and that I had found

everything as comfortable as, considering the

limited aud rude nature of the arrangements, I

could have expected. When I had given a suitable

response, declaring my gratitude for the treatment

I had received, he intimated tliat if I thought fit to

give any explanation relative to the circumstances

which had brought me into those wilds, he was pre

.

pared to listen: but he at the same time, with much
mingled frankness and delicacy, assured me that if

I preferred remaining silent upon the subject, he

would not press me, nor should my treatment

undergo any change so long as I might choose to

remain with the band. I did not think fit to enter

into full particulars relative to the jewels; but I

gave him to understand that I had fled precipitately

from Barcelona in order to escape a cruel persecu-

tion at the hands of the son of a lady in whose

family I had occupied the position of a governess.

Don Diego was perfectly satisfied with this expla-

nation; and he asked what he could do to serve

me ? I replied that my object was to return to

France. He said that it was his intention to re-

main for a few days in the present neighbourhood,

I

but that afterwards he and his band would be push-

ing their way towards the Pyrenees ; and that if I

thought fie to remain with them during this short

;

interval, he would himself conduct me across the

Pyrenean boundary into France. I accepted this

offer at once, and for several reasons. In the first

place, I had not sufficient money to travel by any

public conveyance ; and I did not like to expose my
necessitous position to Don Diego, or receive pecu-

' iiiary assistance from him. In the second place, even

if i had possessed ample funds, Ishould not have liked

to trust myself to a public conveyance : for I knew not

]

to what extent James Knight's malignity might have

reached, and I thought it quite probable that he would

give such publicity to the incident of the je« els that

should lead to my urrest, if from a personal descrip-

tion I chanced t« be recognized. Moreover, it

would be impossible to travel without a passport

;

and mine would betray me to the authorities as the

fugitive governess from Barcelona, supposing that

James Knight had really made the matter public.

In the third place, I was sufficiently interested sn

my new companions to entertain the wish of be-

holding somewhat more of their mode of life, in

which there was a certain romantic charm for such

a disposition as mine. These were the principal

motives that at once prompted me to accept Chris-

toval's proposal that I should remain for a few

days with his band.
" A week thus passed. Every morning at day-

break the men of the band, headed by Don Diego,

set out from the encampment, and did not return

until late in the afternoon,—when they found th«

banquet ready prepared for them by the women
These women were the wives, or perhaps the mis-

tresses, of certain members of the band : but neither

of them pertained to Don Diego. Their conduct

was unexceptionably correct; and if they were not

really wives, they at all events behaved with the

discretion aud decency of married women. When
the men returned of a day, they were invariably

laden with provisions of all kinds; and I noticed

that of an evening, they all assembled in Don
Diego's own tent, where they r >mained for about

half-an-hour, either in consultation or else in

dividing other things which they had obtained
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during the day in addition to the prorisionfl and

wine. That this latter business was really the one

that occupied them on those occasions, I gradually

began to suspect: for I often heard the sounds

of chinking gold emanate from the chiefs tent.

Moreover, I began to notice that the women varied

the articles of jewellery which they wore, and which

were exceedingly costly and handsome. In short,

at the expiration of the week I acquired the

certainty that I had fallen in with a horde of ban-

ditti. I therefore longed for the fulfilment of Don
Diego's promise that he would conduct me into

France. But the second week was entered upon,

and nothing was said concerning the subject. I

continued to receive the kindest attentions ; and if

I ever ofifOTed to assist the women in preparing the

repasts, they would not suffer me to do any menial

thing. They conceived the utmost friendship for

me; and Isabella, the most beautiful of all, was un-

remitting in her attentions. Two or three times

NO. 4a.—TIJIKD NKRIltb.

ChriatoTal asked me to v^alk with him: but his

manner was always that of respectful courtesy, min-

gled however with the evidences of a growing

admiration, I found him to be a man of intt'lligent

and cultivated mind. He was well read in Spanish

and French literature: his manners were not

merely gentlemanly—they were elegant; and his

conversation was varied, amusing, and instructive.

At the expiration of the second week I took an

opportunity of inquiring when he proposed to

advance towards the Pyrenees, from which we were

about forty miles distant. A cloud immediately

gathered upon his countenance; and bending hia

dark eyes somewhat reproachfully upon mo, ho

asked in a mournful voice if I were anxious to leave

those who experienced so mu«h delight and gratifi-

cation at my presence amongst them P I answered

him frankly, that I was anxious to make my way

back to England, in order to earn my livelihood by

my ovn industry, instead «f b«ing a burden on th«
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kindness of strangers. He assured me, with im-

passioned vehemence, that 30 far from being a bur-

then, I was the most welcome of guests; and he

added that circumstances would compel the band

to remain in that same spot for another fortnight,

during which be besoujjht me to tarry amongst

them. Perceiving that I was embarrassed hovs to

answer, he addressed me gravely in the following

manner :

—

" ' It would be ridiculous, Senora Chandos, to sup-

pose that you do not suspect what we are. I must

however, for my own sake, give you some explana-

tions. In mo you behold a Spanish nobleman,

bearing the rank of Count, and descended from one

of the oldest families of Catalonia. But when I

inherited my father's title, the family estate was so

impoverished that I found myself a man of broken

fortunes. I sold all that was left, and joined the

cause of Don Carlos, with the rank of Captain in

his army. Whether I have conducted myself as a

gallant cavalier, is not for me to say: suffice it for

my lips to proclaim, that where the fight has ever

been thickest, there was I to be found. The recent

treachery of Maroto, in signing a capitulation with

the Queen's general Espartero, annihilated my
royal master's cause. Two alternatives then became

present to my contemplation—either to throw down
my arms and acknowledge Queen Isabella, or to Hy

into France. No—there was another course to be

pursued ; and that was to associate myself with a

few men, gallant and desperate as I am, and adopt

a wild predatory life such as you behold us leading.

The world will doubtless call us banditti—and we
are so: but on entering upon this career, solemn

oaths were registered amongst us, to the effect that

we should never plunder the poor, but only the rich

—and that on no occasion should we use unneces-

sary violence, much less spill human blood. Those

were our oaths ; and they have become our laws.

You now know, Senora, who and what we are, if

indeed you were not previously aware of it. Per-

haps you tremble lest we live in a constant state of

danger : but this is not so. The Queen's troops are

still too much occupied in making head against

Cabrera, to over-run the wilds of Catalonia for the

extermination of such bands as that of which I am
the chief : for there are many such bands at present

scattered about the mountainous regions of this

prmcipality. For years to come may we safely

continue our present pursuits. And now, perhaps,

you will wonder wherefore instead of adopting this

course of life, I have not joined the forces still

united under the command of General Cabrera ?

The explanation can be given in a few words. An
insult I received at his hands, and which as a junioi

officer I could not at the time resent, has engen-

dered so strong a feeling of personal dislike towards

that chief, that I could not serve under him.'

"Count Christoval ceased speaking; and I re-

mained wrapped up in deep meditation. His nar-

rative had touched me profoundly : I could not find

it in my heart to blame him—scarcely think the

woi^se of him—for having adopted this mode of life.

Indeed it was impossible to wonder that he had
done so ; and I knew, moreover, that those circum-

stances were invested in the eyes of Spaniards with
much loss moral degradation and dishonouring taints

than in other countries. It was likewise a source

of satisfaction and an iii&uita relief to my mind to

learn that I was not the associate of blood-stained

murderers—but that these men entertained, after

their own fashion, certain notions of a correct and
proper nature. I had received so much generous

attention and delicate kindness at their bands, as

well as on the part of the women, that I could not

possibly insist upon quitting them at once without

arpearing ungrateful for all that hospitable treat-

.aent. Therefore, when my meditation was over, 1

intimated to Don Diego my willingness to abide

with his band for another fortnight; but I was
somewhat troubled when I beheld the glow of fervid

delight and enthusiastic joy which suddenly ani-

mated his countenance: for I feared that be
entertained towards me a sentiment which I could

not possibly reciprocate. He saw that I was thuA

troubled; and again did the melancholy cloud settle

upon his features. Then he hastened to change the

conversation, and broke off into a lively strain of

discourse, mingled with anecdotes of the late Carlist

warfare."

CHAPTER LXXXII.

CONTUfCATION OP LADT BESS'S HISTOKT.

" The fortnight passed away ; and during this inter-

val I avoided as much as possible Bnding myself

alone with Don Diego Cliristoval. He saw thai

such was my endeavour ; and with a delicacy which

I could not help appreciatin , he no longer asked

me to join him in his evening ramble, though at

meal-times his attentions towards me were most as-

siduous. When those two additional weeks had

expired, I waited anxiously for some word or sign

indicative of a removal ; and I was well pleased

when I heard Don Diego give orders one evening

that on the following day we were to set out. Ac-

cordingly, at an early hour in the jaorning, the en-

campment was broken up: the horses which be-

longed to the baud, and which were kept in an

immense cave serving the purpose of a stable,

were brought forth. There were steeds enough for

us all, women included; and even then there re-

mained a couple to serve as pack-horses for the

conveyance of the tents and the baggage. We
proceeded slowly, in consequence of the difficult

nature of the ground which we had to traverse. I

rode at the head, in company with Don Diego ; and

the time passed rapidly away, thus beguiled by his

agreeable conversation. I could see that he loved

me—that he entertained, indeed, a profound and

adoring passion for me:, but I reciprocated it not in

the slightest degree. If ever there were a man
capable of mnkiug an impression on my heart, it

was Count Diego Christoval: but I experienced

no tender feeling towards him. Even at the time

I somewhat wondered at this, making it a sub-

ject of self-congratulation; and I thought mine

was a heart altogether maccessible to love—or

else that I had never as yet encountered the in-

dividual who was to win my affections. Most

women, when the term of girlhood is past, form

in their own minds the beau ideal that they hope

to encounter in the course of time, and whom
they feel that they can love : but I never indulged

in such a dream— I had never thought upon the

subject—I had never felt the slightest want to love
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or to be lored. Therefore the Spanish bandit ful-

filled no preconceived ideal on my part ; nor did

hia handsome person, his elegant manners, or his

witching conversation produce a tender impressioa

apon me,
" We proceeded about twenty-five miles that day,

and the journey terminated at a half-ruined tower,

which stood concealed in the midst of a dense grove

of cork-trees. It had been an immense wood ; but

hostile encounters between the Carliats and Chris-

tinos had taken place in that neighbourhood, and

large quantities of the trees had been cut down
to aid in throwing up defences and to be burnt as

firewood. The land round about indicated the scene

of battles,—being ploughed up in many directions

by artillery and waggons. The blackened remnants

of trees, half burnt, lay scattered about ; and the

horses' feet stumbled over cannon-balls and pieces

of broken weapons. The tower itself was situated

half-way up an eminence, which was of so peculiar

a form as to be inaccessible behind ; and thus it served

as a background-defence for the building. The cork-

trees stretched up to within a few yards of the

tower, which they well nigh completely embowered
in their verdure. There had been fighting at the

tower : and the artillery had played upon the mas-

sive edifice, destroying at least half, but leaving the

other portion comparatively uninjured.

" There was some furniture in the tower ; but the

place having been pillaged, everything of value

had disappeared. Nevertheless, there were suflScient

means of rendering several rooms comfortable

enough ; and here did the band take up its quarters.

One apartment served as a general room where

the meals were taken in common, the same as at

the encampment; and the others served as bed-

chambers. Of these, the best within the tower was

allotted to me. On our arrival I was both surprised

and apprehensive at finding such pains taken to

render the place habitable: for it struck me that

80 much trouble would scarcely be incurred, if it

were intended to pursue the journey on the following

day, or even within two or three days. And two

or three days did pass without any intimation being

given that we were to resume our march towards

the Pyrenees. I did not choose to manifest any
immediate impatience, because I felt that I had no
right to make my own particular objects predomi-

nate over the views and interests of Don Diego
Christoval and his band. I therefore nmintained an
outward appearance of cheerfulness, although I began
to entertain some misgiving in respect to my position

there. In short, I feared that the bandit-chief was
doing bis best to keep me as long as he possibly

could, and that I was virtually a prisoner. For
when Christoval and his men went out on their

predatory excursions, two of them invariably re-

mained at the tower, ostensibly to act as a guard
for the women, but I could not help fancying in

reality to prevent my escape. Moreover, when I

walked out, one of the women—Isabella generally-
accompanied me, and one of the sentinels followed

at a distance with the pretext of watching over us.

But this had not been done when at the encamp-
ment; and I asked myself wherefore such precau-

tions should be held necessary now ?

"A week had passed since our arrival at the

tower; and there was no sign of a removal. I now
purposely sought an opportunity of speaking to the

Count. He appeared to understand my wishes;

and one day, returning home from the usual excur^

sion much earlier than was his wont, he asked me
to accompany him iu a walk. It was now the close

j

of October ; and the weather was cold. We passed

into the wood ; and Don Diego speedily approached

the subject which I was desirous of reaching. He
said, 'I know what is passing in your mind, Senora:

you are impatient to leave us—to leave me' he

added emphatically ; ' and you think I am not bo-

^

having honourably or kindly towards you ? Now,
will you hear me ? You are the first woman I ever

loved in my life ; and you will be the last. The senti-

ment vrith whichyou have smitten me, is a deathless

one. Not merely my happiness, but my very life,

is in your hands : for if you were to leave me, I

could not possibly survive your loss. This love of

mine has rendered me desperate—so desperate in-

deed, that it is making me act with duplicity and
unkindness towards you. What ia to be my fate P

It is in your bands.'

I

" It was impossible to be angry or indignant with

that man : he spoke in language so fervid, and yet

so replete with delicate respect—his looks were filled

with so much admiration mingled with so much
despair—there was altogether such a blending of

sincerity, and pathos, and manly appeal in his air

I

his words, and his manner, that I experienced for

him a boundless compassion. Knowing that he

possessed a generous heart, and certain lofty sent;-

ments of honour, in spite of the lawless kind of life

he was leading, I thought to touch and to move him

by representing my assumed position as a real and

\
veritable one. I accordingly addressed him in

' terms of impressive seriousness. I told him that I

i

was a married woman, and was separated from my
husband in consequence of the incompatibility of our

dispositions ; but that inasmuch as I could not on

the one hand contract another alliance, I was equally

resolute on the other never to lose sight of my
honour and good name. The Count looked much
distressed, and reflected profoundly. At length ho

asked if it were impossible I could ever love him ?

I told him that while I felt deeply grateful for all

the kindness I bad experienced at his hands—and

that although I should ever entertain a friendly re-

membrance of him—yet that my heart was incapa-

ble of experiencmg a more tender sentiment. ' To
part from you,' he said in a mournful voice, ' will bo

the same as laying violent hands upon myself: it

will be an act of suicide—and I have not the cour-

age to accomplish it. I beseech you to remain at

the tower a short time longer. I will not insult

myself so far as to assure you that I am incapable

of any outrage towards you. If you would consent

to live all your life with me as a sister, I should bo

happy. Mine b no gross and sensual passion : it ia

pure and ethereal : it is the strangest and most

romantic love that ever yet filled the heart of man.

So long as I can enjoy the light of your presence^

BO long as I can hear (he music of your voice play-

ing in my ears—so long as I Qin permitted to gazo

upon you from time to time, and dwell upon the

beauty of your countenance—therein shall all my
ideas of earthly happiness be concentrated. Surely,

I

Senora, such a love as this is not to be ligutly re-

pudiated? surely you will take some comparison

upon the man who proffers you such a Ifve ?'

"I answered that I would speak to him as if it
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irere a sister addressing a brother ; and I went on

to represent that for his own sake tlie sooner wo

parted the better—that his infatuation would only

become the greater, his love the more intimately

interwoven with his entire being—that the hour for

parting must come at last, sooner or later—and that

the longer it was postponed, the more deeply would

it be fc, by him when it did come. He replied that

he was aware of all this—that he had reasoned with

himself a thousand times upon the subject during

the few past weeks—but that he had not the courage

to let me depart. He terminated by conjuring that

I would remain one month longer—only one month :

that if I consented, he would act precisely in ac-

cordance with my wishes—that he would never

obtrude himself on my presence, save when I chose

to receive him—that he would not ask me to walk

wi'h him, unless I myself first siguilicd my willing-

npss—and to bo brief, he used so many impassioned

arguments and vehement entreaties, that I knew

not how to refuse. The thought struck me, too,

that if I did refuse, the madness of his passion was

such that he might be rendered desperate, and my
position would be made far worse; and the idea

eimultaneously occurred to me that my best course

would be to throw him off his guard so that I

might escape. I therefore consented to remain

another month at the tower. But I informed him

that it was absolutely necessary I should com-

municate with my brother in England, who would

be uneasy at my long silence. He said that if I

would write to him, addressing my letter from the

French town of Perpignau, in the Pyrenees, one of

his men should proceed thither and post the letter;

and that if my brother wrote back to me to the post-

oflice in that same town, he would send again at the

expiration of ten days to fetch tlie letter for mo.

I gralcl'ully accepted this proposal, and wrote to

Frank at Southampton, desiring him to write back

to me at Perpignau. 1 said nothing of my disagree-

able adventure at Barcelona—nor of the strange

company with whom I had been living for six weeks

past: but I led him to believe that I was in a

situation as governess in an English family. At
the same time I wrote a letter to Mrs. Knight at

Barcelona, explaining wherefore I had fled so pre-

cipitately, and telling her how the whole aflair was

a base conspiracy on the part of her wicked son to

ruin me, '.n revenge because I had rejected his dis-

honourable overtures. This letter I sealed and
enclosed it in the one to Frank, desiring him to post

it at SouthampUm, and alleging some excuse for

wishing such a thing done. Wben my packet was

in readiness, I gave it to the Count : and he at once

despatched a messenger with it to Perpignan. At
the expiration of ten days I duly received Frank's

unswer from the school at Southampton, and there-

lore acquired the assurance that my own packet had
been duly posted.

" I may here add that as my own garments wore

now wearing out, the messenger who had been sent

to Perpignan, brought back witii him a quantity of

Btuffs ot various materials suited for dresses; and
these were presented to me by Isabella. On the one

hand I could not help being touched by this delicate

cmoideration on the part of Christoval ; but on the

other hand, the circumstance made me apprehend
that he by no means ii\tendod to part from me at

iho expiration of the month. I therefore watched

anxiously for an opportunity of escape : but this I
feared I should not very readily find—for the entrance

of the tower was guarded day and night by two
sentinels, the men taking their turns: while from
my own chamber-window there was no possibiUty

of flight, as it was too narrow for me to pass myseLf

through it. To be brief, the month passed ; and at

the expiration of that time, Don Diego sought a
private interview with me. His manner was as

tender and as respectful as ever: but there waa
more firmness in his words and in his looks. He
gave me to understand that he could not make
up his mind to part with me—that I was dearer to

him than life itself—that I need fear nothing at his

hands, as he was perfectly contented to live on
the same terms as at present—but that tyrannical,

harsh, and unjustifiable though his conduct might
be in retaining me a prisoner, he could not help

doing so. I now remonstrated with him seriously,

and for a moment angrily : but I saw that he waa
resolved—and from something which he let drop, it

became evident enough that he hoped by perse-

vering in his delicate attentions and tender assi-

duities, to make a favourable impression in the

course of time upon me. I made him compre-

hend that this hope would be cruelly disappointed

—and that if he persisted in retaining me captive

at the tower, his conduct would efl"ace all the gene-

rous and hospitable treatment I had experienced

at his hands. He was deeply moved by what I
said : and yet he relented not in his resolve to keep

me a prisoner there.

" I must now pass over a period of about eight

months and bring my narrative down to the month
of June, 1840. Daring these eight months I re-

mained at the tower. Every month was I per-

mitted to write to Frank, the letter being posted

at Perpignan ; and as regularly wa^ his answer

brought thence for me. I continued to receive the

utmost attention, kindness, and delicate treatment

from Christoval, his men, and the women : my
liberty was alone refused me. It is scarcely pos-

sible to comprehend the strange romantic passion of

that man. He never forgot himselt -u my presence

—never uttered a word to give me ofl"ence—never

bent upon me a look which threatened me with

insult. He never so much as took my baud, much
less ofi'ered to carry it to his hps. He studied to

the utmost of his power, apart from keeping mo
prisoner, to testify the devotcdness of his p;»ssion.

Often and often did I remonstrate, entreat, threaten,

display indignation, and have recourse to prayers,

all in their turn : but in vain ! I have seen that

man weep tbe bitterest tears when I have thus ad-

dressed him : I have seen him sob like a child as I

have thrown myself at his feet ami besought him to

let me depart: but yet he had the courage and
firmness to conquer his emotions sulUciently to mako
him refuse my prayer. And he too has thrown

himself at my feet, but without so much a^ laying a

finger upon my garments: he has besought and
implored that I would loud a favourable ear to his

tale of love, and consent to let a priest join our

hands in marriage. When I renewed my represen-

tation that I was already married, he showed by hia

look that he could scarcely believe me: and yet he

never said so in words. His appearauee changed

—he grow careworn—and though he relaxed not

Irom those pursuits which belonged to his lawlca*
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life, yet in other respects he lost all energy, and

roved about the personification of despondency and

despair. I could not help pitying him : but I

eould not love him. Never, perhaps, in this world

did man testify so wild, so romantic, so devoted,

and enthusiastic a love, without inspiring a reci-

procal feeling. But he did not. I repeat that I

pitied him, even when most angry at this outrageous

prisonage which I endured ; but, no—I could not

love him.

"And during that interval of eight months, I

had not the slightest opportunity of making even

an attempt at escape. It is true that when out

walking with Isabella, and followed at a short dis-

tance by one of the band, I might have suddenly

darted oflf : but could I hope that my limbs would

prove swifter than those of the alert and athletic

Catalan bandit ? and I was resolved not to suffer

the mortification of making any ineffectual en-

deavour to emancipate myself. I must frankly

confess that at last I got so accustomed to this

strange mode of life, that it became far less irk-

some to me than might have been supposed. In-

deed, I had few inducements to make me wish to

return to the great world again—that world in

which I had already experienced some misfortunes.

But still I longed—Oh ! most fervently longed to

embrace my beloved brother ; and I was also fearful

that should the Christino soldiers ever take the

tower by surprise, there might be a general fusi-

lade of all its inmates, men and women without

discrimination—and my unfortunate self amongst
them. For I knew full well that the most atrocious

barbarities were committed by the Spanish soldiers,

no mercy even being shown to females or innocent

children. That Don Diogo Christoval himself full

well suspected my hope and idea of escaping, there

cannot be the slightest doubt : and hence the pre-

cautions which he took to anticipate any endeavour

of that kind on my part. Nevertheless, I was not

made positively to feel that I was a prisoner: it

was a sort of honourable captivity in which I was
kept. For instance, the door of my chamber was
never bolted outside at night : but then, although I

was thus at liberty to quit my room if I chose, I

could not have issued forth from the tower, as

there were two sentinels ever posted at the entrance-

door.

" One day, after the return of the Count and his

band from a marauding expedition, they brought

the intelligence, which they had gleaned at some
distant village, that the Captaia-Geueral of Cata-

lonia had marched forth from Barcelona at the

head of a considerable body of troops, with the

intention of scouring the Catalan hills and anni-

hilating the guerilla and bandit hordes which in-

fested those districts. It was likewise understood
that the military commandant intended to divide

Lis troops into live or six flying columns, wilh
a view to carry on his operations in various parts

of the principality at the same time. It was there-

fore a serious danger which now appeared to bo
imminent. I sought an opportunity of speaking
atone with Christoval, and represented to Jiirn that

if he really entertained towards me the devoted
passion which he had professed, iUwas cruel to a
degree to expose me to tlie chance of falling into

the hands of the Cuptain-Gcneral's troops. Lie

bade me fear nut : for that uu incessant look-out

would be kept, and on the fii-st appearance of one

of the flying columns in that immediate neighbour-

hood, it was his intention to remove with his band
into the wild fastnesses of the Pyrenees, where they

could remain until tbe present danger should bo

over. At the same time Don Diego assured mo
that if the peril became more serious than he could

at that moment anticipate, he would at once send

me under safe and honourable escort into France.

He availed himself of that opportunity to fall upon
his knees again in my presence, vowing that if I

would consent to become his companion for the rest

of our lives, he would at once take leave of his

associates and fly away with me into another

country. But still did I persevere in my refusal

:

for I was prepared to encounter all risks and meet
all dangers, rather than surrender myself up to one
whom I did not love.

" For several days Don Diego himself, disguised in

various garbs, penetrated to a distance to learn

' tidings relative to the movement of the Captain-

General's troops ; and one evening, on his return to

the tower, he brought intelligence of such iraport-

!

ance that a council of the whole band was imme-
diately called. In these deliberations the women
were accustomed to be present ; and on this occasion

I was amongst them. I had already picked up the

Spanish language with the utmost facility, though I

could not converse in it with the same fluency and
accuracy as I could in the French tongue. I never-

theless understood all that was said in my presence.

It appeared from what Don Diego reported, that

one of the flying col urns was at a distance of about

ten miles from the tower, and that it was com-

manded by a brigadier-general, to whom the son of

the Captain-General was attached as aide-de-camp.

It further appeared that the officers had fixed their

quarters at a little farm-house, the occupants of

which experienced a devoted friendship for Don
Diego Christoval. At the council which sat to de-

liberate upon these particulars, a bold and daring

project was started by Cliristoval himself. This

was nothing less than to make a midnight attack

I

upon the farm-house, carry off the son of tho

Captain-General, and hold him as a hostage for the

safety of the band. Nay, more—it was even cal-

culated that an immense ransom mi^jht be obtained

for his re.storatiou. Tuis proposal was received

with enthusiastic acclaim by the members of tho

band ; and the women themselves welcomed it with

delight. It would have been a project of sheer

madness, were it not for the friendly disposition of

the occupants of the farm : but under those circum-

stances it was one whicli presented every chance of

being successfully carried out. Accordingly, a little

before midnight, Christoval and ten of his followers,

—two remaining behind as sentinels,—set out upon
their ex[ioililion. During their absence I remained

with the Catalan women in the common room of

the tower: for I naturally felt anxious as to tho

result, and could n )t possibly retire to rest. I feared

that in case of failure, a pursuit might bo instituted

by the trooi)s; and tUeir arrival at tbe tower might

promptly follow. Uesides, although not entertain-

ing the slightest affection for Don Diego—and in-

deed having luueh reason to be dispioased with him
—there was nevertheless a certain friendly feeling

which 1 expenenceil towards hiui, at all events suf-

iiwul to render me anxious for his safety. Tho
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Catalan women chatted chcorfullj and merrily:

they appeared to be confident that the enterprise

would be crowned with success. And they were

riffht. For between two and three o'clock in the

ever been positively proclaimed in words. But it

was now mentioned to serve, and not to annoy ; and
instead of being angry or hurt, I felt grateful and
pleased. The officer paid me much attention, min-

morning, Chriatoval and his men returned with the gled with the most courteous respect. I found him
Captain-General's son as their prisoner. He was a to be a generous-hearted, intelligent young man

;

young man of about five-and-twenty, of middle and as he spoke French perfectly, I was enabled

height—slender, and well made. His countenance to converse with him. At the expiration of a few
was not handsome, but might be termed prepossess- hours, Chriatoval returned. He announced that

ing, and was invested with an air of mingled heroism the brigadier had undertaken not to push his column
and intelligence. He bore himself with a dignified any farther in a northerly direction; but that he
hauteur, and was by no means cast down by the himself was unable to conclude the negotiation for

position in which he was placed. I should add, for the prisoner's release, until he should have com-
the better understanding of what is to follow, that

, municatcd with the Captain-General, the young
ho was dressed in a blue frock coat, fitting tight to man's father; and as it was not precisely known ia

his person and buttoned up to the throat—plain what part of the country he might be at the time,

dark trousers—and the usual Spanish shako. It and couriers would have to seek him, it had been
appeared from what I subsequently learnt, that the arranged that Don Diego Christoval should return

capture of this young officer had been effected all in to the farm-house, the brigadier's head-quarters, at

a moment, with the utmost ease, and without a shot
i
the expiration of a week. Meanwhile it was under-

being fired or a blow struck. From information stood that theCaptain-General's son should be treated
secretly given to Don Diego by the farmer himself, with all possible respect and attention. Accordingly,

the aide-de-camp, being on duty all that night, was having communicated these results of his interview

frequently passing between the farm-house and the
i with the brigadier, Don Diego intimated to the

outposts of the column, which were at a little dis- officer that if he would pledge his word of honour
tance, at a suitable place for the bivouac ;—and to- not to escape, he might consider himself free to

tally unsuspicious that such a daring attempt would ; walk about, alone and at all hours, within one mile

be made, the officer passed to and fro between the of the tower. This parole was promptly given ; and
two points, alone and unattended, and smoking his the young officer now remained only in what might

]

cigar. Christoval and his baud lay in ambush at a be termed an honourable captivity. Thus several I

convenient spot sufficiently removed from the scene days passed, during which the prisoner paid in-
j

of danger; and watching their opportunity, they creased attention to me^r rather endeavoured to
,

pounced upon the aide-de-camp, overpowered and
j

do so: but I suffered him to perceive that his assi- .

gagged him in a moment, and hurried him away, duities were not acceptable. Indeed, I was most

I

When sufficiently distant from the troops, the gag ' careful not to provoke Christoval's jealousy, appre-

was removed from his lips, and he was assured of hensive lest in a fit of desperation he might be
honourable treatment if he attempted no resistance

—which indeed he was not in a condition to offer.

Under such circumstances was it that the enterprise

had succeeded ; and he was brought a captive to the

tower.

"On the following day he was compelled by
Christoval to write a letter to the brigadier com-
manding the column, stating that he was captive in

the hands of a guerilla-party of Carlists —that the con-

ditions of his release were immunity for themselves

and the payment of a certain ransom-money—that
he requested the column might not advance farther

led to adopt summary and violent measures to make
me his own. Besides, the Spanish officer inspired

me with no more tender interest than the Count
himself had done; and as I always despised a mere
frivolous coquetry, I had not the least inclination to

divert myself in that respect at the prisoner's ex-

pense.
" I must now proceed to observe that after the

first day's prisonage, he grew restless, and roved

about in the vicinage of the tower, almost con-

stantly smoking. I was told, too, that instead of

going to bed when the others retired, he issued

iii a northerly direction pending the negotiations forth with his cigar in his mouth, and rambled in

for his release—as if it did, his life would bo sacri- the wood till a late hour. He was suffered to do
Cced—that he was unable to specify the place where exactly as he chose, the utmost faith being reposed
he was retained captive—and he concluded by de- in his parole—a pledge which a Spanish ollicor was
siring that the bearer of his letter should be treated very seldom known to break, and the broach of
with a consideration due to the sanctity of a herald which would dishonour him for ever, even in the

under such circumstances. opinion of his own most intimate friends. Sis days
" With this document Don Diego Christoval him- had passed ; and on the ensuing one, Christoval

self set off to the farm-house, the quarters of tlie was to return to the brigadier. On the sixth

brigadier commanding the column. During his night I did not hear the young officer go forth

absence, the young officer remained a close prisoner as usual between ten and eleven o'clock, to

at the tower. He sat smoking in what I have smoke his cigar in the wood. I lay awake, lis-

bcfore described as the common-room; and unbend- tening: for an idea had sprung up in my mind
ing towards the women, ho chatted frankly and —and the longer I thought of it, the more consist-

gaily with them. I was there for a portion of the cnt and feasible did it become. An hour passed

—

time ; and the officer, finding me to be an English and all remalued silent. I rose from my bed-
woman, was naturally surprised at my presence

with that lawless baud. Isabella, for the kind pur-
pose of screening me in case of any subsequent dis-

aster, told him that I was a prisoner as well as him- regular respuatu
•elf i uud this waa the Uist time that the fact had did I open his doi

hurried on a few articles of clothing—stole noise-

lessly out of my chamber—and listened at the door
of the one occupied by the olficer. I could hoar the

of one who sleeps. Cnuliously

—aud a^aiu I listened. Vco

—

]io
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slept. A candle was burning in the room. I stole

in—he was in bed, and" slumbering profoundly. I

hastened to possess myself of his clothes ; and per-

ceiving a quantity of cigars scattered about on the

table, took one of them. I was in mortal terror

lest he should awake : but he did not—and I re-

gained my own room safely and unobserved. Now
for a bold enterprise ! I hastened to apparel myself

in the male costume I had thus self-appropriated ;

—

frock-coat, trousers, boots, and shako—I had taken

them all ; and I clothed myself therewith. Then,
lighting the cigar and putting it in my mouth, I

descended the stairs. The door of the common-
room was open—and the powerful moonlight

streaming through the nai-row window, fell upon a

bright object that lay on the table. It was a pistol

—and I lost no time in securing it about my person.

Again I listened: all was quiet. Oh! how my
heart palpitated as I opened the door of the tower.

It was a fine night in the month of June : but the

shade of the embowering cork-trees intercepted the

eft'ulgence of moon and stars. The two sentinels

were smoking their pipes and conversing together

within half-a-dozen yards of the gate. I passed

out, imitating as well as I could the gait and bear-

ing of the S[)anish officer, and smoking my cigar

in the most approved style. It was a moment of

acute suspense : but when I found that the sen-

tinels moved not, and that I was proceeding

onward without the slightest molestation, the

enthusiasm of an indescribable joy flamed up
within me. It was the intoxication of triumph.

But still I did not lose my presence of mind for

a single moment; I did not hurry my pace

until perfectly assured that I was beyond eye-

shot of the sentinels. When once, however, deep

in the shade of the grove, I tossed away the cigar,

which had well nigh made me sick and left the

most nauseating sensation behind. Then I did

speed onward with all possible swiftness. Knowing,
from all that had been said in my presence, in

which direction the brigadier's column lay, I took

precisely the opposite one: for I was fearful if I

fell into the hands of the troops, I might be sent to

Barcelona on account of the jewel-business. After
making a slight circuit, so as to get clear of the

eminence on the slope of which the tower stood,

I took a northerly direction for the purpose of
pushing my way towards the French frontier. As I

caught the last glimpse of the old building whose
summit appeared just above the trees, I thought to

myself how boundless would be the rage and de-

spair of Count Chi'istoval when my flight should

be discovered. 'But I was rejoiced at having effected

my escape; and with as much speed as on the

memorable night when I fled from Barcelona, did I
pursue my way.

"I had with me a little money .-just the same
sum in fact which I possessed when flying from the
above mentioned city ; and I was resolved to obtain
a change of apparel as soon as possible. I need
hardly observe that I had not dared bring with me
my own female raiment : for there were no means
of concealing it under the tight-fitting uniform,
and it would have been ruinous to my enterprise to

come forth from the tower with a bundle. The
enjoyment of liberty seemed to nerve mo against
fatigue, and gave a vigorous elasticity to my foot-

steps. I proceeded onward for hours, only resting

at long intervals, and then but for a few minutes at

a time. The morning dawned—the sun rose—and
still I proceeded onward, through a wild and moun-
tainous country without a single habitation. The
Pyrenees were already in view—and I began to

look about in every direction for a cottage, farm-
house—or some dwelling, in short, where I might
obtain refreshment and a change of raiment. All

of a sudden I came upon the high road, and there

the following spectacle met my view.

"In the middle of that highway, a post-chaise

lay overturned : and a gentleman was leaning in a
disconsolate manner, and with his arms folded,

against it. One horse, whose traces had evidently

been cut away, was browsing on the grass by the
road-side: the other horse and the postilion were
not to be seen. That gentleman was the only
person visible upon the spot. From the point where
this spectacle broke upon my sight, I was not im-
mediately perceived by that gentleman: for I had
stopped short amidst a knot of trees to contemplat«
the scene. At first I could not discern his coun-
tenance : but in a few moments—as he raised his

eyes and looked with evident anxiety along the
road—to my astonishment I at once recognised my
treacherous enemy James Knight. Ah ! and ho
was alone there—and I could upbraid him for his

villanous conduct towards me. But of what use
were upbraidings ? Could I not turn tho circum-
stance to my own advantage and punish him by a
humiliating process at the same time ? No sooner
was the design conceived, than I resolved to execute
it. Drawing forth my pistol, without knowing
whether it was loaded or not, I suddenly appeared
before the amazed and startled young man. He at
once recognized me ; and being a coward as well as
a treacherous villain, fancied that I was about to

immolate him to my vengeance. He fell upon hia

knees, beseeching me to spare him. While he re-

mained in that humiliating posture, I bade him
explain to me as briefly as possible the meaning of
the circumstances in which I found him placed.

"He told me that the nature of his mother's
aflairs at Barcelona had rendered it needful to obtain
certain documents from England ; and that he had
accordingly been despatched ofl" post-haste upon the

mission. About a quarter of an hour before I had
arrived upon that spot, a party of robbers had sprung
forth from amidst the adjacent trees. Tlie horses
had taken fright, rushed up the bank, and upset the
chaise. The robbers had carried off his portmanteau,
his purse, and whatsoever valuables he had about
his person—and had decamped with their booty.

The chaise was broken; and the postilion had
ridden back on one of the horses to the nearest

posting-house, which was about four miles distant,

in order to obtain another chaise, or else succour to

repair the over-turned one. Such was James
Knight's recital, the truth of which appeared to bo

fu'ly corroborated by circumstances. I bade liira

rise from his knees and give me his coat and hat in

exchange for my military frock and shako. This he

did, all the while beseeching and imploring in the

most piteous terms that I would spare his life. I

taunted him with his villany towards mo, telling

him that I would not degrade myself by wreaking

my vengeance on so miserable a wretch. Having
assumed his hat and coat—the latter a frock

buttoning up to the neck and fitting me per-
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fectly—I told hiin he might inform the postilion adventures to account for appearing in male
that the remaining horse would be found some attire, omitting however the circumstance of

short distance farther along the road ; and leaping
j

having made any exchange of garments with

upon its back, I made the animal gallop away at
[

Mr. Knight. In short, I gave the gendarme to

the utmost speed of which it was capable. Having
proceeded thus for about three miles,.! came in sight

of a little hamlet ; and dismounting, tied the horse

to a tree. I then continued my way on foot ; and

on reaching the hamlet, obtained refreshment. The
cottagers, at whose dwelling I stopped, were na-

turally surprised to behold a female in male attire:

but as I gave them a piece of silver as a remunera-

tion for the sorry fare which was served up to me,

they asked no questions. I did not tarry many
minutes in that hamlet, but pursuing my way on

foot, speedily entered upon the vast amphitheatrical

chain of the Pyrenees.

"The ascent of the Pyrenees from the Spanish

side, is steep, difficult, and dangerous. Sometimes,

when having mounted a terrace or ledge of rock,

perhaps a mile in length, the traveller finds his

way suddenly barred by the towering wall of a still

higher eminence, up which he may perhaps climb

if he be of desperate boldness and of experience

in the mode of scaling these rocky ramparts : but I

dared not make such attempts. I therefore fre-

quently had to turn back and take another course,

—

Bometimes when advancing too quickly, nearly fall-

ing over the edge of a gulf on which I suddenly

stopped short,—at other times terrified by a rush

amongst the stunted trees or brushwood, with the

idea that it was a wolf preparing to spring at me.

Nevertheless, I pressed onward with a courage and

an ardour that surprised myself, and with an ex-

hilaration of spirits that was sustained by the

excitement of my travel. During all that day, I

did not succeed in advancing more than eight

miles into the heart of the Pyrenees, in conse-

quence of the many times I had to turn and re-

trace my steps, and of the circuitous paths that

I had to pursue. As evening drew near, I felt

excessively weary ; and was rejoiced when I came
in sight of a pleasing valley, on the slope of

which stood a little cottage with a number of

sheep grazing near. There I was welcomed by the

shepherd and his wife—an elderly couple of hos-

pitable disposition, and who asked no impertinent

questions. I slept well that night; and on the

following morning, resumed my travels. During
this second day I passed through several pic-

turesque valleys, reminding me of what I had
read of Alpine scenery : for high above them
towered the enormous peaks of the mountains,

some covered with snow. There were glaciers upon
those heights; and I learnt that avalanches were

by no means unknown. I fell in with many shep-

herds tending countless flocks ; and when I sought

understand that these were the clothes in which I

had escaped from the brigand's tower. The mayor
of the village—a substantial farmer whose dwell-

ing was upon the outskirts — heard my tale

from the lips of the gen'larme ; and when
I rose on the following morning, the landlady

of the inn told me that the mayor desired to

see me. I accordingly proceeded to his house,

where he, his wife, and a grown-up family of

sons and daughters, received me in the kindest

manner. They invited me to remain a few daya

with them, and repose myself after the fatigues I had
endured. This invitation I thankfully accepted ; aad
I stayed with this amiable family for a week- I
need hardly say that suitable female apparel

was provided for me : but I may add that it was
with some degree of regret I put off my male
clothing—for I had grown accustomed to it, and
preferred it to that which more properly becams
my sex. At the expiration of a week the farmer's

wife, finding that I was anxious to depart, took me
up to her own chamber to have a little conversation

with me. She said that herself, her hijsband, and
everybody indeed at the farm-house, had conceived

such a liking for me that they could not bear the

idea of my leaving except under circumstances of

comfort. She said she had therefore prepared a
box of apparel and various necessaries for my use

;

and likewise begged me to accept the loan of a
sufficient sum of money to take me to the place of

my destination, wheresoever it might be. While
gratefully expressing my thanks for all this kindness,

I declared my wish to return without delay to Eng-
land ; and the farmer's wife insisted upon my ac-

ceptance of five hundred francs—or twenty pounds

—for my travelling expenses. With the assurance

that I should never forget so much generosity, I

took my leave of the kind lady, her sons and her

daughters. The old man drove me over in his

chaise-cart to the nearest town, whence I could

obtain a conveyance for Paris. I was resolved to

go to England by way of Calais, as I did not think

fit to pass through Havre, for fear that ilrs. Knight

or her son James should have made the friends

whom they had in that town acquainted with the

circumstances at Barcelona—or rather with a ver-

sion of them most prejudicial to myself. I arrived

without any accident, or adventure worth relating,

at Calais ; and thence I passed to Dover. Though
anxious to proceed without delay to Southampton, in

order to embrace my brother, yet having travelled

almost day and night for the best part of a week
in my journey from the extreme south of Franco

refreshment, it was readily afforded—a trilling re- to Dover, I was compelled to remain here a day or

muneration, which was all that I could give, being
|

two to repose myself. I proceeded to Wi^ AdmiraV

t

gratefully accepted. At the end of my second day's "Hiead, which was kept by Mr. Marshall, with whose
journey, I had altogether accomplished thirty miles, eldest daughter I was at school at Southampton,

including the distance performed on the first day, Kate Marshall was delighted to see me ; and when
and was now within fifteen miles of the nearest vil-

I
she introduced me to her parents and sisters as the

lage in the French territory. It was about sunset schoolfellow of whom she had so often spoken, I

on the third day that I reached this village ; and was received with a most cordial welcome—not in

there my passport was demanded by a gendarme the light of a guest to whom a bill was to be sent

as I was about to enter a Uttle inn. I showed it— in, but as a friend and visitrcss. Kate Marshall
for I had it with me ; and then in reply to the

,
was now eighteen years of age, and s. very fine

officer's questions, I related sufficient of my past young woman. Iter two sisters were likewise ox-
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ceedin^'ly handsouo. They were moreover all three

kinJ-hjartcd and goacrous-minded creatures, and

ttfKjve to make n»3 a3 hnpjij and comfortable as

possible Kate, rogarding me ia the light of an

old friend—a bosuiQ-friend too, in whom she could

place me utmost confiJence—did not hesitate to

admit mc to the kaowledg.! of a certain secret con-

nected with her father's prosperity. She took me up

into a little private chamber of her own, situated

quite at the top of the hou9(!, and elegantly furnished.

Hero she showed mo a singular contrivance for car-

[

rying on a correspondence with parties elsewhere,

by means of a beautiful breed of carrier-pigeons

. which she possessed. I need not enter into minute

particulars now. Suffice it to say that there was a

little trap-door in the ceiling of this chamber, by

which the feathered emissaries were enabled to

enter that room of their own accord on their arrival

from a journey, All the neighbours knew that Kate
Marshall possessed this beautiful breed of pigeons :

but none were aware of the purposes which they

served. Kate however— as I above hinted— was

inclined to be communicative with me; and she

gave me some particulars respecting the uses of

those pigeons.

I

" It appeared that Mr. Marshall had in an earlier

part of bis life been a sailor on board a privateer

-

;
vessel which his father had commanded ; and in a

conflict with a French cruiser, he and two or three

j

others of the sailors were taken prisoners. His

father (Kate's grandfather) managed however to

escape with the privateer. Robert Marshall and

his companions were taken to Calais, where they

, were held prisoners. While in Calais gaol, Robert

;

Marshall fell in with a Frenchman who was a cap-

tive there for some offence against the laws of his

own country, and who possessed an extraordinary

breed of carrier-pigeons. The Frenchman was I

needy, and Robert Marshall had a sum of money i

secured about his person, which had escaped the
|

notice of his captors. With a portion of these funds

j
he bought some of the pigeons : thence an intimacy

j

sprang up between him and the Frenchman—and

j
in the course of conversation, they came to an un-

derstanding how a most valuable correspondence

could be carried on (when the peace should be esta-

blished) between Dover and Calais for the further-

ance of the contraband trade. The matter, once

broached, was promptly arranged between them.

Soon afterwards the Frenchman obtained his

liberty; and he assisted Robert Marshall to escape

from Calais gaol. To be brief, Robert Marshall

managed to get back to Dover with his valuable
'

carrier-pigeons. At that time old Marshall

(Robert's father) occupied a home in the neigh-

bourhood of Dover; and there the head-quarters

of the carrier-pigeons were established. When the
|

Peace of 1816 took place, old Marshall bought the
|

Admiral's Head with the monies he had made by I

privateering; and thither were the head-quarters of
j

tixe birds transferred. Between Dover and Calais— ;

that is to say between the Marshalls and the French-

man—a frequent correspondence was kept up ; and

by means of this prompt interchange of intelligence,

tidings were mutually conveyed enabling Uiem to

baffle the revenue-officers on either side of the chan-

nel in their contraband ventures. Old Marshall
,

died—Robert Marshall succeeded to the Admiral's

Head'-Hud for ytftu-s did he and his wife maui»ije

< the breed of birds, the correspondence with the
Frenchman, and the smuggling trade. Thus did
they grow rich. The Frenchman died ; and his son
succeeded to the father's possessions and avocations.

But of late years there was little correspondeno*
kept up between the parties at Dover and those at

Calais, both being too well off to run any risks, save
when an opportunity presented itself for some very
large gains. Tlie Frenchman however, being an
intelHgent and enterprising man, saw how this rapid
method of communication might be made the means
of conveying news which should enable persons in

London and Paris to take advantage of particular

prices of the Funds or incidents of the Stock Ex-
change, and by judicious speculation make con-

siderable gains. Ribert Marshall, Kate's father,

knew nothing of stock-jobbing and dabbling on th«
Exchange; and he therefore could not remove to

London for that purpose. The Frenchman how-
ever found an agent in the British capital ; and to

his house, situated on the bank of the Thames, near
London Bridge, several of the birds were accordingly

removed, Marshall undertaking for a certain annua.
sum, regularly paid, to let the AdmiraVs Head
continue as a resting-place or station for the fea-

thered messengers. Other stations were established

at Boughton and Gravesend, between London and
Dover; while on the other side of the channel, th«

Frenchman made arrangements for the requisite

number of stutions between Calais and Paris. Thus
for some years was the correspondence carried on
between the financier in London and the French-

man in Paris; and no doubt large sums of money
were made from the intelligence which they were
enabled so promptly to exchange, and which was
thereby communicated in as many hours as it would
otherwise have taken days to forward by the ordi-

nai-v channels. When Kate Marshall left the school

at Southampton two years previously to the time at

which I thus saw her at Dover, she took charge of

the little chamber at the top of the house, and which
was fitted up with the arrangements to serve as a
resting-place for the carrier-pigeons between Lon-
don and Paris. Several of the birds were still kept

at the Admiral's Head; and Kate took great

pleasure in cultivating the breed.

" Such was the narrative that my friend Mtsi

Marshall told me in the frank confidence of thf

sincere friendship which she experienced for me
Confidence begets confidence; and in return I gave

her some particulars of the extraordinary adventuret

which had occurred to myself since we parted two
years back at Southampton. I did not howevei
mention any names—I mean in respect to my
extraordinary marriage; and thus I suppressed

those of the Marstons, Mrs. Lloyd, and the Marquis
of Villcbelle. I did however tell her frankly the
incident of the jewel business at Barcelona, and
how it led me to fly to the Catalan hills and fdl

into the hands of Don Diego Christoval. She
laughed when I assured her that I did not really

take the jewels ; and I was some time before I

could make her believe in my innocence. It was
only when I grew angry at her scepticism that she

ceased from her good-natured bantering upon the

subject : but she added tiiat if I had really taken

those valuables, she should not have thought a bit

the worse of me: adding that 'people must take

care ot themselves in ibis world.' I therefoie saw
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that my friend's principles upon this subject were

far from being the moat correct; and I have no
J

doubt that having been accustomed to look back so
j

constantly on her grandfather's privateering career
i

and her father's smuggling transactions, her notions

of propriety and rectitude had in certain cases been

Considerably damaged and warped. From the

description I gave her of Count Christoval she

admired him most rapturously, and vowed that she

wished she had possessed such a chance of becoming

the handsome Catalan bandit's bride. I must how-

ever do her the justice to declare that so far as

female purity went, her conduct and that Oi' her

sisters was unimpeachable.
I

" I remained two whole days with the friendly

Marshalls ; and when I took my leave, it was with

a promise that I would soon visit them again. Kate
!

inquired into the condition of my funds, and offered

me assistance from her purse: but I still possessed

sufficient for my present requirements, and therefore ,

refused her generous offer. From Dover I proceeded i

to Southampton, and made the best of my way to '

the school, with a heart yearning to fold my brother
j

in a loving embrace. On arriving at the well-known

establishment, I was at once admitted by Mr. Jen-

nings himself, who had seen me pass by the window

of the parlour where he was sitting. On beholding

me, his countenance grew exceedingly mournful
;

j

and I apprehended that something had happened
j

to poor Frank. He took me into his parlour ; and

there he bade me prepare myself for some afflicting

intelligence. Heavens ! what a shock did I now
j

receive,—I who had come thither in the fervid hope

of clasping my brother in my arms. Alas, I was

informed that Frank was no more ! For a few

minutes I wag overwhelmed with grief. Mr. Jen-

nings sent for his wi'e; and with every appearance

of the most genuine sincerity, did they administer

consolation, I shed torrents of tears : for it seemed
'

to me that the only being whom 1 had to love upon

the face of the earth, was snatched from me.

When the violence of my grief had somewhat sub-

sided, I sought for particulars,—observing that the

event must have been sudden indeed, as it was only i

two months since I had received a letter from Frank,
j

Mr. Jennings proceeded to inform me that a very

few days after Frank had thus written to mo, the

gentleman (the nobleman he should have said) who
originally put him at the school, came and took him

away. Jennings went on to inform me that Frank

had been declining for some months past—and that

if he had not mentioned it in his letters, it must
have been through unwillingness to cause me afflic-

tion. He added that about three weeks after my
brother had left the school, the gentleman (still of

course speaking of the nobleman) wrote to inform

him that the poor youth was no more. I did not for

a moment suspect the truth of this story—a story

which was all the more abominable and wicked, in-

asmuch as at the very instant it was told me Frank

was still an inmate of that very school, and there-

fore within a few yards of the spot where I sat, pale

and weeping, a listener to the fictitious narrative of

his death. I asked Mr. Jennings who the gentle-

man (or nobleman, as I felt convinced ho must be)

was; but he declared that ho himself know not,

—

adding with a mysterious look, that both myself and
Frank had been placed at tho school under circura-

stancca of secrecy into which he himself had not

dared attempt to penetrate. In short, he g<ive me
to understand that tho gentlem.iu (or nob'eman)

who had taken Frank to the school, and had 'ctclyBd

him away again, had used a fictitious name—that

this same fictitious name had been appended to the

letter containing the account of Frank's f'eath

—

and that he possessed no clue to the real name
nor even to the abode of that gentleman ^or noble>

man). What could I do? what could I say?
The mystery thus observed—or rather, which was
represented to me as being observed—corresponded

80 well with all the past details of everything re-

lating to my brother and myself, that it wore an
air of sterling truth. Wretched and almost heart-

broken, I took my departure from the establish-

ment, and proceeded by coach to London. I was
resolved to make some endeavour to penetrate th«

mysteries connected with the past.-

" On my arrival in the metropolis, I took a cheap
lodging, and put myself into mourning for that

brother whom I believed to be no more. I then

proceeded to take a view of this cottage, so en-

deared to me as the home of my infancy and girl-

hood. It was shut up, and falling into decay.

How I longed to live in it and settle myself down
within its walls: but I had not the means. I pro-

ceeded on foot with the endeavour to find my way
to that village where Mrs. Burnaby had taken us

in the hired vehicle, and where the handsome
equipage had waited to convey us to the house

situated in the beautiful park. But the roads had
most probably changed their appearance during the

eight years which had elapsed since then ; and at

all events my memory served me not in respect to

any features of the scenery which might guide me
in tlie right direction. There is a complete laby-

rinth of roads intersecting each other in all that

neighbourhood; so that I grew bewildered, and

was compelled to give up the search after having

vainly prosecuted it for two or three days. My
funds were by this time totally exhausted ; and I

scarcely knew what to do. I wrote to Kate Mar-

shall—but with great reluctance— requesting a

temporary loan from her ; and the return of post

brought me a bank-note for twenty pounds. Thus

I was relieved of anxiety for the iui-.uediate moans

of subsistence; and resolving to lose no time, I

endeavoured to procure another situation as a

governess. I answered advertisements in the news-

papers—called at the residences of the parties ad-

vertising—but being unable to give any reforenco

as to past character, experienced a cold refusal

everywhere. Then I inserted advertisements asking

for such a situation, and frankly stating that for

reasons which I would explain orally, I was unabla

to offer testimonials : but these appeals elicited not

a single response. Meanwhile weeks worn slipping

on—my money was diminishing—and I was op-

pressed by serious apprehensions for the future.

Besides, I had contracted two ilebts that lay heavy

enough upon my mind: one to the mayor's wife

in the Pyrcnean village— the other to Kat<3 Mar-

shall; and though I was well aware that they

would neither expect to be paid very promptly, and

the latter nut at all until I should bo fully able, yet

I did not like tho idea of those debts. 1 thought of

taking in wurk; but I never was a good hand with

tho needle. I however made application at different

places for such work, with the resolution to dn anjr-
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thing to earn an honest livelihood : but I experienced

no success. In process of time my money disappeared

:

then I lived by making away with my articles of

clothing—till at length I was reduced to such a

condition that I was penniless, with long arrears of

rent owing to a hard-hearted landlady, and without

» single thing left to raise money upon.

" It was in the middle of winter, that one bleak

horrible night, between nine and ten o'clock, I was

turned out of mj lodging. I had not a friend to

whom I could go : I had not even a single acquaint-

ance in London of whom I could ask the slightest

favour. I wandered about all that wretched night.

Be assured that I fell in the way of temptations by

yielding to which I might at once have possessed

gold. But no!—sooner than abandon myself to

that hideous alternative, I was fully resolved to put

an end to my existence. AH the next day I roved

through the streets of London, half mad with the

torturing sense of my wretched position. Night

came again—and I was still houseless, ibodless, pen-

niless. I had not eaten a morsel for many, many
long hours : but yet I was not faint—I "was desperate.

A strange excitement was raging within me ; and

often and often did I catch myself dwelling upon

Kate Marshall's words, when in a laughing banter-

ing mood she had told me that she half-believed I

really had taken Mrs. Knight's jewels, and that she

should not think any the worse of me if I really

had. Ah ! why did the reminiscence of those words

thus keep coming back to my mind ? Vfas it that

an evil spirit had been created at the time they

were uttered, to lie in wait for me—haunt my foot-

steps unseen—mark when the moment of weakness

and despair arrived—and then whisper these words

anew in my ear ? Certain it is that what was at

first a mere reminiscence, became an inspiration

—

and that wliat became an inspiration grew into a

resolution. Yes—a resolution engendered by de-

spair, and desperately taken ! I felt that I hovered

between two distinct chasms—one yawning on

my right hand, one upon my left. I must either

plunge into that abyss in which woman's honour is

engulfed; or I must throw myself headlong into

the other where honesty is swallowed up. There I

stood, already a lost being, though no deed of crime

was done as yet: but still a lost being, because a

fatal and irresistible necessity was impelling me on-

ward to precipitate myself headlong into one of

those gulfs. Under this influence I hurried through

the metropolis—and gained the outskirts on the

northern side, because they were those in which my
recent searches after the road to the uuknowu vil-

lage had been directed, and thei'cforc had made me
familiar with that neighbourhood. It was in a

lonely part, where there were but six or seven

houses scattered about, that my first crime was

committed. Two ladies, apparently mother and

daughter, came forth from one of those houses,

—

pausing upon the threshold to bid good night to a

lady, evidently the mistress of that house, where

they had no doubt been passing the evening. I

heard the mistress of the house ask if she should

send a servant to accompany them home: they

laughed as they declined,—saying that as their own
abode was but a hundred yards distant, they did not

fear any danger for so short a walk. Yet it was iu

that brief intermediate space between the two dwell-

USgB, that they were stopped and plundered. Stojipcd

too by one of their own sex ! It was in the deep

shade of some overhanging trees, so that my coun-

tenance could not possibly be discerned, that I con-

fronted them and bade them deliver up their money,

telling them that there were two men lurking

on the opposite side of the way. The ladies, dread-

fully frightened, gave me their purses, beseeching

me not to let them be harmed. I assured them they

should not sustain any injury if they forbore from

crying out. Then I fled precipitately—took a cir-

cuitous route througk some fields—and re-entered

London.
" It was the middle of the night and the shopi

were closed. I couid not purchase any food—

I

could not obtain a lodging at that hour ; for I
shrank from the idea of entering a public-house.

I wandered about till morning, so bewildered and
confused—so excited and agitated with the deed I

had done, that methought it was all a dream. I

could scarcely believe in my own identity ; I could

not persuade myself that it was really I who had

committed that crime. I dared not feel in my
pocket to clutch the purses, and thus convince my-
self that it was not a delusion. I did not therefore

examine them till long after dawn. Then, stepping

aside into a secluded street, I looked to discover th»

amount of my ill-gotten funds. There were alto-

gether seven guineas in the two purses. I took «

lodging—I procured food—I redeemed some of my
apparel from the pawnbroker's—and I remained in

doors for several days afterwards, fearing to go out

lest I should be taken into custody. Nevertheless,

in my calmer moments, when reasoning with my-
self, I knew full well that I could not possibly have

been seen by the two ladies in a manner clear

enough to enable them to identify me. I lived

frugally and sparingly,—not daring to think of the

future, although by this very economy postponing

to the utmost of my power the necessity for a p».

currence to the same desperate means. But that

time came again. In another part of the outskirts

of London I committed a similar deed ; and on thia

occasion likewise, the sufferers were two ladies has-

tening home from a party. The produce was double

as much as on the former occasion; and upon this

I lived for many weeks. One day, about noon, I

was passing along a retired street on my way to •
tradesman's shop to purchase something, when an

elderly gentleman walking in front of me, while

pulling out his handkerchief drew forth his pocket-

book at the same time. The next monieut it wat

in my hands. The rapid glance which I flung

around showed me that the circumstance wixs un-

pcrccived by the few persons passing in that street.

The pocket-book was concealed beneath my shawl

;

and I walked firmly on. The old gentleman speedily

missed it—felt in all his pockets—looked back in

dismay—and accosting mo, asked civilly whether I

had happened to notice that he had just dropped

anything ? 1 replied in the negative, and continued

my way. Regaining my lodgings, I examined the

contents of the pocket-book. Two hundred poundi

in bank-notes, and all for small sums ! This cir-

cumstance tilled me with exultation—an exultation

indeed in which was absorbed all lingering sense of

the criminality of the ways which I was pursuing.

Alas ! that I should be compelled to say this

!

"I hastened to change several of the notes at

different tradesmen's shops in the neighbourhood,—
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thus converting them into gold. The next day I
j

saw an advertisement in the newspaper offering a
,

reward for the restoration of the pocket-book and 1

its contents : but there was no intimation that the ,

numbers of the notes were known, and the magni- i

tude of the reward convinced me that they were

not. Feehng now secure in the possession of my
treasure, I reflected what course I should pursue.

I dearly longed to have a quiet liUle comfortable

suburban residence of my own ; and I had now the

means of obtaining one. I again bethought myself

of the cottage where the earliest years of my life

were passed : so I set off to look at it once more.

A bill pasted against the front door, intimated that

it was to let, and where intelligence could be ob-

tained as to terms. I proceeded to the office of the

house-agent whose address I thus learnt; and

having ready money to pay down as an advance

of rent, I was accepted as a tenant. Then I pro-

ceeded to furnish it, but in an economical manner

:

for I had a great deal "to do with this money. I

remitted the twenty pounds, through a London

banker, to the mayor of the Pyrenean village, ac-

companied by a letter of thanks for the kindness

I bad received at his hands and those of his family

;

and when my house was fitted up and I had engaged

a servant—this present one, Rosa—I set off to pay

the Marslialls a visit at Dover. By them I was

kindly welcomed. I returned Eate the money she

had lent me ; and when we were ahjne together, she

questioned me closely as to what I was doing—par-

ticularly how I came to be so well dressed and had

such a command of funds ? I evaded her queries

at first; and she again fell into that humour of

good-tempered bantering in which she is apt to

indulge, at the same time hinting her suspicion that

I had found some wealthy lover. Singular as it

may seem—strangely idiosyncratic as it may appear
—1 preferred proclaiming myself what I really was,

than resting under the suspicion of being what I

was not: an 1 I accordingly told Kate all I bad
suffered—my wretched wanderings without food or

shelter through the streets of the metropolis—and
the desperate measures into which I had been

forced. She wept in sympathy for the miseries and

privations I had gone through, and appeared to

admire me rather than otherwise for the course I

had chosen. To my annoyance, I found that she

even told her parents and licr sisters all that had
happened; and they thought no more of it than

6he did—or at least they thought none the worso

of me. I remained for about a fortnight at Dover

;

and when 1 was about to take my departure, Kate
offered me some of her beautiful pigeons,—ob-

•erving that it would prove an amusement to attend

to them, and that by some moans or another they

might even become useful. I told her that 1 did

not possibly see how this latter portion of her

remark could be realized : when she said, ' My dear

Elizabeth, if you continue in your present career,

which 1 am sure you will— for you have taken a

good leaf out of Don Diego's Christoval's book—you
•re certain sooner or later to get yourself into

j

trouble, from which one of these winged messengers !

might possibly rescue you. For instance, if at any
j

time you wished to prove that you were at Dover
j

at a certain hour when others may swear you were
in Londob, send off a billet containing the necessary

particulars to me ; and it can be mauaged.'—I ac-

acepted four of the pigeons, and brought them with

me to this cottage, where I have them now.

" Some months passed, during which 1 lived

comfortably and happily enough—but in a sort of

reckless and desperate manner in respect to my
thoughts for the future. The boundary between

honesty and dishonesty was completely passed over :

and I began to consider that it was my destiny to

follow the career upon which I had entered. I

found that my servant Rosa was a good-hearted

woman, who had taken a very great liking to me

:

but she was evidently at a loss to understand the

sources of my income, or who or what I was. I

never had a soul to see me, either male or female

;

and my habits were such that she could not possibly

suspect any impropriety on my part as a woman.

It must indeed have appeared singular to her that

I should live thus secluded, months passing without

a single soul visiting tlie cottage. At length, as my
funds grew low, I perceived the necessity of replen-

ishing them : but I likewise saw how dangerous it

was for a woman to prosecute the course on which

I had entered. A female may be described so much
more easily than one of the other sex ; and moreover

ladies might resist the predatory demands of a wo-

man, when they would yield at once in terror to

those of a man. Thus was it that a train of reflec-

tion one day led to the idea of assuming male

apparel. But this could not be done without

admitting Rosa into my confidence. Gently and

gradually did I break to her the circumstances of

my position,—so cautiously and warily indeed, that

she was not shocked by any suddenness of disclosure.

To be brief, I found that I had not done wrong to

admit her as my confidante; and my design was

soon carried out. Under pretence of requiring a

masquerade garb, I procured a complete suit of male

apparel from a tailor ; and shortly after I fetched it

away, I made my first experiment in that disguise.

But upon this part of my history I will not dwell at

unnecessary length. If 1 have launched into so many
details in respect to my criminal career, it is only

because when first entering on my history, I resolved

to speak without reserve; and this very avowal of

my iniquities constitutes no mean portion of the

heavy punishment I deserve.

" Months passed away—and by those means to

which I need not more particularly allude, I

obtained sufficient to live upon. One day, when
dressed in my female garb, I was passing tlu-ough a

street at the West End, having some purchases to

make ; and I encountered Sir John Marston. He
was startled and surprised at beholding me— looked

confused—and seemed as if he would have given »
great deal to avoid such an encounter. More than

ever convinced by his manner that he had wronged

me in some way which I could not well understand,

1 said to him that tlie time would come when he

must answer to me for the past. Recovering his

wonted efl'rontery, he declared that he had nothing

to answer for : whereupon 1 assured him that I

was far from satisfied with his conduct towards me,

and would do my best to penetrate the meaning of

it. He asked me how I was circumstanced P—but

instead of giving a direct reply, I inquired how it

was possible I could be otherwise than poor, inas-

much as 1 had no doubt been defrauded out of

money that was due to me. At this he affected to

be very indignant,—reminding me of the five thou-
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Mnd pounds I had received, and which he said ' his pur»e which, as I found, contained but a few
ought to have served as the fund of an income shillings. I gave it him back again, and was about to

for my whole life. I then explained how I had been

robbed of it within a few days after receiv-

ing the amount from him; and I insisted that

he should do more tor me, unless he wished me
to give publicity to the whole affair of the

mysterious marriage with the Marquis of Villebelle.

Thereupon he replied that he was not at all influ-

enced by my threats—but that out of compassion,

he would allow me an income sufficient to keep me
from want. But seeing me well dressed, he asked

how I had been living ? I at once boldly informed

him that I held the situation of governess in a

wealthy family—but that the duties thereof were
most irksome, aud that I had long thought of writing

to him through his lawyer to demand an account »f

those monies which I felt convinced he must have
deprived me of. After some reflection, he offered

me two hundred a-year if I would forbear from
giving publicity to the circumstances of the marriage

in Paris. Seeing that he was thus yielding, I at

once declared that I would effect no such compro-
mise—but that if he would double the amount I

would listen to his terms. He agreed ; and we went
together to the office of his attorney Mr. Rubson,
whom he instructed in my presence to pay me one
hundred pounds a quarter. He introduced me as

the Marchioness of Villebelle, in which name I was

gallop away, when he said boldly that if I knew him
better I could no doubt make his services available

He then told me, after a little more conversation,

that his name was Solomon Patch, and that he kept
a public-house in Agar Town, St. Pancras—that he
was acquainted with a great many persons who
lived at the expense of others—and that he gave an
excellent price for whatsoever valuables might be
brought to him. I replied that I should not forget the

intimation—and we parted. Some time afterwarda

I visited this man's house in Agar Town, and found
there a motley assemblage of wretches, male and fe-

male, whose looks bespoke their characters and their

avocations. I gave themmoney wherewith to purchase
liquor ; and as Solomon Patch failed not to Lint how
we first became acquainted, they learnt what I was.

They insisted upon knowing my name ; but I only

told them my christian one. Some person present

at once dubbed me Lady Bess: and that is the

name by which I have been known amongst them
ever since. A short time after my adventure with

Solomon Patch, I paid another visit to the Mar-
shalls at Dover ; and no longer feeling any shame
at the career I was pursuing—but glorying in it

rather than otherwise—I gave Kate an account of

my various adventures. She told me in her turn
that she had become engaged to a young man by

of course to sign the receipts. A hundred pounds , the name of Eussell, who was captain of a vessel

were paid to me at once—and we separated. ostensibly trading to the French and Spanish ports,

"I purchased ahorse, and amused myself with ' but in reality engaged in the contraband trade,

riding about the neighbourhood of my cottage-
j

She added that Russell was making considerable
residence. And now it may be asked wherefore I i

sums of money; and that when he had amassed a
fortune they were to be married.

" My history is now drawing to a close : but there

is one incident that deserves special mention. One
day, about six months ago, I was riding on horse-

back, dressed in my female attire, through Edmon-
ton—when a riderless steed gallopped by me ; and
a little a-bead I beheld a number of persons run-

ning to the assistance of a gentleman who had been

thrown off. On reaching the spot, I instantaneously

recognized in that individual my treacherous ene-

my James Knight ! He was senseless : and, indeed,

at the first glance I felt assured he was dead.

did not renew my search after that village to which '

I had been taken by Mrs. Burnaby, and for that

splendid mansion in the park where I had seen the

invalid lady.? The explanation is easily given.

I

When I first made those researches, I was untainted
by the consciousness of crime; and if I could have
discovered a clue to that lady, I might have pre-

sented myself to her with an unblushing counte-
nance, whether she were my mother or whatsoever
degree of relationship she stood in towards me. But
now it was very different !—and I shrank from the
idea of making any discovery in that quarter.

Therefore I studiously avoided riding in the direc-
j

proved to be the fact. He was borne into the house
tion which, so far as my memory served me, I had

j

of a neighbouring surgeon, who pronounced life to
been taken that day by Mrs. Burnaby. be extinct, his skull having received a terrible frac-

" Possessed of an income of four hundred a-year, ' ture. I did not say at the time that I knew him:
it might be supposed that I had sufficient resources \ but when his person was searched to discover who
without the necessity of recurring to my evil ways he was, cards and letters were found upon him in-

of life. But without being able to account for it, I dicating both his name and address. On the fol-

am forced to confess that I loved the excitement lowing day I repaired to that address, being some-
thereof. It had become to me the same as hunting what anxious to see Mrs. Knight and ascertain what
or steeple-chasing to those who indulge in such her sentiments were in respect to the jewel business
sports. At this moment, when, thank heaven ! my at Barcelona ; for though I had recently been lead-
mind has assumed a better tone, I recoil in horror ing a life which might be supposed to render me but
and with a shuddering aversion from the bare idea little scrupulous in such matters, yet I did not wbh
that I was ever influenced by such a morbid state her to retain the impression that I had rewarded
of feeling. Such however was the case then : and her kindness at the time by a black ingratitude. I
from time to time I apparelled myself in my male had not forgotten how she had received me into her
garb, aud mounting my horse, rode out at night family when I was friendless and penniless at Havre
upon the highway. Never did I perpetrate any after the robbery of the diligence ; and I was anx-
violcncc : never did I harm a single hair of a human ious to re-establish myself in her good opinion, if I
bemg's head. One night, in the neighbourhood of had really lost it. On arriving at the house, which
Hornscy, I stopped an old man who was driving was in a genteel street at the West End of the town,
•long m a gig. He assured mc he Imd nothing I found all the blinds drawn down, and the aspect
about him worth the taking. 1 made him hand mo of the dwelling denot*! the sombre gloom of death.
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On sending in my name, I was speedily admitted,

and was ushered into the presence of Mrs. Knight.

She was overwhelmed with grief at her son's death

:

but she received me most kindly; and believing my
visit to be one of condolence and sympathy towards

herself, thanked me with fervid gratitude. I there-

fore saw at once that she entertained no evil opinion

of me. After some little conversation she began to

touch upon the incident which had made me flee

from Barcelona so precipitately. She said that at the

time she naturally believed I was really guilty of

the theft of the jewels: but that when she received

the letter which I wrote at Don Christoval's tower,

and which I sent to the post through Frank at

Southampton, she at once viewed the matter in

quite a different light. She had questioned her son

anew, and the confused answers he gave confirmed

my tale of his villany. Then he confessed every-

thing, expressing deep contrition for what he had

done; and his mother forgave him. She did not

make the most distant allusion to the incident of

her son's subsequent meeting with me on the borders

of the Pyrenees, and having to surrender up a portion

of his clothing—or rather to make an exchange;

and therefore I presumed that he had felt too much
ashamed of his pusillanimity on the occasion to

mentiou the event to his mother. With respect to

her own affairs, she informed me that she had at

length, and after a great deal of trouble, settled

them satisfactorily, and that her fortune proved to

be greater than she had at first anticipated. I con-

doled with her on the loss sihe had sustained in

respect to her son—describing how I had witnessed

the occurrence : and I took my leave of her, well

•pleased to find that I had not suffered in her good

opinion."

CHAPTER LXXXIIL

A CKASQS OF ABOVS,

Ladt Bess, having brought her narrative down to

the point at which the preceding chapter concluded,

went on to relate how she had one day encoun-

tered the Marquis of Villebelle, and how she had
promised to deliver up to him the various papers

proving their marriage. The i eader will recollect

that in the earlier portion of tnis tale, Lady Bess

charged a certain Tony Wilkins, at Solomon
Patch's house at Agar Town, to present a sealed

packet to a gentleman whom he would meet at

King's Cross. That gentleman was the Marquis of

Villebelle ; and that packet contained the documents
she had volunteered to give up.

She then proceeded to describe how, in company
with Chiffin the Cannibal, she had waylaid Messrs.

Marlow and Malton—how she had fled to Dover

—

and how one of the carrier-pigeons which Kate
Marshall had given her, proved the means of ex-

tricating her from that dilemma. Then she described

how, iome little time afterwards, she had met her
brother Frank in the street, and how overjoyed as

well as amazed she was to find that he was in the

land of the living. She related everything Frank
himself had told her in reipect to his own history

after he had quitted the school at Southampton

—

now he had obtained a situation at Court—how ho
had there recognized Lord Pctcrsfield, and the two

ladies whom he had twice seen in the companionship

of her whom he believed to be his mother—how ho
had been abruptly but honourably removed from

his' situation in the Eoyal Household—and how,

through Lord Petersfield, he had obtained another

place : namely, that in Lady Saxondale's service.

Lady Bess likewise described without reserve how
she had called upon Lord Petersfield, and extracted

the portrait which had so much excited Frank's

attention, and which was subsequently recognized

by Adolphus as that of his mother Lady Everton.

Then Elizabeth Chandos entered more fully into

details than she had done on the previous day, in

respect to the researches she had made with regard

to those circumstances that so closely concerned

Adolphus : she minutely narrated all she had learnt

from old Bob Shakerly ; and she made no secret of

the stratagem she had devised and executed for

eliciting from Marlow and Malton the abode of

Lady Everton. In the course of these explanations,

she did not forget to state how Theodore Barclay

had been bribed to betray what he knew concerning

past events ; and how it was through his suggestion

she had called upon the lawyers.

"And now, Mr. Gunthorpe," she said, thus

winding up her narrative, and speaking in a low
and tremulous voice, full of emotions,—" I have

unbosomed all my secrets to you as if I were on a

death-bed making revelations of everything ! You
are acquainted with all the errors of which I have

been guilty : my whole life is before you. In what-

soever colours I now find myself in your presence, I

at least have the satisfaction of having told the

truth : for I repeat, there is within me the intuitive

feeling that you had some right to demand these

explanations at my hands. But you have promised

not to be too severe in your blame ; and the emo-
tions which you have exhibited at many parts of my
history, give me every reason to hope that yo<i are

not judging me too harshly—too severely !"

"Heaven forbid, my dear Elizabeth!" said the

old gentleman, down whose cheeks the tears were

flowing fast : and this was not the first time he had
been profoundly moved during the two hours which

had elapsed since Lady Bess first commenced her

history. " Blame you—no !" he added, with sudden

vehemence, as he wiped away those tears; and

starting from his chair, he began to pace the room
in the utmost agitation. "I cannot blame you!

The blame rests with those villains who robbed

yourself and your poor brother out of the ample

\

fortiines which should have been your's, and which,

by making you rich, would have elevated you high

above the possibility of any temptation. Ah, yea !

and there has been blame attaching to another

—

another, who should have looked after your welfare

—who should not have left you both so completely

at the mercy of those men But no matter : the

past cannot be recalled ! In respect to you yourself,

Elizabeth, there is at least one cause for rejoicing,

—

that as a woman you have not fallen—you have not

disgraced yourself ! And now show me once more
that letter which you received from the Marquis of

Villebelle when he was at Dover. You showed it to

me yesterday—I wish to look at it again."

"Certainly," responded Lady Boss: and she has-

tened to produce from her wriling-desk the

which Mr. Gunthorpe asked for. Its contents

OS follow :—
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«' AJmiraVs Iliad, Dover, i

'• July 12, 184* I

"I have not hitherto had an opportunity of express-

ing my sincereat and moat heartfelt thanks for the

generous conduofc you have observed towards me in

respect to that strange transaction which took place in

Paris live years bade, and to which I need not more par
|

ticularly allude. It is evident that Miss MarshnU, tijo

eldest daughter of the landlord of this inn, is to a certain

extent your confldante; and she has this day rendered

me a most signal service, the nature of which she will no

doubt explain to you. I naturally conjecture that were

it not for certain revelations which you must have at

some time or another made to her, she would not have

had it in her power to render me that service.
[

" I must now explain my principal object in penning

these few hues ; and being unacquainted with your ad-
,

dress, I shall entrust the letter to Miss Marshall, that

she may forward it. I just now had occasion to call at

the residenoe of Sir John Marston, who is dwelling in
j

this town. During tis momentary absence from the !

room where he received me, I happened to glance at a
^

paper which lay open upon his desk. It was a letter

addressed to him, and bearing the signature of a certain

Louiit £?oy(i—doubtless that same Mrs. Lloyd who was

present at the transaction in Paris to which I have above

alluded. In that letter my eye caught the names of

EHtabeth and Francis Paton ; aud then immediately fol-

lowed these words :—' Ihope and trust there is no possible

tluince of their discooering that their father is the Marquis of

Eagledean.' This is all I saw: for Sir John Marston

returned to the room immediately afterwards. I do not

know whether you have already made the discovery which

Mrs. L'lOyd appears so earnestly to hope that you have

not : but I consider the matter to be one of sufficient

importance to be at once communicated to you. If, by

making such communication, I am rendering you the

slightest service, I shall feel truly rejoiced ; and though

I must always remain your debtor for your generous con-

duct in giving up those documents some weeks back, yet

may I hope that the contents of this letter will acquit me
of some part of the immense obligation I owe you.

" Permit me to subscribe myself
" Your devoted friend and well-wisher,

"VILLBBELLB."

Mr. Qunthorpe perused this letter with as much
attention as if he had not read it on the preceding

day; and as he handed it back to Elizabeth, he

appeared to be absorbed in the deepest reflection,

still pacing the room to and fro. Suddenly stopping

short, he was about to say something, when she ex-

claimed, as she glanced forth from the window,
" Here are Frank and Adolphus returning from their

walk !"

Mr. Qunthorpe looked at his watch, and said,

" It is close upon two o'clock, at which hour I ordered

my carriage to return. Elizabeth, it was my pur-

pose to have made certain revelations to you, which

it is necessary you should learn : but I cannot do it

now. You must restrain your impatience yet a little

while "

"But tell me, Mr. Gunthorpe," she said, in a
tone of anxious entreaty, " who arc you, and where-

fore do you take such an interest in the affairs of

Frank and myself? Do tell me—I beseech you to

tell me! One word will suffice Frank and

Adolphus arc entering the house Quick, quick

!

do speak that word !"

" I am the bosom-friend of the Marquis of Eagle-

dean," he replied in a hurried manner.

Elizabeth Chandos looked disappointed, but yet

somewhat bewildered and incredulous.
" Hush !" said Mr. Gunthorpe ;

" no more now

!

But aa the friend of your father—as one acquainted

with all his secrets—and one having full power to

act on his behalf, you must sulFor me to take certain

immediate step? in respect to yourselves."

" Do what you will, Mr. Gunthorpe," said Lady
Bess :

" for we are in your hands."

At this moment Adolphus and Frank entered the

room, and were much delighted to find Mr. Gun-
thorpe there. Warm greetings were exchanged;

and refreshments being placed upon the table, the

old gentleman gladly accepted a glass of wine—for
he had evidently passed through a sad and exciting

ordeal while listening to Elizabeth's history. By
the time luncheon was over, his carriage drew up in

front of the cottage.

" Now," said Mr. Gunthorpe, " you are all three

about to quit this place and remove to my residence.

Do not look upon me thus with so much astonish-

ment: I am perfectly serious. Yes—for many,

many reasons must you all three come and take up

your abode beneath my roof. Let your preparations

be hastily made. Some of my servants shall come

in the course of the day and fetch away your boxes.

Adolphus—Frank—go to your rooms and get in

readiness. Elizabeth, remain here with me."

The two young men hesitated not to obey Mr.

Gunthorpe's directions ; and when they had quitted

the apartment, he turned towards the lady, saying,

" You will permit me to dispose as I choose of your

furniture and such matters beneath this roof. I

can assure you, Elizabeth, you will never require

them again. Now go and send back to Miss Mar-

shall the carrier-pigeons which she gave you ; and if

you choose to forward by one of them a little billet,

to the effect that altered circumstances on your part

preclude the possibility of your ever more needing

these feathered agents, it will perhaps be as well.

You understand me, Elizabeth ? Go, my dear girl.

And tell Rosa—for that I think is your servant's

name—to come hither, as I wish to speak to her."

Elizabeth obeyed these instructiona as deferen-

tially as Adolphus and Frank had hastened to fulfil

those which they on their part had received; and

Eosa came into the presence of Mr. Qunthorpe.

"My good young woman," said he, "your mis-

tress, her brother, and their guest are about to leave

this abode. I am well aware that you are acquainted

with much—too much, concerning Mrs. Chandos. I

am not however going to utter a word of blame or

reproach on account of the past; but I wish to make

it well worth your while to bury in oblivion all you

do know concerning that lady. She will leave the

cottage just as it is. There is a lease, I believe—and
I that you can have : all the furniture is likewise your's.

j

Here are fifty pounds for your immediate wants

;

and every half-year you will receive a cheque from

me for the sum of twenty-five pounds. Upon an

annual income of fifty pounds you can live respecta-

bly. You may take lodgers to mAke up enough to

pay your rent. But all this is done for you on

condition that you set a seal upon your lips in

respect to whatsoever you may know concerning

Mrs. Chandos. Now go up-stairs—fetch down her

male apparel—take it into the kitchen—and tear it

to pieces. I shall come in a few minutes and see

that you have done so. Gk) : but take your money
—and don't stand staring at me in this vacant be-

wildered manner."

Thus did Mr. Gunthorpe issue his commands j

and Bosa, finding that he was altogether serious^
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as indeed tbe V.aiik-iioteK lie had placed upnn the

table fullj' proved—hastened to obey liiin. In a
]

few minutes the old gentleman, wlio Peemed de-

termined to do things in quite a business-like

manner, found his way into the kitchen, and ex-

pressed hie satisfaction when he perceived that

Eos?, had literally fullillcd his instructions and

bad torn up Ladj' Bess's frock coat, waistcoat,

and trousers intu shreds.

"There," he said ; "that will do. By the by,

there's a horse 'i* Slie will have no further need of

that—and you may cause it to be sold and take the

proceeds for yourself. Hut miud that it is sold."

Having thus spoken, Mr. Gunthorpe retraced

his way to the parlour, where Ijb w.-is speedily

joined by Adolplius, ^ rank, and Elizabeth. The
lady threw upon him a significant look, to imply

that his instructions in respect to the pigeons had

been duly carried into effect. They then all four

entered the carriage, which drove away towards

Stamford Hill.

" It is my wish," said Mr.Gunthnrpe, while pro-

ceeding thither, "that you, Elizabeth, should re-

sume your maiden name of Miss Paton. It is by

this name ynu will he known beneath my roof."

Frank glanced towards his sister iu a manner
which showed that he saw full plainly she had

been telling all the history of her past adventures

to Mr. Gunthorpe ; and while he was rejoiced that

she should resume her maiden name, tliereby

eevering herself as it were from several painful

reminiscences, he could not help admiring the

generosity of their kind-hearted friend, whose be-

nevolence continued unchanged towards her. As
for Adolphus, he was too much inexperienced iu

the ways of the world to think that there was
anything very peculiar in the intimation which

Mr. Gunthcirpe had just given relative to the re-

sumption of Elizabeth's maiden name ; while the

lady herself was prepared to follow in all things

the instructions of one who appeared to have

such full authority to issue them.

On arriving at iho mansion, Adolphus, Eliza-

beth, and Frank were pi-ovided with handsome
apartments : two v.alets were assigned as special

attendants upon the young gentlemen respec-

tively ; so that Francis Faton, from having been a

page himself, had one to wait upon him. A female

dependant was attached to Elizabeth in thequality

of lady's-maid : and thus was it evident by all

these arrangements, that Mr. Gunthorpe purposed

to treat his guests with the utmost kindness and
distinction. He sent off a note desiring Mrs. Ley-
den, Henrietta, and little Charley, to come and
dine at the Manor at (ive o'clock ; and when the

whole party assembled in the magnificent draw-
ing-room, the old gentleman appeared resolved to

banish from his mind whatsoever cares or disa-

greeable reflecrtions were harboured therein, that

he might both i njoy and enhance the happiness

which he was thus difTusing around him.

And it was indeed a happy party gathered on

this occasion ! Need we say that Henrietta and
Adolphus .sat together at the dinner-table, and
likewise in the drawing-room in the evening? or

need we add that they experienced all the delight

enjoyed by lovers who behold uo barrier to the

progress of their affection and its ultimate felicity?

Mrs. Ijeyden, too, was amply recompensed, in her
altered circumstances and prospects, for the many
troubles and misfortunes which she had gone

through : while little f'harley was never tired of

p.i7.ing around in cliildi>-h wonder upon the splen-

did apartments, with their sumptuous furniture

and their brilliant lights.

On the following morning Adolphus proceeded

to call upon Henrietta, in pursuance of a sugges-

tion which Mr. Gunthorpe threw out—or rather a

permission wliich he gave: for the young nobleman
was docile as a child, and almost as unsophisticated

as one,—being yet too timid and bashful to take

any important step of his own accord. Alas, so

considerable a portion of his life had been spent iu

a close and cruel confinement! Mr. Gunthorpe
had purposely sent him out of the way that he
might liave an opportunity of making certain im-
portant revelations to Elizabeth and Frank. Ac-
coidingly, as soon as Adolphus had tiiken his de-
parture in the carriage which was plac d at his

disposal to convey him to Mrs. Leyden'a cott.ige,

the old gentleman conducted Elizabeth and Frank
to the library of the mansion ; and taking a cliair,

he bade thcni seat themselves opposite to him, and
listen attentively to the narrative he was about to

unfold. There wasafeividcuriosityin the mind of

the youth ; and tliough this same feeling was also

expcriencedbyhissister, it was blended on hcrpait

with a kind of solemn awe; for she waseight years

older than hevbrother, and therefore niorcthought-

ful in respect to the incidents which were now oc-

curring, and more shrewd in forming ceitain sus-

picions and conjectures on particular points.

When they were both seated near Mr. Gunthorpe,
he addressed them in the following manner:

—

" I am about to speak of Lady Eveitou lam
about to tell you much regarding that unfortu-

nate lady. It was for this reason that I have ex-

cluded Adolphus from our present conference :

for it would bc^sad and mournful for him to hear

the tale of his mothers frailty and dishonour.

You, Elizabeth, have acted wisely and well in

keeping secret from him the suspicions which
yourself and Frank have entertained in respect

to Lady Everton ; and it will be a matter ol se-

rious consideration for us all—perhaps too for

Lady Everton herself—whether Adolphus shall

ever have the veil torn from his eyes iu respect

to his mother's seciets. For those suspicious ou
your part, Elizabeth—those suspicions on your
part, Frank—are indeed well founded Lady
Everton is your mother!"

This announcement, although so fully expected,

was received iu deep silence—but also with deep

emotion : and then, as if by a simultaneous ebul-

lition of feeling at thus acquiring the certainty

that the lady whom they had seen iu their earliei

years, and who had wept over them, was iudeed

their mother,—Elizabethand Francisfhrew them-
selves into each other's arms, mingled their tears,

and embraced tenderly. Mr. Gunthorpe rose

froni his seat and walked to aud fro iu deep agi-

tation : but suddenly calming his emotions, he
resumed his chair, saying somewhat abiuptly,
" Let mo not hesitate any longer to enter upon
the narrative of the past. tJive me your atten-

tion—interrupt roe not in its progress—but listen

in silence, as I listened yesterday, Elizabeth, to

the talc which you revealed to me."

Then, perceiving that the brother aud sister

were anxiously awaitiug the promised narrative,

Mr. Gunthorpe related those particulars which will

be found in the ensuing chapter.
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CHAPTER LXXXIV.

LADY EVEUTON.

" It was in the beginning of the j-car 1814 that

Lord Evertou conducted to the altar Alexandrina,

Bister of Sir John Marston- His lordship was a
Colonel in the arnij'—had served for some j'ears in

India, where ho had greatly distinguished himself

—and had amassed considerable wealth. He was
forty years of age, but looked considerably older,

—his constitution having suffered by the influ-

ences of an oriental climate, the fatigues of active

service, and the wounds he had sustained. To
epeak truthfully, ho was neither handsome in per-

son nor prepossessing in manners. He had all the

imperious habit of command and the autlioritative

severity of a soldier. He was far more fitted to

preside in a camp, than to shine in a drawing-
room. Alexandrina was but sixteen when she thus
became Lady Everton. She was one of the most
beautiful creatures ever seen—intellectually ac-

complished, of fascinating manners, and of most
amiable disposition. Even if her affections had
not been eirgaged to another, her marriage with
an individual more than double herage, and whom
she could not possibly love, must have been re-

garded as a cruel sacrifice. But her affections

ivere engaged : she loved the Hon Paton Staun-
ton, who was at thai time in his thirtieth year.

But Mr. Staunton, though the nephew of the

then Marquis of Eagledean, appeared not to have
any chance of succeeding to the title and estates

of his uncle ; inasmuch as the Marquis had two
sons. Moreover, Mr. Staunton was poor, having
but a few hundreds a year : the Marston family

was likewise poor ; and thus Alexandrina, unable
to marry the object of her affections, was sacri-

ficed to the lordly and wealthy soldier.

"Mr. Staunton was a Member of Parliament,

and noted for the extreme liberality of his politi-

cal opinions : he was at the time the only man in

the House of Comniouswho dared raise his voice to

assert tiiat the people had rights from which they
were most unjustly debarred—that the country
was ruled by an arrogant, a selfish, and a rapa-
cious oligarchy—and that what was termed
' British freedom' was one of the most detestable

of mockeries. Now, his uncle the Marquis of

Eagledean was a staunch Tory : he hated liis

nephew Paton Staunton for his republican no-
tions,—while on thcotherhand.Mr. Staunton find-

ing that his narrow-minded relative wouldnot per-
mit liberty of conscience, proudly forbore from
asking him any favour. It was therefore in conse-
quence of Mr. Staunton's poverty and want of fine

prospects, that Alexandrina Marston was hurried
to the altar to become the bride of another man.

" In 1810, two years after the marriage, Adol-
phus was born. In the course of a few mouths the
affairs of India became so threatening, and some
of the native princes obtained such successes over
the British troops, that it was found nicessary to

confer the command of the Anglo-Indian army
upon an officer of tried o.\perience, skill and va-
lour. The Government of tho driy offered the
post to Lord Evertou: he accepted it and, with
tho rank of General, proceeded to India. It cost
bim no considerable pang to leave his young wife
aiid uew-boru child: for ho was a man whoso
ai'^oiticti towoicd high above all tho softer feel-

ings of humanity. It would however be alike
untruthful and unjust to affirm that he expe-
rienced no emotion at all on parting from them.
About the same time that this appointment took
place, tlie Marquis of Eagledean died, his elder
son succeeding to the title; and in a few months
after this, an accident occurred which all in a
moment produced a remaikable change in thcpo-
sition and circumstances of the Hon. Patou Staun-
ton. The new Marquis of Eagledean, with his
brother— both young men—were upset in a boat
on the Thames near Twickenham, and wcra
drowned. They were unmarried—and thus Patou
Staunton abruptly received the intelligence that ho
had become Marquis of Eagledean, with largo
estates and a revenue of thirty thousand a year.

" From the time of Alexandrinas marriage with
Lord Everton, she and Paton had not met. Soon
after her husband's departure for India, she be-
came attached as principal lady-in-waiting to the
Princess Sophia ; and at one of tho receptions
given by that Princess, in her apart:nents at St
James's Palace, she met the former object of her
affection, who had recently become Marquis of
Eagledean. That meeting was an interesting
one, —one full of a touching pathos and of sorrow-
ful reflections for both : inasmuch as they soon
discovered that tlieir mutual love had abated not—but was, if possible, stronger than ever. Tliey
could not help thinking that if only two or three
short years had been allowed to elapse ere Alex-
andrina was disposed of in marriage, she might
have accompanied to the altar the individual who
had won her heart and whose position in life had
been destined to undergo so remarkable a change.
That meeting led to others. Alexandriua'e hus-
band was far away—she did not love him—she
scarcely even respected him, because she felt that
she had been dragged as his victim to the altar:

she knew that her loveliness had served as a chap-
let to be interwoven amidst the laurels which
adorned his brow. Tho Marquis of Eagledean re-
mained unmarried—he had vowed never to marry
—his heart cherished the image of Alexandrina:
and she know all this. Their meetings did not
continue innocent: their mutual passion was
above control : they were culpable. In a short
time Lady Evertou found that she was in a way
to become a mother. She made a confidante ot
her principal lady's-maid, Mrs. Buruaby, who
was a widow, and a trustworthy person. I
should moreover observe that she was a reduced
gentlewoman at the time she first entered Lady
Everton's service—that she was well educated

—

and altogether the most eligible female for the
important tiust to be reposed in her. But it was
necessary to admit others into Aloxandrina's con-
fidence;—and the housekeeper at Evertou Park,
likewise a discreet and kind-hearted woman wan
one. Another was tho maid next in rank to Mrs.
Burnaby ; and then came the medical man who
attended upon the household at tho Park. But all

the arrangements were so well settled, and the
persons engaged were so trustworthy, that Alex-
andtina's position remained unsuspected by the
world ; and in due course a daughter was born.
Tills was in 1818. Thecottiige near Tottenham
had been already hired and furnished ; andawet-
nurso was ongnged. To that aUjde did Mrs
Buruaby repair with tho iufaut, on whom tha
name of Elizabeth Patou was bestoweiL
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" After this event the Marquis of Eagledean

quitted England, with Alexandrina's full concur-

rence: forthey foundtliat,con8ideringthe Btrength

of their mutual love, such separation was necessary

for her honour and security. But this parting was
indeed most painful, and required all their strength

of mind for its accomplishment. For six years

did the Marquis remain on the Contiuent, chiefly

in Franco : but at the expiration of that time bu-

siness compolled him to return to England, lie

believed that he had so far conquered the romantic

ardinnof his love for Alexaudriua, that they miglit

now meet as friends. He wrote to her : and she

expressed in reply a similar opinion. They did

meet: and for some short time they exercised so

powerful a control over their feelings that they

never touched upon the topic of their love. And
yet they both know that they were standing again

upon the edge of a precipice : they both felt that

so far from time having mitigated the fervour of

their devotion towards each other, it continued

unextinguishable— immitigable. It was a death-

less sentiment, triumphingovertime — dcfyingthe

lapse of years—interwoven with tiie very princi-

ples of their existence. General Lord Everton
was still absent in India, where his presence was
requiicd. He was an)assing wealth—ho was ga-

thering fresh hiurels—and yet his work, eith'-r for

his couutry or himself, appeared to be only half

dime; for his letters contained no intimation of

tlie probability of an early return to England. If

ever there wore extenuation for female frailty,

surely it existed for Lady Everton under all tho.ie

circumstances? The man whom she was forced
'

to accompany to the altar, had been f ir years ab-

sent— while that other man to whom her lieart's
j

first and only affections were given, was once I

more present, and the opportunities for their

meeting were frequent. They were again culpa-

ble : again did Lady Everton find herself in a con-
dition to become a mother ; and again, with the

assistance of Mrs. Uuruaby and the others who
were in the former secret, was a child born. This
was in the year 1826. The infant was conveyed
away to the cottage ; and on him the name of

Francis Paton was bestowed.
" There was now another separation. Alexau-

drina and the Marquis, bitterly deploring the

past, resolved that the future should remain un-
tainted by criminality. He went abroad again,

well nigh broken-hearted at the necessity for bid-

ding farewell to the object of his first and only
love, and at the anguished state of mind in

which he liad left her. It was even agreed be-

tween them that there should not bo the slightest

epistohiry correspondence—nothing that should
increase the yearning they were but too certain to

experience towards each other. What to the

Marquis of Eagledonn was his lordly title? what
hie iuimonso wealth ? They oould afford htm no
consolation. He had long considered the first as

bnt an empty bauble; and ho only valued the

latter as a means of enabliug him to do good.

Eighteen months elapsed; andduring this period

the Marquis resided in Paris. His time was
chiefly employed in visiting the abodes of want
and poverty, and ministering to the rulief of tiio

sufferers. Wherever he found an aohing heart, it

became a solace to him to afford condolence:
whorexer he found honest pouury sinking into

despair wiib its vain struggle agniust the worldjt

soothed his own soul to be enabled to succour it

Nor less did he penetrate into the dens of vice and
demoralization, to drag up from those sloughs
such unfortunates as would accept the hand
stretched forth to their assistance. It was thus,

as I have said, that eighteen months passed away ;

aud at tlie expiration of this period the Marquis
of Eagledean read in an English newspaper, that

General Lord Everton, having finished his career

in India, was resolved to return home. A few
days afterwards another paragraph intimated that

he might be expected to arrive in London in

about five or six months.
" The Marquis of Eagledean uow felt it to be

a paramount duty to make amp'e provisiou for

his two children, Elizabeth and Frank He had
never seen either of them from the moment of

their Ijirth : he dared ni>t sec them : lie felt that

if he were to do so, he should l.>ng to have them
with him— to take charge of thorn—to adopt
them and ackno%vledge them as liis own. l!ut

how could he do this? He would Lave to bring
them up, stigmatieed withiilegitimaey ; aud when
they should ask him who their motiier was, how
could he respond to the question ? Besides, if he
suddenly appeared before the world with those

two children acknowledged as his own,—and as

illegitimate too, for he dared not pretend that
they were otherwise,—wonder would be excited-

suspicions might arise, inquiiies might take place,

and the truth be traced out. It was known to

many that he had been Alexandrina's suitor pre-

vious to her marriage with General Lord Ever-
ton ; and as her husband had been for so many
years absent, the tongue of scandal would not
fail to whisper a surmise which might ultimately

be proved the actual truth. No: every possible
precaution must be taken to shield Alexandrina's
honour from danger and detraction ; and the
births of those children must therefore remain
buried in an impenetrable mystery. Thus was
it that the Marquis of Eagledean had never dared
to pay even the most stealthy visit to that cot-

tage where his children were kept in the care of

Mrs. Burnaby ; and this was not the least vio-

lence that he was compelled to exercise over his

feelings. But now that Lord Everton was ou
the point of returning from India, the Marquis
felt it a paramount duty to give Alexandriua
the assurance that the two childreu would be

amply provided for, aud that she need experience
no auxit^ty with regard to their future welfare.

The Marquis accordin.:ly resolved to pay one
more visit to England, iu order to settle this bu-
siness, and then bid his native land a long fare-

well—if not an oternal one—so that he might
avoid the chance of encnuutering her whose imago
was enshrined iu his lieart. But ou repairing to

England on the occasion, aud for the purpose
named, he sobmuly vowed that he would not seek
an interview with Alexandriua. Ho wrote to hor,

stating that ho was again iu London-explaining
the purp'so for which he was there —imploring
her to pardon him for having thus broken thecom-
pact mutually agreed upon, that no epi-tolary cor-
respondence WHS to take place between them—aud
requesting only that she would give such sugges-
tions or inblrui-.tions as she thought fit relative to

a mode oi settling the fortune he destined for
their two childreu. He declared his intention

of devoting the sura of one hundred thousand
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pounds to this purpose, so that they might have
a fortune of fifty thousand pounds each.

" Alexandiina, who was then stayingat Everton
Park, which is about twenty miles from London,
wrote back promptly to the Marquis of Eagledean

—expressing her admiration for what she was
pleased to term his noble generosity on behalf of

their children, and declaring that his proposal to

that effect had tended to relieve lier mind from the

utmost anxiety. As to the mode of settling the

money, she had but little to suggest. She bow-
ever wished them to be brought up in a compa-
ratively humble though comfortable and respect-

ful manner—but not with any extravagant ideas

or elevated notions, which in after-life might
lead them to make searching inquiries into the

mystery of their birth. Moreover, as they would
have to go fortli into tJie world, when they grew
up, without tlie advantage of relations and friends

to counsel and advise them,—and as under such
circumstances she tiembled for their future wel-

fare, dreading lest they should fall into error,

—

she besought that tliey might be reared in igno-

rance of the handsome fortunes to which they
would be entitled, so that they would stand the

less chance of falling into the hands of designing

persons ere they arrived at years of discretion.

For Alexandriua rightly considered that it was a
fearful thing for a young woman and a young
man to enter upon life in a comparative friendless

manner, and without having passed through an
ordeal of exi)erience to teach them how to value

and make a good use of the fortunes which they
were to inherit. Therefore did she suggest that

they should be brought up in ignorance of the

wealth in store for them, until they reached tiiat

age at which it might safely be entrusted to their

keeping. Ilaviug thus expressed her views, she
left all the rest to the discretion of tlie Marquis of

Eagledean ; and she displayed si'fficieut strength

of mind to forbear from hinting at her desire for

an interview.
" I have already said that Alexandrina was

staying at Everton Park at the time wlieu this

correspondence took place between herself and
the Marquis of Eagledean. She had several

visitors there at the time. One was her brother,

Sir John Marston, accompanied by his wife : for

he had very recently been married. There were
likewise Lord and Lady i'etersfield, who were on
intimate terras with the Everton and Marston
families. Lord Petersliold at that time presided

over the household of the Princess Sophia, in

which Lady Everton still retained her situation—
though it was rather a noininal than a real one.

Another visitor at the Park on the occasion, was
Mr. Everton, her brother-in-law. This gentle-

man was unmarried—of moderate fortune—and
supposed to be of rather unsteady habits. Uu-
mour had indeed whispeied that ho was dissipated

and addicted to the gambling-table: but nothing
positive was known on these points. In the world
he passed for an honourable man ; and on account
of his social position, he moved in the highest
circles. His sister-in-law had never liked him :

she often spoke of him with aversion to the Mar-
quis of Eagledean ; but as her husband's brother,

she was forced to receive his visits with a becom-
ing courtesy. Besides, Lord Evoiton, previous to

leaving England to assume his military command
in India, had req^uested his brother to visit the Park
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and the other estates from time to time, to assure
himself that the stewards and bailiffs performed
their duty.

" To resume the thread of my narrative, I must
state that one day—shortly after the correspon-
dence of which I have spoken between Alexan-
drina and the Marquis of Eagledean—her ladyship
was seated in the drawing-room at tlie Park,—her
brother, her brother-in-law, and Lord Petersfield

being present at the time. Lady Petersfield and
Lady Marston, as it appeared, were out riding or
walking together, with little Adolphus The con-
versation in the drawing-room turned upon the
expected arrival of Lord Everton, who was to be
in England in the course of a few mouths. Lord
Petersfield—who then possessed a far more
courtly affability than has characterized him of

late years, since he entered a diplomatic career

and assumed its solemn aspect and its studied
reserve,—expatiated upon what he regarded, or

pretended to regard, as the delight and joy with
which her ladyship would welcome her husband
home after his long absence. Poor Alexandrina
felt deeply distressed. No doubt,—and it was na-
tural enough,—she was smitten with horror and
remorse for her past conduct, and experienced a
guilty dread at meeting the husband to whom she
had proved unfaithful. In short she was so com-
pletely overcome by her feelings that she full back
in a sudden swoon. Her brother, Sir John Mars-
ton, hastily snatched up a decanter of water, and
sprinkled some upon her countenance; while Lord
Petersfield and Mr. Everton tore at the bells to

summon assistance. But ere any of her lady-

ship's female dependants had time to reach the

room, she began to return to consciousness ; and
in the dimness and confusion of her first ideas

she let fall some expressions which more than half

betrayed the fatal secret. Starting up in a sud-
den access of frenzy—aware of the tremendous
inadvertence which she had connnitted—she
gazed upon her brother, her brother-in-law, and
Lord Petersfield in a manner which confirnu'd the

suspicions just engendered in their minds. Tiny
consigned her to her maids ; and heaven alone

knows, besides themselves, what took pl.ice be-

tween those throe men when alone togetln'i-. lu
the course of the afleiuoou Sir John Marston
repaired to his sister's chamber, and told her
frankly that Mr. Everton had searched her writ-

ing-desk, and had discovered documentary proofs

of her illicit connexion with the Marquis vt

Eagledean Poor Alexandrina threw herself at

her brother's feet, beseeching he would intercede I

with Mr. Everton not to expose and ruin her. i

Sir John Marston assured her that both himself
|

and Lord Peter.sfi(.'ld had already exerted tlieir I

united influence willi Mr. Everton to this eflVct,
i

and that ho had promised to throw the veil of
\

secrecy over her guilt—but only on the condition

that the Marquis should at once leave England,
with the solemn pleiige not to revisit its siiorea

for many long, long years. Alexandrina wrote

a letter to Lord Eagledean, telling him what had
|

occurred, and beseeching him to give the sHcrotl
;

promise upon which h<'r fate depended. This
j

letter Mr. Everton detennined to bear liiiuself to
j

the Marquis, so that hi' might, as he alleged, be

satisfied as to the reply.

" Proceeding at ouro to f^ondon, Mr. Evcrlnii

called upon the Marqm's of Engird, an, who whs
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r1i-"ged into despair at the fearful occurrence

u'liu'h had thus exposed the uufortunate Alexan-

drina's frailty. The Mrtrquis did not upbraid

Mr. Everton for having violated the sanctity of

his sister-in-law's desk. He was too anxious to

conciliate hiin. Moreover, he could not lielp feel-

ing that when once that gentleman's suspicions

were aroused, he had a right to adopt any means
to discover proofs of the infidelity of his absent

brother's wife. Mr. Everton renewed his proposal

that if the Marquis would leave England with a

solemn promise to remain absent for a long series

of years, and to desist from all correspondence

with Alexandrina, he would spare the exposure of

lier dishonour. Lord Eagledeau was but too re-

joiced to assent to this decision. Indeed, it only

embodied the resolve to which his own mind had
been pieviuusly made up, and which he had ex-

pressed in his last letter to Lady Everton. In

short, he left himself entirely in the hands of her

brother-in-law, Sii- John Maiston, and Lord Pe-

tersfield, to all of whom the fatal secret had thus

become known. He even proposed to take the

children away with him to some far-off clime, and
there bring them up in utterignoranceof the secret

of their biith. But to this Mr. Everton would not

listen ; and he advanced ashis reason several argn-

nients similar to those which had constituted I^ord

Eagledeau's own motives for leaving the children

completely in the care of Mis. Rurnaby. The set-

tlement of the hundred thousand pounds upon
those two children, was next deliberated upon,

—

as this step was to be taken before the Marquis
could leave England. Mr. Everton suggested that

the amount should be lodged in the Bank of Eng-
land, or with the Marquis of Eagledean's own pri-

vate bankers, in the joint names of Lord Peters-

field and Sir John Marston,— as they two, having

become acquainted with the secret, were the most
eligible trustees who could be selected. The Mar-
quis entertained no objection to this arrangement.

He was well acquainted with Lord Petersfield,

whom he believed to be a man of the strictest

probity ; and with regard to Sir John Marston,

it was natural to include him in the trusteeship,

he being Alexandrina's brotlier. An appoint-

ment was accordingh" made for all four—namely,
the Marquis, Lord retersfield, Mr. Everton, and
Sir John Marston—to meet on the following day
and discuss the matter further.

" When this interview was over, Lord Eagle-
dean proceeded to consult his bankers, and also

his solicitor, upon the best method of carrying

out the arrangements,—confessing to them, under
theii" solemn pledge of secrecy, that Elizabeth and
Francis Paton were his own illegitimate chil-

dren : but as a matter of course, Lady Everton's

name was kept out of the question. To the soli-

citor the Marquis explained that he wished cer-

tain restrictions to be placed upon the powers of

the trustees, so that they should only carry

out such instructions as he miglit think tit to

record for their guidance, without affording them
even a discretionary control over the fortunes of

the children or the children themselves. In thus

speaking, the Maiquis had in view the sugges-

tions whicli he had received from Lady Everton,

as I have already described them. On tlie fd-
lowiug day the meeting took place between the

Marquis, Lord Poterslield, Mr. Everton, and Sir

John Marston. Sir John was the bearer of a let-
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ter from his sister Alexandrina to the Marquis of

Eagledean, and which she had left open that it«

contents might be seen to be only of a businesi

character. Therein she recapitulated all the sug-
gestions she had previously afforded, and all the

apprehensions she entertained for the future -wel-

fare of the children. One passage ran somewhat
to this effect :—

' It is chiefly for our daughter
Elizabeth that I tremble. Frank, when he grows
up to man's estate, will feel the want of rela-

tions and friends far less than IiIn sister. Hersoz
naturally exjwses her to other temptations and
more fatal errors. It would be well if on the at-

tainment of her majority, she could be eligibly

married —but without in tlie least degree f^jrcing

the natural bent of her affections. It may be
deemed a weakness on my part—but it will never-
theless afford me considerable satisfaction, and in

after years relieve me of much of the anxiety
which will otherwise harass my mind on her ac-

count—if by such marriage a real rank could be
conferred upon her, so that in the possession of a
titled name and an elevated social position, the
mystery of her parentage and the obscurity of her
name may be lost sight of. With such a fortune

as she will possess through your bounty she may
well aspire to such a marriage. I do not mean
that she is to be dragged to the altar and forced

to wed some titled personage: no—heaven forbid!

But 1 should venture to recommend that if a bril-

liant marriage in accordance with her own feel-

ings can be effected when she attains her majo-
rity, her fortune should be placed at her disposal

:

but on no account should she be permitted to re-

ceive more than the interest of her money until

she does contract a matrimonial alliance.'

"Such were Alexandrina's suggestii'ns in re-

ference to Elizabeth. Now, although the Marquis
of Eagledean himself despised aristocratic titles,

and cared nothing for the one which he himself

bore, he was nevertheless prepared to adi'pt the

wislies of the unhappy Alexandrina : and to this

effect did he express his intentions t.i J.ord Pe-
tersfield, Sir John Marston, and Mr. Everton.
The}' offered no objection ; and when the meeting
broke up, he repaired to his solicitor for the pur-

pose of giving him final instructions with regard

to the trust deed. It will perhaps take some little

trouble to explain in lucid terms the details of this

deed : but the task must be attempted. In the firat

place Lord Eagledean undertook to lodge the sum
of one hundred thousand pounds in his baukcis'

hands, to be retained bj' them for the benefit of

Elizabeth and Francis Paton, and in the trustee-

ship of Lord Petersfield and Sir John Marstou.
He apportioned fifty thousand pounds to be

Elizabeth's fortune, and fifty thousand jK>unds to

bo the fortune of Fi-ancis,—together with all the

accumulations of interest which might remain
for both after the annual deduction of four hun-
dred I'ounds for their joint maintenance until

they should become entitled to their fortunes.

I

T)io deed provided that should either die, the

I

other was to become entitled to the whole
amount; and that should they both die, the
amount was to revert to himself (the Marquis of

Eagledean) or to his heirs- In respect to ihe

fortune of Elizal>eth, he introduced the following
provisions into the deed :—that if on the attniu-

mont of her twonty-first ye4ir, she contracted a
marriage with some eligible and jiroper t>erauD,



THE MYSTERIES OF THE COl^ET.

who by his rank and socinl position could place

her upon a high standing, and coufcr upon her

an honourable name, she was at once to receive

possession of her fortune : but that so long as she

remained unmarried, she was merely to receive

the interest, the capital remaining in the bankers'

hands. Or again, if she contracted a marriage

which in the opinion of Ijer two guardians was
derogatory and unworthy, she should still receive

only the interest of the money, without any
power over the capital ; and on no jiccouut was

I

the fortune to be settled on her husband, or

alienated from her own possession. In respect

to Francis, the Marquis of E;igledean provided by
the trust-fleed that on the attainment of his

twentj'-first year, he shouM become possessed of

the full annual interest of his fortune : but that

I

he should not enter upon the enjoyment of the

[

capital until the attainment of his twenty-fifth

[

year. Moreover, the bankers were charged not

j

to pay over the respective fortunes without re-

ceiving at the time satisfactory proof that the

above-mentioned conditions were duly complied

with.

"Such was the nature of the trust-deed drawn
up, and which, as a matter of course, was far more
explicit in its details than the sketch which I have
just given. It necessarily took several days to

complete all these arrangements,—during which
interval the Marquis of Eiigledean was compelled

to remain in England ; but as Alexandi ina conti-

nued to reside at Everton Park, they did not meet.
Nor did he make the slightest attempt to see her

:

for he felt that it would be most unbecoming and
indelicate to do so under existing circumstances.

At length the business was concluded—the neces-

sary documents were signed—the money was de-

posited in the bankers' hands—and the Marquis of

Eagledean quitted Etiglaud. He repaired to Ger-
many, and settled himself at Baden. Some few
months afterwards he read in an English news-
paper of the death of the Hon. Adolph us Everton,

Bon of Lord and Lad}' Eveiton, aged twelve years,

and very soon after that, he read an account of the

return of his lordship to England. Deeply did he
dread what might be the result of the meeting be-

tween Alexandrina and her husband: she had
already betiayedher ."secretin a swoon—thesame
frightful accident might occur again. But no : it

did not appear that there was any ground for this

apprehension,—inasmuch as the English news-
papers frequently made mention of Lord and Lady
Everton ; and thus, as their names were coupled
in the record of their movements, it was to be in-

ferred that they lived together without a suspicion

on her husband's part of his wife's dishonour.

But Lord Everton had not been many months in

England, ere death overtook him ; and when the
Marquis of Eagledean read the account of his

demise, it was with a feeling that can bo better

imagined than described. Oh ! might he not now
hope that, after the usual period of widowhood,
Alexandrina would bebome his wife? lie however
remained in Baden, considering that it would be the
height of indelicacy and impropriety to present
himself to I-ady Everton too soon after her hus-
band's death. A year thus I'lajised ; and the Mar-
quis now thought that, it would be no longer indis-

creet to return to England. But then arose in his

mind the memory of that solemn pledge ho had
giren to remain absent a long series of years. Per-
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haps it was straining a point to consider that ting

interdiction continued valid after Lord Everton'a
death : but still the Marquis of Eagledean was
punctilious upon the subject—and he resolved to

writetothe brother, who had assumed the title, and
ascertain his feeling upon the subject. In due
course an answer wns received. Lord Everton (as

I had better call him for distinction's sake, al-

though he has all along been a base usurper) wrote
a long letter, in which he declared that he had con-
sulted his sister-in-law with regard to the present
state of her feeling towards the Marquis, aud that

she had vowed to pass the remainder of her life

in widowhood, as an atonement to the memory of

him whom she had dishonoured. Lord Everton
went on to say in his letter, that he liimself con-
sidered such atonement to be strictly due to the
memory of his deceased brother ; and he insisted

that the Marquis of Eagledean should adhere faith-

fully to the solemn pledge : namely, to remain ab-
sent from England. Lord Eagledean was cruelly

afflicted by the contents of this letter : yet he felt

persuaded that Alexandrina was acting under the
coercion of her brother-in-law, even if she had
been consulted at all in the matter. He therefore

wrote to Alexandrina, explaining everything that

Lord Everton had said, aud requesting a frank and
unreserved avowal of her own sentiments. H»
appealed to her, in the name of that fervid love
which for so many years they had experienced
for each other— he enjoined her by all the circum-
stances of the past, not to send him a reply which
would banish hope from his breast—and he sug-
gested that if her brother-in-law still insisted on
the fulfilment of the pledge of self-expatriation,

she might join him on the Continent, where their

hands could be united in matrimony. He said

that he was well aware he was already violating

one part of his pledge, which had been to the effect

that all correspondence should ceate between
them : but he pleaded as an excuse the altered

circumstances of their relative position arising

from her husband's death. He concluded by de-

claring that upon lier response depend"d all his

future conduct towards her: for that if she, by
her own accord, reiterated what lier brother in-

law had already said to her, he should, as a man
of honour and delicacy, regard her decision as

final, and as one too solemn and sacred to admit
of any additional appeal on his part.

"Most anxiously did the Marquis of Eagle-
dean await the reply to this letter. It came at

the expiration of a few weeks : it proved a death-
blow to his hopes: the decision was adverse to

his fondest expectation ! In this reply Lady
Everton assured him that the death of her hus-
band had awakened her to the sense of thegricv-
oks wrong she had done him— tliat her peace of

mind was destroyed for ever—that her hai)pines8

was annihilated— and that were she even to see

the Marquis again, his presence would drive her
to despair. She conjured him to study, as well

as he was able, to banish lit r image from his mind :

or, if ho must still continue to think of her, that

he would only regard her in the light of a friend

sincerely wishing him well, but whom ho must
never see again. She repeated what her brother-

in-law liad said— to the effect that by crushing
within her bosom all inclination to enter the

marriage-state again, she might make some atone-
ment to the spirit of her departed husband, and
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that as she bad proved unfaithful to him in life,
]

she would prove faithful to his memory after

death. She assured tlie Mai quis that she penned
that letter of her own accord—without coercion

—and even without tlie knowledge of T>ord Ever-
ton; that its contents were the spontaneous effu-

sion of her own heart, dictated by a religious piety

of feeling, which she imyjloredhim not to disturb.

The Marquis of Eaglcdean submitted to this de-

cision : but he did not believe that Alexand>;ina

was a free agent when she wrote that letter.

Nevertheless, if she were indeed under the co-

ercion of her brother-in-law, he saw that it must
be through a threat that her past conduct should

be exposed to tlie world ; and the Marquis was
prepared to make any sacrifice of his own feel-

ings, and to consent that she should do the same
on her part, rather than see her name dragged
through the mire of opprobrium, scorn, and dis-

honour. He felt assured that Everton was a vil-

lain ; but Alexandrina was too completely in his

power to permit tlie possibility of his being

thwarted. Nevertheless, deeply—Oh ! most
deeply, did he comjiassionate that woman whom
he loved so tenderly and so cuduringly ; and it

cost him a severe struggle and many a bitter pang,

to abstain from flying back to England and im-
ploring her to dare all consequences—exposure,

shame, and the ruin of her reputation—rather than

consent to an eternal severance. Yet he did exer-

cise this mastery over himself ; and from that in-

stant the whole aspect of the world was com-
pletely changed to the Marquis of Eagledean.

"Leaving Germany, the Marquis repaired to

Italy, and settled himself at Naples. There he
assumed another name—the name of a civilian.

He thus laid aside hie rank in order that he might
dispense with the train of attendants, the pomp,
the splendour, and the ceremony, which it would
have been necessary to support had he maintained
that rank. At Naples he dwelt in a private man-
ner,—avoiding society, and using his immense
wealth in doing good to the utmost of his power.

Years passed on—and with his mind, so did his

person change. Care and sorrow altered his coun-
tenance; and at length it becaine impossible tore-

cognise in him the once handsome and fascinating

Marquis of Eagledean. For those who knew him
many, many long years ago, can truthfully aver
that he was both handsome in person and fasci-

nating in manners ; and if they beheld him now,

they would not entertain tlie slightest suspicion

of his identity. But as those years of self-expa-

triation passed on, the tone of his mind acquired
a degree of resignation which prevented him from
falling into complete cynicism and misanthropy.
Nay, more— ho even learnt to smile again at

times—to put on a cheerful aspect—and to de-

port himself with a blunt good-humour. His
habits had naturally become eccentric from the

secluded life he had led fo)' so long a period ; and
indeed, it is often in ecci^utiicity on the part of

old men, that tlie sense of past cares and sorrows
either becomes merged or else finds its peculiar

expression.
" Yes: years passed—those years which so com-

pletely altered the mind, the habits, and the per-

sonal appearance of the Marquis of Eagledean. At
length he lesolved to pay a visit to England. He
had several reasons forthis determination, to which
he did not however arrive suddenly and in a mo-
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ment of eccentricity. He had received many evh
accounts concerning his nephew, Lord Harold
Staunton, the presumptive heir to his title and
estates. These reports had reached him through
indirect channels: for Lady Macdonald, Lord
Harold Staunton's aunt, was too indulgent to-

wards her nephew to write any particulars very
materially to his prejudice. Therefore the Mar-
quis resolved to visit London and ascertain for

himself the truth of those rumours. There was
another reason. Lady Macdonald had informed
him that his niece, Lady Fiorina Staunton, was
contracted to Lord Saxondale. Now, through
the same channels which had conveyed to the

Marquis of Eagledean the irregularities of Lord
Harold Staunton, intelligence had reached him
of a similarly prejudicial character in respect I •

Lord Saxondale. Here again did he resolve to

judge for himself. And last, but not least, ho
experienced an anxiety to make inquiries concern-
ing the welfare of his children—those children for

whom he had made such ample pi^ovision. He
knew not indeed whether they were alive : he
had c<immunicated not with Lord Petersfield

—

nor with Sir John Marston: the solicitor who pre-

pared the trust-deed, had long been dead;—and
many years liad elapsed since the Marquis held

any communication with those particular bankers
in whose hands the money was lodged. It must
not be thought that he had ceased to reflect with
tenderness upon those children : the truth is, he
dared not take any step which should recall too

vividly all the incidents of the past. Convinced
that he had entrusted their destiny to honour-
able men, and that the provisions of the deed
were so carefully arranged as to ensure their

welfare, his mind had been easy upon those points.

Yet when he resolved to return to England, the

intent of making inquiries concerning his son and
daughter natrrally entered into his plans. He
came to England about two months back ; and if

he did not instantaneoutily enter upon these in-

quiries, it was because it suited his purpose, for

several reasons, to maintain a strict incoguiio and
pass under the assumed name he had for so many
years borne upon the Continent. With that as-

sumed name he did not at first choose to call upon
Lord Petersfield ; and he therefore postponed
that proceeding until he might think fit to re-

sume his rank again. But I can say no more at

present My feelings are overpoweringme
You know all!"

With these words Jtr. Gunthorpe extended his

arms towards Elizabeth and Francis Patou ; and
they, throwing themselves upon their knees be-

fore him, looked up with tearful countenances and
ineffable emotions into his face, adown which the

tears were likewise falling thick and fast.

"Yes, my dear children," he said in tremuli.us

tones :
" I am your father—I am the Marquis of

Eagledean !"

CHAPTER LXXXV.

DISCOUKSE.

IfALF-AN-HOrR elftpsed,—half-an-hour, during
which there was poured forth a tide of emotions
which no language can depict—a flood of feelings

which no pen can describe. They had so much to
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say to each other that father, that daughter, and

that Bon,—80 many questions to ask, 60 many re-

sponses to give, and all interrupted by so many
fresh embraces and tcnderest caresses ! But at the

expiration of this interval, they recovered a degree

of calmntlie ; and then the Marquis of Eagledean re-

minded liilizabeth and Frank that they had many
ubjects for serious deliberation.

" Listen to me attentively, my dear children : for

Adolphus may return,—and we must not, at least

for the present, suffer him to learn all that has

been taking place. I must still be known for yet

a httle while as plain Mr. Gimthorpe; and ye

luuit both exercise the most rigid command over

your feelings, so as not to betray the degree of

relationship in which you stand towards me. Yes
-I must continue riy incognito for the present,

aniil I hare seen Lady Everton. With her shall

I consult——ye^, we shall meet and deliberate m
NO. 52.—TJU&D 8SBIB6.

friends whether Adolphus shall be left in

ignorance of the affinity of year two selves unto
him. Consider, my children, how difficult and
how dangerous is this point. If he be told to

regard you, Elizabeth, as a sister—and you, Frank*

as a brother—it will be of course necessary to ex-

j

plain to him the history of his mother's frailty.

I

Perhaps—and it is mott probable—indeed it u
most natural—that she will implore the secret to

be maintained, so that she may not have to blueh

in the presence of her own son. I shall proceed

into Wales alone in the first instance, and obtain

an interview with her. It will even be Ivttcr for

Adolphus not to accompany me . I will break io

her the circumstance that h« is alive if the

herself be indeed ignorant of it. In sbort, upoa
my interview with Lady Everton so mucti deper..la

that my incognito must be preserved, and it must
not be known that it ta the Marquia of £agledean
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wlio is thus visiting her in her retirement. Ee-

member therefore, my dear children, that you treat

me for the present as plaio Mr. Gunthorpe—as
your friend, and not as your father— as your bene-

factor, working out an eccentric whim which has

made him take a fancy to you both, and not as

the parent who in due tiini will ensure your worldly

welfare. Now, have you both strength of mind to

master your feelings in the presence of others ?"

Elizabeth and Frank both gave the requisite

assurances ; and the Marquis resumed his dis-

course.

" The vile and atrocious treatment which you
have both received at the hands of Lord Petersfield

and Sir John Marston, can be easily accounted for.

There can be no doubt that from the very first, those

two men came to an understanding with each other;

and doubtless also with the full connivance and
concurrence of the usurper Everton himself. Indeed,

it is not difficult to conceive that Sir John Marston
said to that villain Everton, 'Leave me and Feters-

field to appropriate to ourselves the fortunes of
these cJMdren ; and you on your side play your
own game to become possessed of the title and
estates properly belonging to Adi/lphus.' Then,
when you came of age, Elizabeth, a husband bear-

ing a noble name was found for you ; and no doubt
the document which you signed, and over which the

notary s[)read his blotting-paper, was a general

release to your guardians, and an acknowledgment
of the receipt of your fortune. On the presentation

of that document to the bankers, the money would
be paid over to them. In respect to yourself, Frank,
there can be no dilficulty in reading the mys-
tery. A tale of your death was invented, 90 that

your fortune devolved to your sister; and by
virtue of the same deed which she had previously

signed—or perhaps by a forgery—your fortune
likewise fell into the hands of the villains Peters-

field and Marston. Indeed, there must have
been forgeries committed, — forgeries of docu-
ments to prove your death; and it is but too

evident that the schoolmaster at Southampton
was well bribed to enter into the plot. That
you, Elizabeth, should have been led to believe

in your brother's death, was likewise necessary
to the carrying out of the villanous scheme: for it

is clear that Sir John Marston has been all along
afraid lest you should by some means or another
obtain a clue to the fraud which had been practised

towards jourself, and follow it up to detect that
which had likewise been perpetrated towards your
brother. That when you married the Marquis of
Villebelle, Sir John Marston should have stipulated
with you both for your immediate severance, was
likewise a necessary precaution : for if you had lived

together as husband and wife, you would have told

Villebelle all the circumstances of your past his-

tory—and he would have maintained his right to

rsceive from Sir John Marston a full explanation
of the circumstances attending so mysterious a
marriage. And that Sir John Marston should the
other day have endeavoured to prevent the Marquis
of Vilk'belle from contracting a second marriage,
with the lion. Miss Constance Farefield, is likewise
easily explained. For if the bankers learnt that
you were alive, while the Marquis contracted this
second marriage, they would uspect there had
l»en Bome foul play in respcc to the first: they

would demand explanations of Lord PetCTsfield and
Sir John Marston—they might follow up the clue

—

and exposure would follow. No wonder indeed WM
it that Marston should have allowed you four hun-
dred a year, considering the immensity of the
fortune he had robbed you of,—considering also

his anxiety to prevent you from institating dis-

agreeable inquiries. But let all that pass. Peters-

field and Marston possess the iecret of your
mother's shame, and they n^rost not be driven

through base revenge to drag all the circumstance*

of the past before the world !"

The Marquis paused; and after a few moments'
reflection, he continued his discourse.

" Perhaps you are surprised that I did not reveal

myself to you yesterday, Elizabeth, after you un-
folded the narrative of your past life : or that I did

not tell you who I was ere I commenced my own
narrative just now. But it was so much e.isier for

me to devel<;p all the incidents of the past in the

form of a mere narrative, than if I had at once

thrown off the disguise and spoken of myself in the

first person. Yes—it was less painful to tell the

tale as if it were the biography of another, and not

mine own! But there was a moment yesterday,

Eli/abeth, when I was about to breathe the one

word which would have told you who I was. Ik

was when you besought me so earnestly to speak

that one word ! And it would have been spokci-,

had not you, Frank, together with Adolphus, re-

turned to the cottage at the time. But now at last

you know everythicg; ^nd let me hope, my dear

children, you do not feel that you ought to blush

for the author of your being, because he led your

mother into frailty
!"

Neither Eliaabeth nor Frank gave any verbal

reply to this question: but a still more eloquent

response was afforded by the manner in which they

precipitated themselves into their father's arms,

bestowing upon him the most endearing caresses.

" This is a happiness," he continued, " which, had
any one predicted it to me but a few weeks back^
or even only a few days—I should not have be-

lieved that it was possible. Not but that I anti-

cipated a feeling of delight in meeting my children,

if they were still alive and to be found: but I

thought not that my own nature remained sus-

ceptible of such unalloyed and ineffable bhsa. I

feared that it was warped by past sorrows—clmngcd
by the afflictions of other years—rendered morbid

and unhealthy by various eccentricities. I find that

it is not so ; and I love you, my dear children

—

Oh, I love you, with all the gushing effusion which

the most youthful father could possibly experience

when strainii\g his offspring in his arms!"
There was another long pause ; and when the

feehngs of the father, the daughter, and the son had
subsided into calmness again, they began to con-

verse relative to Adolphus.
" You have told me, Elizabeth," said the Miirquit

of Eagledcan, " that in accumulating all possible

proofs of that villain Everton's guilt, together with

the identity of Adolphus as the son of the late

General Lord Everton, you had it in view to bring

the base usurper to a private and amicable settle*

ment—so that a public scandal, in which her lady.

ship's name might by chance be painfully brought

in, should be avoided. You have acted wisely and

well. All your proceedings have been marked br
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the most delicate consideration, and characterized

by the soundest judgment. It is now for me to take

the work out of your hands. I will repair at once to

Beech-Tree Lodge, in the hope of finding Mr. Ever-

toa there:—for Mr. Svertoit he assuredly is, and
his title oiLord is a monstrous usurpation. So soon

as Adolphus returns in the carriage, I will repair

without delay to the village of Hornsey."

Half-an-hour after this conversation — it being

new about one o'clock in the day, and Adolphus

having returned—the Marquis of Eagledean pro-

ceeded to Beech-Tree Lodge, and asked first of all

for Theodore Barclay. This individual proved to be

the footman to whom the inquiry was addressed ;

and the Marquis hurriedly demanded whether Lord
Everton was at the Lodge ? The response given by
Barclay was that his master was exceedingly ill and
confined to his chamber—that he would see no one,

the physician having ordered that he should be

kept as quiet as possible.

" Nevertheless, he must see me," said the Mar-
quis, slipping some pieces of gold into Theodore's

hand. " I come from Mrs. Chandos."
" Ah !" ejaculated Barclay. " I understand.

Fortunately Mr. Bellamy is not at home at this

moment, and I can take you up to his lordship's

room. What name shall I announce ?"

" Mr. Qunthorpe," replied the nobleman. " Be
quick: I am desirous of seeing your master at once."

Theodore accordingly led the way up the stair-

case, and ooniueted the Marquis of Ea^dedean to a

handsomely furnished bed-chamber oa the second

storey. Gently opening the door, he said, " My
lord, a cpeRtlnmaa—Mr. Qunthorpe—desires most
particular!/ bo see you."

"I will soe no one," ejaculated a voice from
within : but the Marquis of Eagledean entered the

room—and Theodore Barclay, closing the door,

retreated down stairs.

.

Everton was seated in an arm-chair, near tlie bed
from which he had only recently risen. His emaci-

ated form was wrapped in a dressing-gown—he

looked ghastly pale—the traces of harrowing care

and fearful anxiety were plainly visible upon his

features—and it was with a mingled angry petulance

and affright, that he exclaimed, on beholding the

visitor, " What means this intrusion ? who are you ?

what do you want ?"

"Tranquillize yourself as well as you can," said

the Marquis, deliberately taking a chair opposilfi

the one in which Everton was seated: "for we have
business of importance to discuss."

"But who are you?" again demanded the sick

man: and he gazed with increasing apprehension

upon this visitor, who appeared so determined to

maintain his position in the chamber.
" You have heard my name announced," replied

the Marquis: "is it unfamiliar to you?"
" Gunthorpe? I do not know it. Wlio are you ?

Why don't you speak out plainly at once ? You see

that I am ill—that I cannot bear excitement "

"The name of Gunthorpe is then unknown to

you ?" said the Marquis. " Am I to conclude that

neither Lord Pctersficld nor Sir John Marston have
acquainted you with the interview that took place

between them and me the day before yesterday ?"

As Lord Eagledean mentioned those names, a
etill more ghastly expression gathered upon the

cuunloaauco of the wretched invalid, mingled with

a still more agoni«ing a^-ight. He gazed wistfully

and with feverish anxiety upon the Marquis, as i\

to study the lineaments of his countenance, or read
therein the exact purport of his visit: but it was
evident enough that he did not recognize Lord
Eagledean—so changed indeed was the personal
appearance of this nobleman from what it was
when he and Everton bad last met, more than six-

teen years back

!

" I will at once set your mind at rest," said the

Marquis, " so far as I am enabled to do so—and far

more perhaps, than you deserve. All your guilt ia

known "

"My guilt?" echoed the invalid: and his emaci-

ated form quivered with a cold convulsive spasm.
'• But you spoke of Petcrslield and Marston "

" And I have likewise," added Lord Eagledean,
solemnly, " to speak of your nephew Adolphus—
the rightful heir to th*> estates and title which you
have usurped!"

" It is false—all false !" cried the old man vehe-

mently: "he is a pretender—an impostor Adol-

phus died and was buried "

" Silence !
" iutei-rupted the Marquis sternly

:

"persist not in those foul falsehoods. But hear
me. I come to offer you the means of settling

all these matters peaceably, tiauquilly 1 cau-

not use th« wurd amicably^——but, I may say,

with as little scandal and as little exposure aa

may be possible under the circumsUnces. Now,
will you make this reparation ? will you make this

atonement? or will you dare the vengeance of the

law ?"

"But who aie you?" again inquired the miser-

able old man, looking aghast—a most abject picture

of physical decay «nd moral ignominy.
" I am one posoessing sufficient knowledge of the

past to drag all your crimes to light, if you force me
to that alternative. But I do not seek it : I have al-

ready given you this assurance. If with that palsioii

hand of your's," continued the Marquis solemnly,
" you persist in clutching the coronet whicli you
plucked from the brow of its rightful nossessor, you
will speedily exchange this well-funxisUed apartment
for a felon's dungeon. Listen to me—do not inter-

rupt me : those pivssionate ejaculations of your's

will produce no effect—unless Lndeiid it be an eftect

detrimental to yourself. Y'ou spoke ore now of the

death of Adolphus—his burial I tell you that it

was a monstrous deceit—a detestable imposture !

for Adolphus is living—j >\x know that he has

escaped from this vile den ot yours : aad I must
tell you that he has found friends

"

" I understand it all," oxclaimed Ever'on, regain-

ing a portion of his lost effrontery. " I'liat craay

young man— a rampant lunatic — has by some
moans or another got tho idea into his head (hat he

is the Adolphus of whom you speak. No doubt
there are baso and mercenary pettifoggers to be
found ready and eager to take up his cau4e. Per-

haps you yourself are tho attorney who may hava
got it in hand ? Come, sir—wo begin to understand

each other: name your price—I don't want law—
I am to < ill to bo troubhd with lit-.gation—

"

" And this illu'HS of yours," iuterrupied the Mar-
quis of Eaghjdean indignantly, " has doubtless boon

brought on by tho goading tortures of your evil coo-

scionee. No, air—I am H'^t an attorney: nor haT*

1 tJio sultishpiirpusea of a ilotujiL<4blti rapacitf to
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lerve. Besides, have you forgotten the allusioa I

have made to Lord PetcrsfielJ and Sir John Marston ?

and can you not understand that your iniquity in

respect to your nephew Adolphus, ia not the only

villany of your's with which I am acquainted?

Was it not by your consent and connivance, that

those two men—as base as yourself—apppopriated

the immense fortune "
"But I was no party to that trust-deed!" eja-

culated the miserable invalid, again trembling all

over from head to foot. " My name was not men-
tioned in it—I had naught to do with the trans-

action. If PetersBeld and Marstou have abused their

trust, I am not responsible."

"No—you are not responsible legally: but you
are morally," replied Lord Eagledean, " On that
subject I do not however wish to dwell at pre-

sent "

" But who are you ? I suppose you are an agent
or friend of some one in Italy

"

"Yes: the Marquis of Eagledean. I am his

friend," responded the visitor, curtly and drily.

" The Marquis of Eagledean was a villain," ex-

claimed the invalid,—"the seducer of my sister;

and I spared him—I spared her likewise ! I kept
their secret religiously—faithfully^—"
"Yes—to serve your own purposes. Ah! Mr.

Everton "

" How dare you address me thus ? I am Lord
Everton—and you cannot disprove my rights. This
fabrication in respect to a crack-brained pretender,

will not hold good for a moment. Come, sir—tell

me who you are, and what you want ?"

" Yes : I will tell you what I want in a few words,"
rejoined the Marquis. " I demand a full confession

of your iniquity towards your nephew, and the

acknowledgement of his identity. But stop—do
not interrupt me ! Let me tell you at once that I

have obtained proofs of which perhaps you little

dream "

"Proofs?" ejaculated the invalid, endeavouring
to assume a tone and look of deliance, but in realitv

convulsing and writhing in his chair with the tor-

tures of an agonizing suspense.
" Yes -proofs ! Upwards of sixteen years" ago,"

continued the Marquis of Eagledean, speaking in a
low and solemn voice, " the corpse of a pauper boy,
who died in a workhouse, was disinterred from the
grave—was removed to Everton Park—and on the
same night, Adolphus was brought hither: from
which moment he has been kept in a cruel cap-
tivity until his providential release a short time

The invalid gave a low moan, and sank back in

the chair like one annihilated. His eyes became
glassy, as if glazing benciath tlio touch of death,
while he stared in vacant dismay upon Lord Eagle-

'

dean. This nobleman, fearing that the wretched
man was about to give up the ghost, sprang from
his seat, and was rushing towards the bell to sum-

,

mon assistance, wlien Everton cried out, in a half-
'

shrieking, half-imploring voice, " No, no ! let no
'

one come ! I will do whatever you command—I am
in your power—I am at your mercy !"

The Marquis of Eagledean resumed his seat;
and the invalid, experiencing a sense of faint ness,
pointfd towar.ls a bottle upon the table, murmur-
ing, " I beseech you—give me some of tluit cordial."
This request was immgdiatoly complied with;

and the invigorating, or we should rather say
stimulating effect of the liquor was quickly apparent
on the part of the invalid. A slight flush, but of a
hectic appearance, sprang up on his cheeks, as if

painting the ghastliness of death; and his eye«
shone with an unnatural lustre.

" I see that you know all," he said, in a low and
gloomy voice—and yet he trembled with excite-

ment. " What do you require of me ? I have
been betrayed—some villain has revealed the secret*

of the past "

" No matter how they came to my knowledge,"
interrupted the Marquis: "it is for you to mak«
speedy reparation and atonement. A written ac-

knowledgment, signed by your own hand, to the

effect that Adolphus is your nephew—the legitimate

possessor of the title and estates of Everton—that
the tale of his death was false

"

" But if I do all this," said the miserable man,
"it will consign me to a dungeon—it will subject

me to terrible penalties
"

"Which you richly deserve—but which shall bo
spared you. No: horrible and unnatural—perfi-

dious and execrable, though your conduct has been,

no vindictive feeling shall pursue you. You will

sign the needful paper to put Adolphus in posses-

sion of his rights : but before any use shall be
made of that document, you may fly to the Conti-

nent—there to linger out the rest of your existence.

Some forms and ceremonies will have to be observed

in the House of Lords to substantiate the claims of

Adolphus; and it will therefore be impossible for

the history of your guilt to be altogether saved from
publicity. But its consequences you may escape by
self-expatriation ; and I know the members of the

British Aristocracy well enough," added the Mar-
quis of Eagledean with a scornful sneer, " to be as-

sured that the Committee of Privileges of the House
of Lords will not suffer more of the details of your
guilt to ooze out to the public knowledge, than they

can possibly help. They at least have the merit of

shielding to the extent of their power the crimes of

any one of their own order, lest tbe efifects of the

scandal should redound upon them all
!"

"But this paper—this document," said the in-

valid, quivering nervously,—" who is to draw it up ?

when is it to be signed ?"

" I will draw it up at once—and you shall sign it

now," was the response of the Marquis. " Best as-

sured I shall be found a competent witness, when
the time comes, to present the papers before the

Committee of Privileges. At all events, that is our

aflair—not your's. Where shall I find writing-

materials ?"

The invalid pointed to a desk which stood upon
a side-table: tli»>. Marquis proceeded thither

—

opened the desk—sat down and began to write.

For about a quarter of an hour did he thus remain
occupied, during whicii interval the thoughts of Mr.
Everti*u were of such a harrowing anguished de-

scription that they were almost a sufficient punish-

ment for the tremendous iniquities which had
staincxl his past career. When Lord Eagledean

had finished drawing up the deed, which embodied
a general confession of Evertou's proceedin;,8 in

respect to his nephew, he road it slowly and deli-

berately over to that person : then handing him the

pen, lie bade him sign it.

"Is it absolutely necessary?" asked the invalid,
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gazing up with appealing earnestness into Lord

Eagledean's countenance :
" can no mercy be shown

me ? May I not at least retain my rank until death

makes its appearance ? Consider, Mr. Qucthorpe,

—or whoever you may be, for methiuks you are

more than what you seem—consider, I beseech and

implore you—I am not long for this world. I feel

as if the hand of death were already upon me. At

the outside I cannot live many months—perhaps

not many weeks : my days are doubtless numbered

—I have experienced a shock, caused by the deliver-

»nce of that young man But, Oh ! reflect, I

conjure you—may not some mercy be shown me P

—

for I spared his life
!"

"Mr. Everton," interrupted the Marquis sternly,

" to what a pitiable condition must you be reduced

—to what an abysm of moral degradation are you

fallen—when you have to congratulate yourself that

you had not the courage to become a murderer ? Do
you not see, sir, that the hand of Providence was in

all this ? You were villain enough to play the part

of usurper—you would deprive your nephew of his

just rights—you could for years retain him in a

miserable captivity, treating him as a lunatic until

you almost made him one—you could snatch him
away from his mother—you could mercilessly separ-

ate the parent from her son : all this were you villain

enough to do—but you lacked the boldness to strike

the blow effectually! Do not think for a moment,
sir, that I believe it was through any merciful con-

sideration on your part that you spared your

nephew's life. No : I understand your character

full well. With all your iniquity you were a

coward ; and it was heaven's will that this cowardice

on your part should become the means of saving

you from a still darker crime than any you have

perpetrated. Take no credit to yourself that you
• e not a murderer: you possessed the will, but you
lacked the courage. And now, sir, without farther

entreaty on your part—without farther hesitation

—

sign this paper!"

The invalid—overawed, dismayed, and crushed by
the withering language addressed to him by one

who spoke with the authority of an avenger, and yet

an avenger who was showing mercy—the invalid,

we say, took the pen in his trembling hand, and
prepared to sign. But he laid it down, and re-

quested that another glass of the cordial might be

given to him. This desire was promptly fulfilled;

and under the influence of the stimulant, he affixed

his name to the foot of the document, in a firmer

hand than could have been anticipated.

" Now, sir," observed Lord Eagledean, consigning

the paper to his pocket-book, and taking up his hat,

" I have little more to say. The promise I have

given you shall be kept. No use shall be made of

this document until I learn that you are safe upon
the Continent. Nor am I so cruel and inhuman as

to wish that you precipitate your departure in a
manner that may endanger your life. Perhaps,

now that you have made this atonement—now tliat

you are acquainted with all the worst that is to

befiil you, and that your mind must be relieved

from the most torturing apprehensions as to the

course which Adolphus might have adopted in

making good his claims—you may recover some
degree of mental tranquillity, which will assist you
towards convalescence. Your departure need not

be prcjudiciuUy hurried: but it must not be ia-

ordinately prolonged. Aud one word more, it,

when Adolphus assumes possession of his ancestral

estates, you yourself are reduced to poverty, a suf-

ficient provision shall be made for the remainder of

your lite: and thus, sir, must you feel that much
good is being returned for an immensity of evil

—

and that you are treated with that mercy which you

never extended to others 1"

With these words the Marquis of Eagledean took

his departure; and descending the stairs, he was

about to enter his carriage, when Theodore Barclay,

approaching him, said, " Mr. Gunthorpe, does my
master know that I have given any inlbrmation

concerning him ?"

"No: but he may possibly suspect it. You
would do well to leave his service at once. Here is

my card : you can call upon me a fortnight henoe

—when something shall be done for you."

The footman expressed his thanks ; and the Mjir-

quis of Eagledean was whirled away from Beech-
Tree Lodge towards Stamford Manor.

On reaching his house, he found Adolphus, Eliza-

beth, and Frank walking together in the front

gardens. Immediately joining them, he related what
had taken place between himself and Mr. Everton

:

for to the grade of a civilian had the usurper sunk
down again, being divested of his noble rank. The
Marquis displayed the document which he had com-
pelled that individual to sign, but to which he had
not as yet appended his own attesting signature.

He then represented to Adolphus his intention of

departing on the ensuing morning for Wales, ib

order to obtain an interview with Lady Everton.

"You must permit me, my dear friend," he said

to Adolphus, " to manage the whole of this businest

after my own fashion. For several reasons, which

I cannot now explain, it is better that you should

not accompany me. But rest assured that the

shortest possible delay shall be allowed to elapse ere

you are permitted to fold your mother in your arms.

Perhaps she may accompany me back to London

—

or perhaps I may send off a messenger to require

your immediate presence in Wales : I know not as

yet how all this may be. But tell me, are you satis-

fied to leave it to my management ?"

" Oh ! my dear sir—my excellent friend," ex-

claimed Adolphus, pressing with effusion the hand
of the Marquis, "how could 1 be otiierwise?"

In the evening the Marquis gave instructions to

the dependants of his household that during his

absence tliey were to regard Miss Paton as their

mistress, and obey her instructions in all things.

IJeliring to his library, he wrote a few letters—one

of which was to William Deveril, to the effect that

urgent business would take him out of town for a

short time ; but he promised that he should return

in time for that day on which our young hero had

been promised a visit from the mysterious woman
whom he had saved from drowning in the waters ol

the Trent.

On the following morning, having taken an affec-

tionate leave of Elizabetii, Frank, and Adolphus, the

Marquis of Eagledean set out upon his journey into

Eadnorshirc.
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CHAPTER LXXXVI.

THE MYSTEEIOCa MI88IVB.

It was the forenoon of the day after the Marquis of

Eajjlcdoan's departure from Stamford Manor, that

Elizabeth and Frank, having accompanied Adolphus

in a walk as far as Mrs. Leyden's cottage, left him

there to pass an hour or two with Henrietta, and

then continued their own ramble with the intention

of calling for him on their way home.

Elizabeth leant upon her brother's arm : she was

elegantly dressed—he was handsomely apparelled

—

and it was a pleasing spectacle to behold that superb

young woman and that beautiful youth thus linked

together in the firmest bonds of fraternal affection.

Elizabeth wore her raven hair in massive bands,

which served as an ebon frame for her higk and ex-

pansive forehead ; while an exquisite French bonnet

subdued the natural boldness of her features and

gave to her looks a certain air of feminine delicacy*

Frank,—who, as the reader will remember, had been

somewhat indisposed after he first left Lady Saxon-

dale's service,—was now perfectly restored to health

;

and though he had never much colour upon his

cheeks, yet whatsoever bloom was wont to rest

thereon had come back again, appearing like the

delicate vermeil upon the downy surface of the

ripening peach. A tight-fitting frock coat set off

the lithe and slender symmetry of his form to the

utmost advantage : while in respect to his sister, the

dress that she wore, developed, although concealing,

the noble proportions of her richly modelled shape.

Thus altogether they were a couple—that brother

and sister—whom it was impossible to gaze upon
without a feeling of interest ; and they felt proud of

each other. For Frank saw that his sister was a

superb woman : while she being so much older than

himself, experienced an almost maternal satisfaction

and pride in contemplating that beautiful youth who
bore the endearing name of brother.

" How changed, my dear Frank," she said, as

they rambled along together, "are the cu'cura-

stances of our position. Does it not all appear like

a dream?"
"There have been moments," answered Frank,

" when I have hesitated to believe that it was all a

reality. Yesterday morning—and this morning too

—when first awaking, I sat up in the bed, looking

around the splendidly fui'nished chamber, and
wondering whether I indeed saw it with my out-

ward vision, or whether it was a delusion of tlie

fancy. Yes : extraordinary things have taken

place within the last few weeks ! But the condition

of Adolphus has experienced a change as remark-
able as our own."

" And is ho not happy now ?" said Elizabeth :

" how devotedly he appears to love that sweet and
amiable girl Henrietta ! But methought you
sighed, Frank ?" exclaimed his sister : and 8top()in,'

suddenly short in the road where they were walking
at the time, she gazed attentively upon him. " Ah!
my dear brother ! the colour mantles upon your
cheeks you have a secret which has been kept

back from me ?"

" Forgive me, dearest Elizabeth— forgive me,"
said the youth murmuringly, " It is true—it is

true—and I have been wrong to keep that secret

(rum you,"

1 do not demand your confidence, Frank,"
observed Elizabeth, as she slowly walked on again

leaning on her brother's arm :
" but it you think fit

to give it to me, I will bestow either counsel or sym*
pathy in return."

" I know not," resumed Frank, with half-averted

countenance and downcast looks, " whether it iM

really love which I experience and yet methinks

it must be But it has been sensuously guilty:

and "

"But its object ?" said Elizabeth inquiringly, 8ee»

ing that her brother stopped suddenly short.

" JuUana Farefield," was the response.

" Ah, Lady Saxoiidale's elder daughter ! But il

you really love her, Frank, you may aspire to her

hand : there is no need for you to be disconsolate,"

continued his sister :
" on the return of our father,

you must tell him everything. And yet, my dear

brother," she added, speaking more slowly and
gravely, " there is this consideration—that if Juliana

Farefield beguiled you into becoming the object of •
sensual phantasy, she is a being unworthy of a pure
affection on your part, because she herself expe<

riences it not towards you."

Francis Paton, recovering from his confusion,

proceeded to acquaint his sister, candidly but deli.

cately, with all that had taken place between him-
self and Juliana. Elizabeth listened in silence—

and continued to reflect in silence also, after he had
done speaking.

"You tell me that Miss Farefield manifested a
deep interest in the tale of your earlier years," she

at length said,—"that she treated you with the

kindest sympathy—that she expressed the conviction

your birth was above the circumstances in which

you were then placed. All this seems to argue in

favour of a true and sincere love on her part. And
yet, could she not have suggested a private mar-
riage ? Not being acquainted with her, and there-

fore being utterly unable to form a correct estimate

of her true character and disposition, 1 know not

what to say, or what to advise. She is exceedingly

handsome, Frank—is she not ?"

" Oh, she is superbly beautiful !" cried the youth
in enthusiastic toues: and again did the colour

glow upon his cheeks.

" I kaow not what love is," said Elizabeth :
" but

I think that I can conjecture the symptoms and
principles of the passion. Look into your own hearty

Frank : does it cherish Juliana's ima^je ? are you
frequently—almost constantly thinking of her?

Yes, yes—I know that you are! Those abstracted

moods which I have so often observed since we were

thrown together again, have not been altogether

fraught with pain and grief on my account. Doubt<

less you have sorroweil at being separat<;d from Ju-

liana? your heart has yearned tow;irils her?"
" Yes—for i foci that I love her," rephed Frank.

" But do you think, dear Elizabeth, that there is

any hope of the proud and haughty Lady Saxon-

dale permitting her daughter to wed a youth wh<l

once wore a livery in her service ?"

" The Marquis of Eagledean," responded Elizabeth

proudly, " will give you a fortune, Frank, that will

be sutlicient to over-rule Lady Saxondale's scruples.

Vcs—if he cannot give you a noble name, he will at

least give you wealth;—and wealth in this country

constitutes a social position. Besides, Juliana ia

not more likely to be awayed by hwv mother's will.
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than Constance herself was. But, ah ! now that I

reflect—from corfcain words which our father let

drop wheu he waa having a private conversation

with me 4he day before yesterday on the eve of his

departure, I gleaned that he entertains no pleasant

feeling towwds Lady Saxondnle. He believes that

his nephe-.v Harold Staunton is her ladyship's para-

mour, and that at her instigation he has done some

very bad deeds. However, we must w<iit till the

return of the Marquis ere wa can decide upon any

step to be taken by yourself in respect to Juliana.

Do not be discouraf^ed, dear Frank, by what I have

just beeu saying in respect to Lady Saxondale.

Althoughwe have known our dear father but for a few

days, we haxe nevertheless seen enough of him, and

likewise experienced ample proofs, to convince us

that he will in all tilings study tlie happiness of each

of us. During the interval that he will remain

absent, it is for you to look deeply into your heart

—

to assure yourself that this is a sincere and perma-

nent affection which you entertain for Miss Farefield;

and if you come to the conclusion that the felicity of

your life is centred in her, I have no doubt our

father will take such meaiures as shall crown your

most fervid aspirations."

"Dearest sister, I thank you—Oh, I thank you

for these assuranctJ3 !" eiolaimed Frank. "How
rejoiced I nm that I haTe at length revealed my
secret to you ! Often and often have I been on the

point of confessing it. It has wavered upon my lips

;

—and then I hav» felt an indescribable confusion

—

a bashfulness—an approhension "

" I understand you, my dear brother," replied

Miss Faton with an affectionate look.

" But you, Elizabeth," quickly rejoined Frank,

—

" is it really possible that you have never expe-

rienced even the most transient sentiment which

might be deemed bordering upon love ?"

"Never, Frank! Perhaps you cannot compre-

hend such a hrjart a£ mine: and yet, as I have

before told you, it has hitherto escaped even the

faintest impression of a tender character."

" I have often seen the Marquis of Villebelle,"

said Frank :
" he is very handsome—possesses a

highly intellectual countenance, and fascinating

manners. Do you not thrnk, Elizabeth, that if

you had lived with him as your husband—if the

circumstances of that marriage had not at the time

inspired you with an aversion for an alliance that

ought on'y to have been connected with a heart's

best and purest affections,—do you not think, I say,

that you would have learnt to love that handsome
and elegant nobleman ?"

" I do not think so, Frank," responded his sister,

amiiing. " No. My behef is that when a woman
first meets the man wiiom she is destined to love,

she experiences sor>ie unknown and intuitive feeling

which at once points him out as the being who is

to eicrcise a paramount influence over the future

years of her life. Such was not the case when I
first set eyes upon the Marquis of Villebelle."

" No—because the circumstances were so pecu-
liar," exclaimed Frank: "he appeared before you
to the utmost diiadvantage, and in a position but
little calculnlcd to command either respect or esteem.

Had it been otherwise—were you introduced to liim

m the ordinary manner, meeting him in society

and gradually becoming the object of his atten-

tions,—yo'i know not, my dear sister, what would

have been the result. And then—there was Count
Christoval ! You have told me that he was one of

the handsomest men you ever beheld in all your

life, and that he possessed every intellectual em-
bellishment to aid the advantages of personal

beauty "

" You seem very anxious, my dear Frank," in-

terrupted Elizabeth, laughing gaily, " that I should

confess to having been at some time of my life

smitten with the sentiment of love."

" Ah, my dear sister," responded the youth ; " if

you had been, it would now prove so sweet to me to

converse with you thereon."
" The heart that loves, then," said Elizabeth, now

speaking seriously, " longs to pour forth its thoughts

and feelings to another heart beating with kindi'ed

emotions ? Yes—I am convinced, Frank, from all

you have been saying, that you do love Juliana

Farefield ! Your words convey all the evidences of

that affection. But with regard to myself, I can

only repeat what I have already told you—that if

my soul be ever destined to receive the impression

of love, I have not as yet encountered in the world

the object v/ho is to inspire the feeling. We were
talking of Don Diego Christoval. Eeinember the

many months that 1 passed in his society—the deli-

cate attentions that he showed me—the mingled
vehemence and pathos with which he urged his

suit,—and yet I experienced not for him the slight-

est feeling of love. No: the Count, although so

handsome, so fascinating, so intellectual—and al-

though surrounded by so many circumstances of a
wildly romantic character but too well calculated to

make an impression on a susceptible heart,—yet

he was not the individual destined to ensnare
mine !"

" Then will you never marry, Elizabeth ?" asked
Frank, bending his ingenuous looks upon his sister.

" Never," she at once responded,—" unless I learn

to love tenderly and well. But while thus dis-

coursing, my dear brother," she said, stopping short,
" we have been wandering to a greater distance

than we at first intended. Ah ! what is this ?"

The ejaculation that Elizabeth Paton thus sud-

denly gave forth, was produced by the circumstance

of a beautiful carrier-pigeon suddenly descending

from the higher regions of the air, and circling

three or four times over the spot where she and her
brother had halted. The inteUigent bird actually

appeared to be examining Elizabeth, to assure itself

that she was the kind mistress whose hand had been
wont to feed it and in whose bosom it had often

nesiled. Each circle that it made became narrower,

and also lower : till, at the expiration of a few
moments, it perched upon her shoulder.

" It is one ot my own pigeons," she exclaimed,^
" one of those that I scut back to Kate Marshall !"

—then, as she took the bird in her hands and began

caressing it, she said, " It bears a letter. Ah ! can

I, without a breach of our father's wishes, read ita

contents ? He evidently desired that I should break

off all farther correspondence with the Marshalla^^
and he was right too

!"

" Nevertheless," suggested Frank, " there will be

no harm in seeing what the billet contains. It may
be of importance—and there is no necessity for

you to answer it, unless circumstances demand •
reply."

** We will read it," said Elizabeth : and she accor4>
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inglj proceeded to uafastea the little note frojjp

beneath the bird's wing.

The moment this was done, the feathered mes-

lenger ascended into the_ air, as if knowing that

its mission was accomplished—and was soon out of

sight.

" Doubtless that intelligent little creature," said

Elizabeth, still hesitating whether to open the letter,

" has been to tlie cottage—and not finding me there,

went forth in search of its well-known mistress.

But as you have suggested, there will be no barm
in seeing what Kate sajs."

She accordingly opened the billet, the contents of

which were in Miss Marshall's handwriting. The
ambiguous arrangement of the letters of the al-

phabet was not observed on this occasion : for £ate
no doubt had fancied that, as her friend Lady Bess

wrote 80 positively to declare that she thenceforth

dispensed with the service of the carrier-pigeons,

she had destroyed the cypher-book for the current

year, which indicated the initial letter for each

respective day. The note contained the following

lines :

—

" Dover, August 4, 18^.
" I am rejoiced, my dear friend, that circumstances

have so changed with you as to render your future pros-

pects of the brightest character. I know not whether
this little missive will reach you : but I risk it. Indeed,

I cannot refrain from the endeavour to convey a piece of

information which nearly concerns you. A certain per-

son arrived at Dover yesterday, and staid a few hours at

our house. BUs name being known to me, I spoke to him,

and found that he has come to England in search of you.

You can guess to whom I allude, as I dare not enter into

particulars, for fear this note should fall into other hands
than yours.

" Your affectionate friend,

"CM."

"To whom can she allude?" ejaculated Frank,

he having read this note -simultaneously with his

sister.

" I cannot conceive," observed the latter thoughfa
I fully. "Surely But no: it is scarcely possible!

}

At all events, the note requires not an answer—and

]

1 am glad of it; for though I never can forget the

kindnesses 1 have received from the MarshalU, yet
in obedience to our father's wishes, all correspon-

dence must hencelbrtli cease between them and me.
Come, Frank—let us hasten back to Mrs. Leyden'i

house : tor Adulphus will wonder what has become
of us."

The brother and sister accordingly repaired thither,

and found Adolphus walking with Henrietta in the

immediate vicinage of the dwelling. After Eliza-

beth and Frank had rested a little while at the eoU
tage, they continned their way, in company witb
Adolphus, towards Stamford Manor.

It was about seven o'clock in the evening, that

Elizabeth Paton rambled forth alone in the grounda
attached to the mansion,— Frank aud Adolphus re-

maining in-doors. She was ponderin* upon the

conversation that had taken place in the morning

between her brother and herself, and deliberating

in her own mind upon the probable course that their

father would recommend with respect to Frank'i

passion for Juliana Farefield. She was likewise

rcEecting, in its turn, upon the mysterious letter

she had received from Kate Marshall. In this me-
ditative mood she reached the palisade that skirted

the grounds, and on the opposite side of which

there was a road. All of a sudden an ejaculation

of enthusiastic joy fell upon her ears, startling her

from her reverie. She raised her eyes : with a single

bound an individual sprang over the palisade, and
alighted in her presence, his countenance beaming

with rapture.

Yes—the suspicion which had at first struck Elia».

beth Paton on reading Miss Marshall's letter, wac

now suddenly confirmed : it waa Don Diefo Chris-

toval who stood before hert
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CHArTER LXXXVII.

THE SPANIARD.

Count Ourihtovai. was now thirty-five 3'ears of

age; and thougli somowliat careworn, yet in ollior

reapects his countenanco was as prepossessing as

wo. 53.—riimn skrjks.

on the first day when Elizabeth Tatoii met him

amongst the Catalan hills. lie wore his mous-

tache—but his beard and whiskers were closely

shaven ; and thoir absence made him seem

several years younger than ho really wag.

His dark eyes shone perhaps with a more sub-

dued and melanclioly lustre than was their wont

ero ho had learut to love the English lady

:
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but now, as he gaeecl upon her, they beamed with

tbo light of rapturous joy. The brilliant t«eth

shone between the haU'-pirting lips; and in this

moment of his ineffable delight, the rich warm blood

of his tviins-Pyreneaa nature was mantling through

the transparent olive of his complexion. He was

dressed as a private gentleman: his apparel was

handsome, yet in the best possible taste ; and the

closely fitting frock-coat displayed the fine symmetry

of his tall form to its fullest advantage.

Elizabeth Paton quickly recovered from the

startled surprise into which the sudden appearance

of Don Diego had thrown her ; and with the natural

gcnero>ity of her heart, she Chose to lose sight of

the forced prisonage she had endured at his hands,

and to think only of the kindness and attention

received from himself and his associates in the

Catalan hills. But while she extended her hand, '

she nevertheless assurainJ a certain degree of reserve
'

in gentle rebuke for the unceremonious manner in
'

wh ch he had burst into her presence. Yet it must

be confessed that her mien was not exceedingly

i-eproachlul— because sti-ong-raiiided though she

were, she was nevertheless sufficiently a woman
to feel that his conduct was most flattering to her-

self.

Addressing him in the French language, she said,

"Don Diego, what brings you to England?"
"Your image !" he replied in the English tongue,

at the same time carrying her hand to his lips ; and
kissing it rapturously ere she could withdraw it, he
said, "That image which has never once been absent

fr <n ray minil siuee you fled from the tower in the

wiids of Catulonia!"

Elizabeth gazed upon him with the utmost aston-

ishment : for he was addressing her in the English
languiige,—spoken too with the utmost accuracy

and with but so little of a foreign accent that it was
barely perceptible. She knew at the time when she

was in Spain he was utterly unacquainted with '

her native tongue; and she naturally marvelled
{

to perceive that he had acquired it to such perfec-

tion.

"I have learnt the English language for your
Bake," he said, with a deep tenderness of voice and
a corresponding look—but both alike mingled with
a chivalrous respect, just as he was wont to deport

himself towards her during her captivity in Cata-
lonia. "And you asked me wherefore I came to

England?" he continued: "need you have put
that question ? But let me put a question to you

—

and 1 beseech and implore you to respond to it at

once. Have you ever thought of me with kindness
since you fled from Spain ?"

" I have thought of you with friendship," replied
Elizabeth Paton, seriously but frankly; "and
within the last few days, when relating ray adven-
tures in Catalonia, I have spoken of you in similar

terms."

" Friendship !" murmured Count Christoval
mournfully: but with a sudden access of hopeful-
ness, he exclaimed, " Yet may not friendship prove
the germ of a more tender feeling? I know you
•re not married—I have every reason to believe
that you do not love another Indeed, I have
been assured that you pride yourself on being un-
susceptible of love. O Elizabeth! so bright and
beautiful a creature as you—to possess a heart that
is unsusceptible of lov« I No, no—it were impog.

siblc ! it were an anomaly in human nature I—and
I am not without the hope that destiny haa re-

served for me the happiness of thawing that glacial

soul of your's!"
" Don Diego Christoval," answered Elizabeth,

still speaking seriously, but with a certain degree ol

kindness in her accents, as well as with the fullest

candour in her looks, " it is my firm belief that I

never can regard you with any other sentiment than

that of friendship. And now, I appeal to the gene-

rosity of your nature, and to every feeling ofdeUcacj

which must hail;our in such a heart as j'our's, that

you will leave me at once. Yon mansion where I

dwell, is the house of a benefactor—and I dare not

stand the chance of suffering in his estimation. Ha
is absent too, at this moment: but my brother is

there—and a very dear friend also—there are

numerous servants likewise— I am well known in

this neighbourhood In short, every instant that

you remain here threatens to compromise me most

seriously. What would be thought if I were seea

walking here with a stranger ?"

" A stranger to those whom you have named,"

rejoined the Count reproachfully,—"but no stranger

to j/ou ! Will you not accord me a few minutes,—
only a few minutes,—while I tell you all that I have

thought—all that I have done—and all that I have

hoped, during the four years which have elapsed

since last I saw you ?"

"Well, then—a few minutes," answered Eliza-

beth :
" and only a few minutes," she added im-

pressively; "because I must not be compromised."

"Oh! this coldness — this coldness !" ejaculated

the Count vehememiy ;—" after I have told yoa

that I came to England expressly to search after

you ! It is more than I can endure ! Have pity

upon me, Elizabeth—I beseech you to have pity

upon me !—for never in this world was a woman
the object of a love so devoted as that which my
heart cherishes for you. Love!—it is a passion

transcending far all that poets ever dreamt or

romancists ever depicted in the form of love !—it is a

passion which has become so interwoven with tho

very principles of my existence, that if it be doomed

to prolonged disappointment, it will drive me to

put an end to my sorrows and perish in the blood of

a distracted suicide
!"

The Count spoke with a wild impetuosity, min-

gled with a solemn earnestness, that for the moment
overawed Elizabeth Paton, and even made her

afraid. Not afraid for herself—for she was a woman
who scarcely knew the name of fear; and there wa«

no Catalouian tower at hand to which she might be

conveyed, and where she mi^'ht be retained captive.

But she was afraid on account of that man whrJ

loved her with an ardour so indubitable-a depth <A

passion so sincere—and a constancy so well proven,

that she felt this meuaoe of suicide to be no idle nor

inconsiderate one.

" Count Christoval," she said, giving him her

hand—speaking kindly, but with a half-reproachful

look,—" it is not generous of you to address me ia

these terms. Much as I may pity you—deeply as I

may compassionate you—and even flattered aud

honoured as I may feel by this love of your's—yei

a woman's heart is not to be won by passionaM)

threats and impetuous outpourinjs."

"No!—but her heart is to be won by a doYown
love," exclaimed the Count: "and all tUat 1 say^
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til tJjat I dc—all that I menace, must be taken as

evidences of that devoted love on my part. Listen

to me—I beseech you to listen ! You have promised

to accord me a few minutes —and I will endeavour

to be calm."
" Proceed," said Elizabeth, withdrawing her hand,

ivhich he had pressed tenderly and fervidly between

b.^th his own. " Let us not linger near this road

where passers-by mi^jht chance to observe us : we
will walk throujjh that shady avenue, where we
shall be unperceived from the mansion. You see,

Count Christoval, tiiat I am compelled to take pre-

cautions,—that I am fearful of bein<^ compromised;

aiiil I hope therefore you will have solqc considera-

tion fur me."
" Will you have any for me, Elizabeth ?" he asked,

pnzinj^ upon her countenance with a rapture sub-

dued by mournful suspense. "But let me avail

iiiy.<:i'lf of the little leisure you are affording me.

I «ill go back; to that time when you fled from tlie

tower in Catalonia. On discovering your flight, a

frenzy seized upon my brain: for several hours I

was like one demented. It appeared to me as if

the world contained naught left that was worth

living for : and yet, as heaven is my witness, I took

no measures to pursue you, or to bring you back.

I had hoped that by my unwearied attentions I

should have secured your affections. Your flight

was a proof that my fondest anticipations had all

been in vain. When I recovered some degree of

calmness, it was only to fall into a profound melan-

choly; and there were moments, during the latter

part of that day on which your flight was discovered,

vlicn I thought of putting a period to my existence.

But the circumstances in wliich my faithful asso-

ciates were placed, recalled me to immediate activity.

I was reminded that the hour had come when I

was to learn the result of the negotiations in respect

to the captive son of the military commandant of

Catalonia. Those terms were favom-able : a ransom-

money was paid for his release—and immunity

was granted to myself and my band for the ensuing

three months. But such a change ha<l come over

me that I resolved to abandon immediately the life

I was leading. I thought to myself that if I were

to follow you to England, whither I felt assured you
would repair, I might yet succeed in making an im-

pression upon your heart. I thought that when you
were free, and no longer regarded me in the light

of a gaoler, you would forget whatsoever injustice

you had sustained at my hands : while, on the

other hand, you would remember the many proofs

of devoted love that I had given you. 1 took leave

of my comrades— 1 abandoned to them the greater

eharc of the spoils which we had amassed; and they

wcpi as they gave me the farewell embrace. I set

cut alone towards the Pyrenees, intending to follow

you to England. But I had not journeyed many
miles, when I was seized with a sudden illness,

brought on by the anguish I had suffered on account

of your flight. It struck me like a thunderbolt.

I fell from my horse, and lay senseless in the depth

of a ravine. There I might have perislied, had it

not been for the kindness of some peasants who
chanced to pass that wuy. They took me to their

cottage in the neighbouring hamlet; and there I

lay, raving in the delirium of fever for many weeks.

^\'lifn 1 regained complete consciousness, 1 was so

ortvelded— 80 ttltenialed, that 1 could not leave my

couch : and thus some more weeks passed, while I

lay stretched prostrate and powerless there. One
morning a party of soldiers entered the village; au'l

their commanding officer billcttod them upon tho

inhabitants. This oflicer was the Captaia-General's

son, whom I had taken prisoner, and whom you
saw at the tower. On going his rounds to see thafc

his men were properly cared for, he came to tho

cottage where I lay. I was recogaised: the throa

m nths of safety guaranteed by hi> father, had mora
than elapsed—anil I was accordingly arrested as it

Carlist traitor and as a guerilla bandit. But tb.a

young man possessud certain generous feelings; aiiil

he did not send me out to be shot like a dog, as l.a

might have done, and as most other of the Ciiristino

officers would have done in his place. He foi'warilo I

me as a prisoner to Barcelona,—at the same tinii

despatching a letter to his fathei:, tho Ca[)taia.

General, beseeching that my life might be spared.

This entreaty was not without its effect : but I wis

sent along with several other Carlist captives to tf:a

prison of Cadiz — there to remain until a ship sli'Mild

be in readiness to bear us as felon-exiles to the

Phillipine Islands. But it happened tliat the G •-

vernor of Cadiz was a relation of mine : he to('Ic

compassion on me—and thougii I myself would

ask no favour from the government of Queta
Christina's Eegeney, he adopted measures secretly

to procure a mitigation of my sentence. He suc-

ceeded—and I was ordered to be retained a prison<'.r

at Cadiz. The same favour was shown to other

officers of the Carlist army, who were my foUow-

captives. We were treated with much induigenci';

and being allowed books, I obtained the means of

acquiring the English language. Amongst my
fellow-prisoners was an English officer who hiJ

served in the Carlist army; and after a while ha

became my tutor in the study of your native tongu„'.

For, Oh ! I was not without the hope of sooner or

later recovering my liberty ; and I thought—heavea
grant that the idea was no( vain!—I thought,

Elizabeth, that if I could address to you the lau-

guage of love in those tones and words most famili \r

to your ear, an impression would bo more easdy

made upon your heart. Am I doomed to be mii«

taken ?"

" Proceed with your narrative, Don Diego," said

Elizabeth, in a tone which was slightly tremulouj.
" Remember that the minutes are speeding by."

"Ah! cruel to remind me that you have limit'.'d

our present interview to so sliort a space!" tx-

claimod Count Christoval,—" I who for years have

sustained life by dwelling upon your image! But I

will continue. Three years elapsed—and 1 cuntinui.'d

a prisoner at Cadiz. My assiduities in ac(i:iiriii;|

the English language were unremitting; I had -i

a

able tutor-and you may judge whether I made tha

most of my time, and whether I prolited by Ids les-

sons. In tlie summer of 1813 all Spain was c-on-

vulsed by the civil war raised by Queen Christiua'a

adherents against the Regent Espartcro ; and in a

battle which took (lace, an uncle of mine—a devoted

adiierent of Christina —was slain. He died, leaving

behind him immense wealth, to whicli I should hava

been the legitimate heir, were it not tiia^ all [ pos-

sessed devolveil to the Crown, as I was a condumm-l
traitor an<l an laitlaw. Then was it that the kind

feeling of the Governor (if Cadiz again made itself

appuLcal; and when iSpairji once more became cjiu«
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paratively tranquillized, be exerted all possible in-

terest on mj behalf. But matters of this kind

drag themselves slowly along in my native coun-

try; and it was only a few weeks back that one

morning my generous and weil-meaning relative

brought me the announcement that I had received

a full pardon—that my tille of Count was restored

to mc—and that I was allowed to take possession of

the largo fortune whereof I have spoken. I myself

would have asked no favour of tliose in power : but

I was not insane enough to i-cjict the boons which

had thus been secretly procured for me. Besides,

during my long imprisonment at Cadiz, I had learnt

Budicicnt of the true c'laracter of Don Carlos—1 had
heard so much from my fellow-captives respect-

ing his bigotry, his selfishness, and his narrow-

mindedness—that I came to loathe the cause which

I had formerly served. But while having been

brought to this abiiorrence of Carlisin, I was not

changed into an admirer of the Queen's monarchy.

My studies had converted me into a Republican

;

and on the day that I issued from the prison at

Cadiz, I vowed that never again would I draw my
Bword on behalf of Royalty—but only to aid in

emancipating the Spanish people from the thraldom

of tyrants, should the opportunity for such redemp-

tion ever present itself. Business-allairs, connected

with my-newly inherited fortune, compelled me to

visit Madrid: but no sooner were those matters

settled, when I set out on my jyurney to England.

I travelled alone, without ceremony, without attend-

ants: my purpose was to proceed as rapidly as pos-

sible, avoiiliug encumbrances of all kinds. A post-

chaise b.n'e me to the Pyrenees. Oh! with what
mingled feelings of hope and fear did I enter

upon this journey. The mountainous boundary being

crossed, I hurried on through France. The nearer

I approached to England, the more torturing became
my suspense. Sometimes I was buoyed up with en-

thusiastic hopes: at others 1 was a prey to the most
torturing apprehensions. But all these had I hkewise

experienced during my captivity at Ca<liz. Now,
however, as I approached England the dark side of

my thoughts grew darker. You might be no more
—you might have gone to some far distant clime,

without leaving a trace to guide mo in the search :

or even if you were in your own native land, it

might still be impossible to discover you. I reached
Dover; and accident led me to take up my tem-
porary quarters at an hotel where you were known.
The moment my name was perceived upon the
card fastened to my trunk, I became the object of

interest with the persons of that establishment.

Miss Marshall sought au opportunity of dropping
a hint that she knew me—at least by name. Some
conversation took place ; and you may conceive how
great was the tide of enthusiastic joy which was
poured into my soul, when I learnt many par-

ticulars concerning you. Yes : I learnt that you
were alive and well—that you were in reality un-
married—that your heart remained unsusceptible of
that passion which was consuming me—and that

you had very recently experienced a change in your
circumstances of a fortunate description. Miss
Marshall spoke of you in tiic kindest and most
friendly terms : she spoke of you indeed with the
tender interest of a sister: and I firmly believe,
Elizabeth yea, 1 am convinced of it—she looked
not unfavourably upon me when I confessed to her

the object of my visit to England—that I came as •
suitor for your hand! That she deemed me thus
worthy of espousing her dearest friend—for such
you are in her estimation—her conduct towards me
showed. She gave me certain information how tu

discover your residence on my arrival in London—
or at least she told me as much as she herself knew
at the time upon the subject. I have been to the

house which you have recently left—a picturesque

little dwelling not far from hence. There I found a
female who had been your servant ; and she directed

me hither. Now, Elizabeth, you know all. My
narrative is ended—and my fate is in your hands.

You have a word to speak—a word which will cither

fill me with happiness, or condemn me to despair.

I pray you that it may not be spoken inconside-

rately or rashly. I come to lay my title and my
fortune at your feet. I can give you rank and
riches : but what is ten thousand times more valuable
— I can give you a heart which never loved before it

first became impressed with your image, and caa
never love another! Now, Elizabeth, solemnly do
I conjure you to reflect that the life of a fellow.

creature is in your hands !"

" My lord," answered the lady, in a low, soft

voice,—and in a voice that was tremulous too,
—"if

I were to tell you that I am insensible to all these

proofs of so much love on your part, I should be
something less or something more than woman. I

pretend to be neither : and certainly I am not with-

out a feeling of gratitude for this attachment which
you have maintained towards me. But would yon
have me wed where my heart is not won? Count
Christoval, I again repeat that this heart of mine
cherishes a friendship for you, but knows not the

feeling of love or at least not now .'"

" What is your decision, Elizabeth ?" he asked.

"Y'ou have not pronounced it. Assuredly you have
given me no hope : but you have not consigned me
to despair. Perhaps," he added, with a look of

mmgled bitterness and apprehension, " you regard

mc as a bandit—and you shrink at the idea of join-

ing your hand to mine ?"

"No, no I" exclaimed Miss Paton, a convulsing

tremor passing vividly through her entire form : for

she felt visibly and keenly at the moment that upon
this ground they were at least on an equal footing.

" You wrong me or rather, you do not understand
me no, you cannot! There— take my hand in

friendship ! It is a proof that I do not shrink from
you—that I have no right to do so ; but it is not
given in love—because I will neither deceive m^^self

nor you by simulating a sentiment which I do not
truly and faithfully experience."

There was something wild and full of impetuoua
emotions in her voice and manner— something
strange and impassioned in her whole aspect— as
she thus proffered her hand to the Spanish noble-

man. He pressed it to his lips :— again and again
he covered it with kisses ; and it was not withdrawn,
because Elizabeth had fallen into a mood of deep
abstraction, and knew not rightly that this fair hand
of her's wiis so completely abandoned to him. But
suddenly feeling the fervid warmth of those kisses, I

she withdrew it with an abruptness that both startled

and hurt Count Christoval. Yes : his feelings wore
hurt- his heart was wounded— and he gazed upon
her in mingled surprise and reproaehfulnoss. He
gazed thus in surprise, because those vehement
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emotions which she had displayed, and that sudden

singularity of manner, Were uppermost in his mind

;

and he saw that there was something which had

thus profoundly agitated her—but which he could

Bot fathom.
" You must leave me now," she said, recovering

her wonted composure—or at least a sufficient com-
mand over her feelings to appear outwardly com-
posed. " Our interview has already been too long.

We must meet agaia^^once again—but only to

part for ever," she added tremulously- " I will then

endeavour to reason with you against this wild

and insensate passion which you have cherished for

me "

"No, no—speak not thus, Elizabeth!" ejaculated

Don Christoval. "You have promised mo another

interview— and in that promise there is hope. I

will not insist upon your answer now 1 will leave

you Yes I will leave you, in the joyous convic-

tion that I have made some little impression upon
your heart "

" My lord, go not away with that idea !" said

Elizabeth, more hurriedly than earnestly :
" be-

cause—because-^—"
" Address me not with that cold formality of my

lord," he exclaimed. " To you I would be Diego

—

only Diego ; and that I shall be so, I now entertain

the enthusiastic hope. Oh ! it was impossible that

such a love as mine could he doomed to disappoint-

ment and despair ! We will part now, Elizabeth.

Tell me when and where we arc to meet again. And
let it be soon—I conjure you to let it be soon !—for

I shall count the hours and the minutes that must
elapse until we meet."

" Give me your address, and I will write to you,"
she replied, after a few moments' consideration, and
still there was a tremulousness in her fluid voice.

Count Christoval named an hotel at the West-
End of the town ; and repeated his fervidly-expi-essod

prayer that the interval ere thoy met again should
not be a long one.

" I will write to you," she said, " as soon as

as soon as " and still she hesitated— " as soon
as I have reflected on all you have told me, Diego

my lord, I mean."
•' Then farewell for the present," he exclaimed

:

and seizing her hand, he once more carried it to his

lips.

She did not withdraw it—how could she remain
altogether insensible to the manifold proofs of love

which his narrative had afforded, and his conduct
during this interview corroborated ? No : and thus
she suffbred him once more to retain possession of
that hand for nearly a minute.

"Farewell, dearest Elizabeth — farewell for the

present !" he repeated : and then hurrying away
was soon out of sight.

CHAPTER LXXXVIII.

xlizabbth's eeflectiows.

It was seven o'clock in the morning- and Elizabeth
Paton was haU-reclining in a large arm-chair, in

her elegantly furnished chamber at Stamford
j

Manor. She had not as yet commenced her toilet.
]

The luxuriant masses of her long dark hair hung '

negligently down upon har bare shoulders those

I

shoulders which were of such polished whiteness,

I

and 80. symmetrically modelled. She was absorbed

I

in the deepest thought. A book, which she had
taken from the table near, was held unregarded m
the fair hand on which Count Christoval's lips had
been so fervidly pressed on the preceding evening.
Her whole attitude—her look—and the completu
abandonment of her form to the influence of that
reverie, showed a profound and serious communing
with her own heart.

Elizabeth Paton was at that moment a splendid
model for the study of a painter or a sculptor. That
form, if transferred to the canvass in its semi-
nudity and with its superb contours, would have
seemed to breathe with a real life, notwithstanding
the profound pensiveness which the entire figure de-

noted. If copied in marble, it would have appeared
to glow with vital warmth, notwithstanding that
the statue would be as motionless as its living ori-

ginal at that moment. Ah! and the poet, too,

might have imbibed inspii'ations from the contem-
plation of that superb creature, in the bloom of her
womanhood, but every lineament of whose counte-
nance and every contour of whose shape retained
the virginal freshness of youth. There was a soft-

ness now in the eyes that had lately been wont to
look penetratingly, almost with a bold hardihood

:

there was a softness, too, in the expression of that
countenance which had previously borrowed some-
what of a masculine aspect from the daring pur-
suits in which its possessor had engaged. But even
had she worn her male apparel at this moment, it

were without efi'ect : it would have been lost sight of
in that melting softness of the looks—in that deep
pensiveness which the whole form betrayed. Yes:
her face, inclined downward, and with the eyes
fixed upon vacancy—that attitude of complete self-

abondonment—her mien and bearing—all were
pui-ely feminine now. Her lips were sliglitly apart

:

the polished ivory teeth were visible between their

coral lines; and that moutU. in its ripe redness,

with a dewy moisture upon it, appeared not coarse,

but borrowed a delicacy from the general expression

of the countenance.

Could she regard with indifference the deep and
impassioned idolatry of that handsome Spaniard ol

whom she was now thinking? Could she fail to be
moved by the earnest entreaties and the tender
prayers which app aied to be still murmuring in

her ears, in a voice naturally melodious, but ren-

dered doubly so when breathing the language ol

love? And as she reviewed her past insensibility

to that passion—and in this retrospection associated

the image of Count Clu-istoval with her thoughts

—

Could she not arrive at the comprehension of a by-

gone apathy aud a present change ? When she wat
his prisoner,— although experiencing towards him a

gi-atel'jl sense of certain kindnesses, tiiere wjis

nevertheless the true spirit of a woman to shield her

against the influence of love—that spirit which,

smarting under a sense of wrong, blended with her

natural pri .e, and made her fefl that it was not as

a prisoner she was to be wooed and won. So uiucli

for the indiirerence of tjie past- But what of tim

present ? In the natural generosity of her soul she

had put from her thoughts all sense of by-g.>n«

wrong, when she found Don Diego standing in iior

presence on the preceding evening, liy so d<>ing,

she had rxmoved, of her own accord—and yot at
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the time unconsciously—the main barrier which had

rendered her heart inaccessible to the influence of

his adoring affection. Thus they had met in Eng-

land on far different terms and under very different

circumstances from those in which they stood when

60 many months together in Spain. Had those

months been prolonged to years, and had those cir-

cumstances continued the same

—

she a captive, and

he the gaoler^her heart never would have become

accessible to the slightest impression which Christo •

val's assiduities sought to make upon it. But now
that they had met on other terms,

—

she in freedom,

he no longer appearing in the invidious light of a

captor

—

she independent to become the arbitress of

liis fate, he confessing that this destiny of his was

in her hands,—that impression had been made in an

hour which whole months under other circumstances

had failed to accomplish. The beauteous bird, im-

prisoned in a cage, may often be vainly wooed, and

coaxed, and encouraged to sing; and thus many
weeks and months, and long, long periods pass

in the utter silence of its melody : but when freed

from its captivity, it will in a moment pour forth

the blithe carol of its gushing music—nor in anger

for the past, refuse to warble it in the ears of him

who had been its gaoler. Like the bird of our me-

taphor, is often the heart of woman.
And so it was with Elizabeth Paton. On the

preceding evening she had persevered in the assur-

ance that she experienced towards Count Christoval

naught but friendship, and could feel no love : and

she truly thought so when she thus' spoke. But
each time the assurance was repeated, it was iu a

less firm voice, and with a gradually growing trc-

mulousness of the accents. The hand, too, which

she abandoned to him more than once, was snatched

away because she recoiled from the bare idea of

manifesting an undue weakness : and yet the

fervour of the kisses imprinted thereon, had not

failed to touch an elpctric chord vibrating to the

centre of her heart. Moreover, the strong mind of

Elizabeth Paton had been destined to enter upon
a pliase of wild romance : it was not merely enter-

ing upon that phase now—it was in the midst of it.

Had not Christoval reminded her that he had been
a bandit? and did not his words suddenly excite the

painful—aye, the poignant reminiscence, that she

had pursued a similar career .'' What therefore

was it now that was engaging her thoughts ? what
was the strange and fanciful phase of weird-like

roiuauce through which her mind was passing ?

The similarity between that episode iu his life and
that episode in her life, appeared to indicate that

they were destined for each other—inasmuch as this

parity of conditions had seemed to exist for the pur -

pose of abrogating tlio possibility of reproach from
one to the other. Pursuing the train of her re-

flections, Elizabeth Paton thought to herself that if

from the first moment she met Count Christoval in

Spain, it was written iu the book of destiny that she

should become his wife, certain circumstances were
requisite to work out that decree. Amongst those

circumstances was the imperious necessity which had
driven her to adopt in England a bandit career, simi-

lar to that which he had pursued in Spain. By these

moans was it brought about that they stood upon
the same level. He had been n bandit, and yet had
preserved unimpaired many of tiio liiiost, the most
cLiiviilrous, ouii liie most lua^utiuimous attributes ot'

man : she also had been a bandit, and had pre-

served the most estimable jewel with which woman
is endowed. All these considerations appeared to

' assimilate their conditions to an extraordinary

degree—to fit them for each other—to establish

something like a peculiar aptitude in their union

in short, to point him out as the only man to whom
she could dare reveal the secret of her career and
then accompany him to the altar—and to point her

out to him as the only woman whom he mi.,'ht take

as a wifj without the fear of always blushing as he

I

met her regards.

From all that we have bjen saying, the reader

may perceive that Elizabeth Paton was rapidly

succumbing beneath the influence of that wild

worship and ineffable idolatry of which she was the

object: she was yielding to that love so impetuous

yet so tender—so fervid and yet so delicate, which

the Spaniard experienced for her. No wonder that

there was this softness in her looks : no wonder that

all her traits should once more become unexception-

ably feminine. The influence of love was meltin:j

whatsoever of masculine hardiiiood or artificial

boldness wherewith her former pursuits and habita

had temporarily endowed her. She was becoming
a woman—all a woman—once again

!

But had she endeavoured to escape from such

thoughts as these, that on leaving her couch she had
taken up a book and thrown herself in that arm-

' chair to read it while waiting the entrance of her
' maid .'' Yes : she had attempted to divert her mind
;
from dwelling on these new ideas which were rising

' up witliiu her—stealing ii.to her brain, and gradually

diffusing their influence throughout her entire being.

,
Oil retiring to rest after her interview with Don
Diego Ckristoval, she had been unable to sleep—at

I least for some hours: she had remained awake,

pondering on all that had passed'—endeavouring to

1 persuade herself that her heart was not touched

—

that she was still inaccessible to love. ^Vhen sleep

had at length visited her eyes, the image of tho

handsome Spaniard appeared t-o her iu her dreams

;

and these were of a roseate hue. When she awoke
again, the bright sun of a cloudless August morning

was shining in at the window : she had risen from

the couch to avoid the influence of the thou^fhts uf

the over-night, and which had been continued in

her dreams: she had thrown herself into that arm-

chair—she had taken the book—she had endea-

voured to fix her attention upon its pages—but all

in vain ! Her eyes—those superb dark eyes—were

soon gazing upon vacancy : all the powers of her

vision were concentrating themselves inward, to

dwell with a more earnest look upon the image of

Count Christoval : her right arm drooped gradually

and languidly—and though her hand still retained

the volume, yet it was but mechanically—herself

being unconscious that she still held it. And thoa

had ensued that long train of reflections which we
have described.

Yes: the reverie was a long one; and at its con-

clusion, Elizabeth had reached the conviction that

Diego and herself were de-tiued for each otlier, unJ
that she must learn to love him as Ifc already loved

her. Ah I when once the meditations of a woman
have reached such a point as this, it ceases to be an
endeavour to love: it b-^eomes a facility -a neces-

sity—an ciisy and natural gliding into the expcrieuc*
I of the fullucsa of the heart's pasaioik
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Elizabeth Paton awoke from her reverie : she

was startled up by a new thought which had sud-

denly flashed in unto her mind. Was it that she

dreaded tc reveal to Count Christoval the one pas-

sage in her own life's history which assimilated her

condition unto his ? No : for this she would reveal

to him unreservedly and frankly aye, and even

if necessary^ with an eagerness which should prove

to him that he need never blush in her presence

when retrospecting- over the incidents of his own
career. What then was it which startled her thus ?

It was the recollection that she had been married

to Villebelle. True, she had surrendered up the

documents which she had held in proof of this

marriage : but was there not the record thereof in

the register at the British Embassy at Paris ? True
likewise, that the Marquis of Villebelle had married

anotlier : but was it not this latter marriage which
was void? and was not the former one valid ac-

cording to the laws of man? And then, too, her

father, the Marquis of Eagledean—would he for a

moment consent that she should contract another

marriage, oven though he might approve of the

Spanish noblemim as a suitor and forget the worst

portion of his antecedents ? These reflections were
gl(j'jiuy enough. But suddenly the light of hope
flashed in upon them. Had not her father enjoined

that she should resume her maiden name of Eliza-

beth Paton ? and in issuing this command, was it

not virtually and efiectually ignoring that former
marriage? Was it not blotting out as much as

possible the memory of chat mock-ceremony ? Yes :

j

Diego, in order that she might be in a position to

deliberate for the future ? And now arose in her

mind the transient fear that Christoval might recoil

from her when he learnt that episode in her life

which had struck her as so peculiarly assimilating

their positions. But no: this apprehension was
evanescent indeed—for she knew that the Count's

love was potent beyond the exercise of any volition

on his part— amounting to an idolatry over the

romantic infatuation of which he held not the slight-

est control!

On this fourth morning, then, she penned a brief

note to Don Diego Christoval— to the efl'ect that she

would meet him at seven o'clock in the evening at a
particular spot, which she described, and which ho

'

could not fail to comprehend, as he raust have passed

that way both coming and returning on the evening
of their first interview. Throughout that day Eliza-

beth preserved the same external calmness as
hitherto. She had no fear of being prevented from
keeping the appointment by any proposal on the
part of Frank or i.dolphus to accompany her on an
evening walk. For we must here observe that both
she and Frank were giving Adolphus lessons on such
branches of education as he had experienced no
opportunity of pursuing since he was twelve years
old, on account of his long captivity from that date

of his life, at Beech-Tree Lodge. It was imme-
diately after breakfast (hat Elizabeth took her turn
to instruct him ; and in the evening, after dinner,

Frank became the fi'iendly tutor. Thus was it that

Elizabeth felt assured of being enabled to go forth

it must be conjectured—it must likewise be hoped ,

alone and meet Don Diego Christoval. But did she
—that such was the idea which the Marquis of ,

not reflect that perhaps she was acting in a way of
Eagledean had entertained when bidding his newly

j

which her father would disapprove ? This idea had
found daughter resume her maiden name.

j

not escaped her consideration : but she had resolved

Did Elizabeth upon this occasion resolve to fulfil that the interview about to take place should be the
her promise speedily, and write to Count Christoval? last until the return of the Marquis of Eagledean.
No : she determined to wait a few days—to examine Indeed, she sought this interview for the purpose
ntill more minutely and deliberately into the condi- of assuring herself that Christoval would still con-

tion of her heart. But this was not so easy as she tinue in the same mind towards her after he had
at first fancied. She composed her looks in such a learnt the one evil episode in her life. It was necos-

manucr that when Alice, her maid, entered the sary she should arrive at a certainty on this sub-

chamber to assist at the morning toilet, she saw not jcct before she made any communication to the

that there was anything peculiar on the part of her Marquis in respect to the appearance of the Spanaird
mistress ; and throughout that day, too, did Eliza- feelings in the neighbourhood, and her own altered

beth Paton so bear herself that neither her brother towards him.

nor Adolphus observed aught unusual or difi'erent
[

The spot which she had appointed for the inter-

in her demeanour. The next day it was the same.
]

view, was about half-a-railo from the mansion, and
But all this while there was a rapidly increasing in a somewhat secluded lane. Thither she proceeded

love springing up in the soul of Aizabeth Paton. at the hour specified: and now her beating heart,

The spirit had gone forth over the hidden waters of her throbbing temples, and the flushing which sht

her heart : they had sparkled and bubbled up felt upon her cheeks, aflbrded additional ev"idoucei

quickly—the springs of the fountain were opened— to those she had previously acquired that her feel-

and each fresh thought that they engendered gave ings had indeed undergone an immense change ia

a new impulse to their flow. Had she been ten respect to Count Christoval.

years younger, she would have taken as many days The moment she appeared in the lane, she beheld

—perhaps as many weeks—to comprehend what him hastening—almost flying, towards her. H«
love was, as now it required hours to endow her approached with anxious looks of su'^ponse, socking

with its fullest experience. And thus, during these to read upon her countenance the,^^ of his destiny,

two days, she felt a growing inclination to accord the Oh! love has a wondrous prescience—a marvellous

handsome Spaniard the promised interview. The power of penetration !—an electric spark seems to

third day passed—and the struggle to restrain her- fly from heart to heart, revealing in a moment as

self from penning the lines whicli should bring that much as it would take minutes or hours for words

interval about, was maintained with a greater dilli- to make known. Between two hearts that love, and
culty. On the fourth morning she asked herself though communicating thus by that mutual and
wherefore she should delay it any longer? and what mystic intuition, there is as rapid an exchange of

reason there was why she should not come to a thought as between the two extremities of the eloc-

peody explanation concerning herself with Don trie telegraph—thus outstripping by au almost
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inexplicable agency all other means of reciprocal

correspondence.
" Heaven be thanked—I am happy, I am happy !"

ejaculated the impassioned Christoval, the moment

he was near enough to catch in warm transfusion

the first glance of Elizabeth's eyes ; ajid with all the

fervid rapture of his enthusiastic nature, he seized

her in his arms—he strained her to his wildly

throbbing breast.

Nor did she immediately disengage herself from

that embrace. She allowed her form to remain en-

folded by those arms thus fervidly flung around her

:

she received upon her lips the impassioned caresses of

love: she caught the electric fire-and she gave

those kisses back again. But this scene of tender-

ness-profound, glowing, ineffably delicious—lasted

but a few moments ; and then, gently withdrawing

herself from the embrace of the enraptured Spaniard,

Elizabeth said in earnest tones, " Yes, I love thoe^-

I love thee
!"

Don Diego Christoval gave no immediate repl»

—no words escaped his lips—the power of utterance

was suspended: but his looks far more eloquently

testified to the fervid rapturous joy that filled his

heart. Never had he experienced such emotions :

he seemed to be in the midst of paradise, but over-

come by the intoxicating influence of its fragrance

and its beauties. His brain swam round: the

delirium was wild and whirling—but delicious

beyond all power of description. Elizabeth compre-

hended the ecstacy which her adorer's heart expe-

riented ; and it was an augmentation of her own

happiness to feel that she had been the source of

Buch ineffable delight.

" Is it possible—is it indeed possible ?" said the

Spaniard, his feelings at length breaking the seal

which an overpowering bliss had placed upon his

lips ; " is it a reahty ? or is it a dream ? Oh, it is a

joyous reality—it is an ecstatic truth ; and at this

moment the world contains not a being happier than

I. Captivity is now recompensed: anxiety, care,

Buspense, and suffering—all are amply rewarded

!

Dearest, dearest Elizabeth—it is the devotion of

all the rest of my life that you have this day ensured

unto yourself
!"

" My dear Diego," she said, " tranquillize your

emotions—let us speak deliberately—for I have

much to tell you. Give me your arm, and we will

walk here awhile together. I am about to deal

frankly and candidly with you : I am about to un-

fold some circumstances of my life upon which I

can only look back with sorrow and regret. But at

once understand me "

" I do already understand you, dearest Elizabeth,"

he interjected: "for your friend Miss Marshall

spoke enthusiastically of the stainless purity of your

character as a woman."
" And did she tell you no more ?" asked Elizabeth,

in a tremulous voice.

"She told me that although you had for some

years passed by the name of Mrs. Chandos, yet you

might confidently and truly proclaim yourself to be

unmarried. Ah! your friend. Miss Marshall, took

compassion on my suspense—she sympathized with

nio in my aLxioty to learn all those particulars

concerning you, so deeply, deeply interesting to

myself."

"But there is now a revelation," interrupted

Eliaabeth, " which It behoves mo to make without

delay. Diego," she continued, looking him full ia

the face, and yet with a deep blush upon her cheeka

and the glitter of uneasiness in her eyes, " what

would you think of me if I w-ere to confess that

what you have been in Catalonia, have I been in

England ?"

" Oh ! no more of this, my worshipped and adored

Elizabeth !" ejaculated the Count in fervid accents.

" Had I even found you a lost woman—the mo«t

depiaved of your sex,- had I discovered you plunged

deep down into the slough of shame and self-

abandonment,—had I been compelled to seek the

vilest den of pollution itself in order to drag you

thenct.—1 shouRl not have continued the less your

devoted lover, your constant worshipper ! But, aa

a woman, j'ou are all that a lover can admire or a

husband hope to find ; and whatsoever misdeeds of

another character you may have been driven or led

to commit, weigh as naught with me. You love me,

Elizabeth—you have given me your heart—you

will become my wife—and my happiness is incapa-

ble of diminution
!"

"Thanks—a thousand thanks, dearest Diego,"

murmured Elizabeth, " for this assurance :"—and

throwing her arms about his neck, she embraced

him tenderly of her own accord.

They walked together for half-an-hour, during

which Elizabeth represented to the Count that she

was under such immense obligations to her bene-

factor Mr. Gunthorpe, that she dared take no far-

ther step in respect to her love for Christoval until

that gentleman returned from Wales. She thought

it better at present not to reveal the secret of Mr.
Gunthorpe's high rank, and of the close affinity

which subsisted between him and her : for the Mar-
quis had enjoined the strictest secrecy on that sub-

ject, and his daughter would not violate it, even to

that man from whom, if she were the complete

mistress of her actions, she would have withheld

not a single incident or thought.
" Mr. Gunthorpe's absence," she proceeded to

observe, " will not be very long—because I know
that he has a particular appointment to keep in

London with a young friend of his, a certain i£r.

Deveril, for the 20th or 21st of this month. But if,

by any accident his absence should be prolonged

even until then, I will write to him—I will tell him

everything—how you have sought me in England

—how my heart has been so suddenly filled with •

devoted love towards you ; and I will beseech him

to give his permission that you may visit at the

mansioi^ But in the interval we must see each

other no more."
" No more ? and for many days !" said Count

Christoval in melancholy accents. " Do not be thus

cruel, my beloved one, after having infused so much
happiness into my heart

!"

" It must be as I have said, Diego," she replied,

earnestly and entreatingly. " You would not injure

me with my benefactor—you would not encourage

me to disobedience ? No : it is an additional proof

of your love which I now demand. Rest assured

that the strength of mine will not be impaired by

this temporary separation. Will you not agree to

my proposal ?"—and as she thus spoke, Elizabeth

pressed his hand, gaaing at the same time beseech-

ingly and tenderly upon him.
" I will do all that you require," he answered,

giving back that look of fondness. " But our separ'
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*Mon mast aot last for many days :. It would !>#-

come insupportable for me I You promise, d«ar

Elizabeth, that I shall not be doomed to a long

absence from you ?" .-

" Judge my feelings by your own," she replied.

"And now, dearest Diego, we must separate."
" Farewell, my own well-beloved !'

claimed, once more folding her m his arms " fare-

well, farewell—and remember thit I shall endure

with a cruel impatience the mterval that ib to

elapse ere we meet again."

They separated—and Elizabeth Paton retraced

her way slowly to.the mansion, feeling the warmth
of her lover's kisses still upon her lips and cheeks,

and the pressure of his arm around her waist Her
heart, too, was filled with indestribal)le emotions of

happiness and joy ; and she murmured to herself,

"Now I can discourse with Fiank upon the deli-

cious sensations of love !"

CHAPTER LXXXIX.
THE RETREAT m "W AI ES.

Its the vicinity of Rhavadergwj—a town in Walea
—eiood a small but pleasing residence, in one of

No. 5). THIRD SKRIK^
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Mo«t picturesque ( arts of Radnorshire. The site of

Jris hahir.auon was upon an eminence : and a beauti-

ful j^ardcD sloped gently down to a purling rivulet

a-liich formed its boundary. In the rear of the

bouse there was a pacldock, in which the deer dis-

ported gaily, and where the swans floated upon a

.arge piece of artificial water.

It was about eleven o'clock in the forenoon, that

H\e Marquis of Eagledean, having walked forth

from Rhavadergwy, where he arrived on the cre-

Tious evening, approached this dwelling of which

vre have just spoken. His countenance expressed

a mingled anxiety and seriousness. More than six-

teen years had elapsed since he had seen Lady Ever-

ton; and he was now abouS to present himself

before her. He had learnt in the town that she

lived in an almost total seclusion —that she was ex-

ceedingly charitable and devout—but that it was

generally repotted and believed in the neighbour-

hood that her reason was affected. The Marquis

had not chosen to appear too minute in his inquiries

;

and therefore beyond theso few particulars he had

learnt little or nothing.

On reaching the vicinage of the habitation, bo

ttopped short at a distance of about fifcy yards, and

gazed upon it with the feeling we have above de-

•crioed,—a feeling of mingled seriousness and

anxiety. Yes : upwards of sixteen years had elapsed

•ince he had seen her—and she was then thirty

years of age. She must therefore be now forty-six.

Must not an immense change have been accom-

plished during this interval in her personal appear-

ance ?—a change too all the more remarkable and
all the greater, because it was not the lapse of

years alone that would have effected it—care and
»orrow would have combined to accomplish the

work. There was somethmg profoundly sad—some-

thing indeed solemnly awful in the thoaght, that

perhaps in a few minutes he would at a single

glance be enabled to observe the full extent of that

change, and to perceive how powerful had been the

ravages of time and the desolating influences of

affliction. And then—as he stood thus meditating

—back to the mind of the Marquis of Eagledean

fame the image of Alexandrina as she was when he

had last seen her. Then she was in all the glorious

beauty of womanhood,—perfectly resembling that

^rtrait which he had so recently seen in his daughter

Elizabeth's possession, and wh'ch was engraved

from an original painted in 1828, when she was in

her thirtieth year. Then her countenance was of a

perfectly oval-shape, with a forehea^i of noble

height—a forehead, too, fair and pure as the chast-

est marble of Paros: and the splendid face was
wont to be framed with a perfect cloud of raven

tresses showering upon her superb shoulders and
upon her back. Then the darkly pencilled brows

threw out in lovelier contrast the purity of those

temples on the opals of which they were set; and

the long ebon fringes of the eyes mitigated without

subduing the lustre of the magnificent orbs thcm-

•elvcs. Then, too, the Ups from which his own had

•o often culled ecstatic but guilty kisses, were full

and of the richest redness; and the low-bodied

dress, which she was wont to wear in coippliance

with the fashion of the age, afforded a glimpse Qf

the wftll-proportionod bust. Such was the bright

and beautiful image which was conjured up to the

memory of the Marquis of Eagledean—the imago

of her who had possessed his first and only love—
the love of an entire life ! And as he reflected upon

this image, and thought how time and affliction

might have marred those lovely lineaments, rendering

their possessor prematurely old,—the tears trickled

down the nobleman's cheeks ; and he wept—Oh I

he wept as convulsively as a child!

And was noi he too changed ? Would even the

penetrating eyes of love,—if love she stili cherished '

towards him—be enabled to discern in his altered

person on<» single lineament to remind her of the

handsome and courtly individual who had been the

object of her worship in by-gone years ? The Mar-
quis indeea felt that the meeting which was about to

take place, would be under very painful circum*

stances.

Wiping away the tears from his cheeks, and
subduing his emotions as well as he was able. Lord '

Eagledean advanced a little nearer to the dwelling
]

and reached a hedge-row that bordered the garden
|

on the side skirting the road along which he waa
j

walking. In a fesv moments he beheld a lady de-

scending the steps of the front-door. She camo
forth slowly—looking neither to the right nor to the

toft—but with her eyes bent downward, as if in

deepest thought. She was dressed in black ; and *
sable veil was thrown over her head—but not so at

to conceal her features. From the point where the

Marquis suddenly halted on perceiving her, he could

not obtain even the slightest glimpse of that coun-

tenan.w; and yet he felt convinced that this was

the Alexandrina of his enduring and faithful love!

Yes— the figure was exactly of her stature : it was

not bowed by years—it was still upright as in her

youthful days he had known it to be. But it was

from an intuitive presentiment rather than from

actual observation, that he experienced the conrio-

tion that this was she whom he sought.

He remained where he was concealed behind the

hedge, hoping that she would approach near enough

on the other side for him to observe her attentively

and well, so that whatever shock might be destined

for him from her altereil appearance should havs

passed away ore he rev.-aleJ himself to her. De-

scending the steps, she traversed a large grass plat

in front of the mansion—and then slowly entered

the gravel-walk which ran behind the hedge. Hci

steps were deliberate: she advanced like one who

was all the time absorbed in profound thought, and

who took no notice of the trees, the flowers, and th«

natural beauties by which she was surrounded.

The sun was powerful—and she drew her veil com-

pletely over her countenance: so that as she ap-

proached nearer to the spot where Lord Eagledean

stood, he could obtain no glimpse of those features

on which he yearned to gaze again. But her figure

was little impaired by the lapse of time : it was not

emaciated —it was not reduced to leanness—on the

contrary, it presented all the fine con' ours of ft

more youthful period. Could this lady indeed b»

she whom ho had come to visit ?

She passed by on the other side of the rerdan*

barrier ; and the Marquis strained his eyes to pene-

trate also through the thick folds of the veil : but

the attempt was vain—he could not catch the slight-

est glimpse of the countenance thus hidden. Sh«

proceeded on towards the lower part of the garden;

and Lord Eagledean continued his way to the gmto

which afforded admittance to the grouadst
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He opened it—b« entered the garden—and tlieu

b« hesitated whether to go and accost that lady, or

whether to advance up tu the house at once and

make the usual inquiry which a visitor would put.

At that moment a domestic, in a plain dark livery,

appeared upon the stops : he was an (Ad man, and

one who might at once be set down as being a faith-

ful dependant of long standing in his present service.

The Marquis accosted him, and said, •'! wish to see

Iiady Everton : is that hor ladyship walking yonder

ia. the garden ?"

'• It is, sir," responded the old servant : "but her

ladyship receives no visitors. All matters of business

must be conducted through Mrs. Jameson "

"Ah!" ejaculated Lord Eaglodean : for he remem-

bered that this was the friendly housekeeper at

Everton Park, who had been admitted into the

confidence of her mistress in respect to the birth of

the two children. " But I have some very particular

iuielligence to communicate."
" if so, sir," observed the footman, " there will be

no harm in your introducing yourself to her lady-

ship : she can but refer you, if necessary, to Mrs.

Jameson."

The old man spoke courteously—even benevo-

lently; and the Marquis of Eagledean, thus en-

couraged, was about to hasten away towards the

extremity of the garden—when it suddenly occurred

to him that if Alexandrina should chance to recog-

nize him at once, a scene might possibly ensue which

she would afterwards deeply regret and wish to have

been avoided. He accordingly turned back again

towards the footman,—saying, "All things consi-

iered, it would perhaps be better that I should see

Mrs. Jameson tirst."

The domestic bowed, and led the way through a
hall, up a staircase, to a room where an old woman
with hair as white as snow was seated, occupied with

her knitting. She was dressed in black ; and in

her look benevolence was mingled with sadness.

She was not so much altered but that the Marquis
would have recognized her, even if he had not been
informed who she was.

" Mrs. Jameson, a gentleman wishes to see you on
lome business connected with her ladyship;"—and
having placed a chair for the accommodation of the

Marquis, the old footman withdrew from the apart-

ment.

Lord Eagledean sat down, and did not imme-
diately speak—for he saw that Mrs. Jameson's looks

had been at once earnestly fixed upon him. They
grew more searching ; the expression of her counte-

nance showed that memory was doing its work
faithfully, and that he wouhl be recognized by her.

i

J. h ! then if she were thus enabled to penetrate
'

through the change and alteration which years had
efi'ected in him, how much more easily would Lady
Everton have done so ! and how prudent was the
precaution he had thus taken in seeing Mrs. Jame-
cm fir.st!

" My lord, my lord," said the old woman, trem-
i

bling from head to foot with the violence of her
'

emotions, " I know you—I recognize you 1 What
brings you hither ?"

J

" Need you ask ?" inquired the Marquis : " can
you not conjecture?"

|

" But your wife, my lord—the Marchioness ol"

Eaglodean," interrupted Mrs. Jameson,—" is she
not still aiivr } is she no moreP"

i

" Good heavens !" ejaculated the nobleman : for

these words struck him as a revelation, instant*,
neously making known to his comprehension some
new phase in the villany of Mr. Everton. " My
wife—the Marchioness of Eagledean —— I never
was married!"

A cry of mingled joy and astonishment burst forth

from the aged housekeeper's hps, as she started up
from her chair : then fixing her looks earnestly

;

and penetratingly upon the Marquis, she said,

j

"My lord, I adjure you by everything you deem

I

solemn and holy, to proclaim the truth, whatsoeve*
it may be

!"

" I have already proclaimed it," he replied, pro-
foundly agitated. "I am incapable of deceit. I
never have been married^^No : never, never has
the image of youi" mistress been absent from thit

heart of mine!"
" Oh what misery—what long years of misery,

wretchedness, and woe mi^jht have been spared tc

my poor mistress, had she known the truth!"—an<J

as Mrs. Jameson spoke, she resumed her seat, wring-
ing her hands, while tears trickled down the coun-
tenance that was furrowed with age.

" The blackest iniquities have been perpetrated,"

said the Marquis with bitter vehemence :
" but until

this moment I did not even suspect their fullest

extent. And now let me hasten to ask you a ques-

tion Does Lady Everton know that her son
Adolphus is yet alive ?"

Mrs. Jameson gave a wild start—and then sink-

ing back in the chair, gazed in speechless astonish-

ment upon the Marquis of Eagledean. She
evidently knew not what to think : and by tha
expression of her countenance it was apparent that

she feared his reason was unsettled.

" No, my good woman—faithful dependant ot
your mistress that 1 am sura you have been—I am
not deceived—I am not deceiving you ! It is another
truth that I proclaim—Adolphus lives—and what is

more, his rights are acknowledged! Yes—his vil-

iauous uncle has abandoned the title and estates

which he had usurped !"

"Then, may God be thanked!" said the old

woman in a tone of the profoundest piety. " There
may yet be happiness in this world for my poor
mistress:"—and having thus spoken, she clasped

her hands together—raised her venerable counte-

nance—and the prayer of thanksgiving, which she
baid inwardly, wavered upon her thin lips.

" I see that we have much to talk about—many
things to converse upon," resuirwd the Marquis,
after a paue, " ere the intelligence be broken to

your mistress that her son is alive and that I am
within these walls. In a few words let me liko'.viso

explain to you that our two children Elizabeth

and Frank are well and happy. They are beneath
my roof in the neighbourhood of Loudon But
again you survey me with the deepest amaze-
ment?"

"Because, ray lord, it has this moment become
your turn," replied Mrs. Jameson, " to reveal another

phase in that scheme of villany which has beea
practised towards my poor mistress. Four years

have elapsed since she was assured in a letter from
her brother-in-law, that poor Frank was no more—

<

and that Elizabeth, having inherited Ais fortun«

according to the terms of your lordship's trust-dood,

WM dissipating it rapidly, aa sho tad ahre»Jjr du-
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gipated her own, amongst the profligate and dis-

folute."

"All false—abominably, atrociously false !" ejacu-

lated the Marquis, springing up from his chair, and

beginning to pace the apartment in a terrible state

of excitement and rage. " Oh, tlie monsters to

whom the welfare of these dear children was en-

trusted !—Oh, that miscreant Everton ! Shall they,

afi,er all, be suffered to escape condign punishment ?

or shall not a terrific vengeance alight upon their

heads? But no, no: there are a thousand consi-

derations 1 must calm myself—I must compose

these wildly agitated feelings of mine !"

Thus speaking, Lord Eagledean resumed his seat;

and giving his hand to Mrs. Jameson, he said in

an altered voice—a voice full of solemn emotion,

—

" You have been a kind and faithful friend to your

mistress : accept my heartfelt gratitude !"

" Oh, my lord," she replied, the tears still stream-

ing down her cheeks, " you know not what happi-

ness you have imparted to my soul ! And what

happiness, too, is now in store for her ladyship!

But let us hasten to discourse on those subjects

which require mutual explanation ; for I long—Oh,

I long to be enabled to go and commence break-

ing to my dear mistress all the joyous intelligence

that I shall have to impart
!"

" In respect to my beloved children Elizabeth and

Frank," said the Marquis, " I need not tell you that

now they are under my care, they are amply and

richly provided for: but the fortunes that I settled

upon them upwards of sixteen years ago, have been

self-appropriated by those villains Petersfield and

Marston."

"Heavens, her ladyship's own brother!" ejacu-

lated the housekeeper. "And it is false, then, that

Elizabeth has led an evil life - that she ran away
from her husband the Marquis of Villebelle, with a

paramour "

" All false—all diabolically false !" exclaimed the

Marquis : then, in a graver tone, he added, " It is

my firm conviction that no female in the land can

boast herself more pure, more chaste, than my
daughter Elizabeth. I have not time now to enter

into details : suffice it for me to tell you that her

marriage with the Marquis of Villebelle was a

mockery—a marriage into which she was coerced by

the villain Marston—a marriage that was never

consummated, and one which would not hold good

according to the English law. As for Frank, Lord

Petersfield procured him a situation —a monial one,

at Court. It was so easy for a peer of the realm

thus to dispose of a youth whom ho had basely

plundered! But little did he imagine that poor

Frank's memory would be so good in recognizing

those whom he had seen in his earlier years. One
day, two ladies whom he had met in the company
of his mother at Everton Park, and also at St.

James's, appeared at Court together. I know not

who they couUl have been
"

" Lady Hesketh and her beautiful cousin Miss

Villiers," remarked Mrs. Jameson. "Tiiey must

have been the two ladies to whom your lordship

alludes. I will tell your lordship presently how
they came to be acquainted with Lady Evertou's

Becret."

"Well," continue*! the Marquis of Eagledean,
" as I was saying, Frauk recoguiiod that Lady
Jtesketh whom you have named, and her beautiful

cousin Miss Villiers, when they appeared at Coari
together. But although he thus recognized theto,

he knew not their names. They, aa a matter at

prudence, donied that they were acquainted with

j

him—denied indeed that they knew who he was, or

had ever seen hiin before. Doubtless the report of his

death had not reached their ears ; or else they would

have seemed still more surprised. But certain it i*

that soon afterwards Lord Petersfield thought it

better to have Frank removed from a place whero

he might meet them again ; and he accordingly

transferred him to the service of Lady SaxondaiA,

at whose mansion he was no doub" well aware that

Lady Hesketh and Mi34 Villiers did not visit."

" Oh, what a ramification of treachery '." cried

Mrs. Jameson, holding up her hands in astonish-

ment and dismay. " Years have elapsed siuce any
communication took place between these lad es and

my mistress: for when Lady Everton resolve! up>oa

retu'ing to this seclusion in Wales, she broke off

all her past friendships—resigaed all her previous

acquaihtances!"
" And therefore," observed the Marquis, " Lord

Petersfield entertained little fear that your poor

mistress would learn from Lady Hesketh or Miss

Villiers that her son Frank was really alive and had

been seen in a menial capacity at the Palace. But
now, Mrs. Jameson, have the goodness to explain

to me those matters concerning which I am yet in

the dark,—all that occurred, in short, from the

time that I quitted England in the year 1823."

"I will, my lord," responded the old house-

keeper :
" but it shall be as succinctly as I can—for

I am sure that you are impatient to have speech of

her ladyship."
'• Yes," replied Lord Eagledean :

" but ere we meet,

I would rather be acquainted with everything—so

that she may he spared the pain of having any ex-

planations to give.
'

"Your lordship can well understand," resumed
Mrs. Jameson, "that the knowledge of my poor

lady's secret put her completely in the power of

that bad man her brother-in-law. He came and

gave his orders at the Park just as if he were the

master. He represented to my poor mistress that

after all he had learnt, she was not a fit and proper

person to have full charge of her son Adolphua

during the father's absence. He removed Adolphus

to the western extremity of the building,—lodging

him in apartments to which there was a communi-
cation by means of the private stau-case. He in-

troduced creatures of his own to surround the boy—
to attend upon him—and doubtless to keep watch

over him also. As the time approached for my
lord's arrival from India, Mr. Everton scut up all

the old servants of the Park to the town-house in

Lond'in, for the purpose, as he said, of making the

fullest {rrepar.itious there to receive his lordship.

I was packed off along with the rest ; and Everton

Park was left in the hands of the strange domestics

whom Mr. Everton had planted there. I went
away with a heavy heart—for I suspected some
mischief: but I was relieved to a certain extent

when I found that Mr. Everton himself was about

to proceed to London and pass a few days at his

own house. I will now describe what took place at

the Park after I and my 'ellow-servants had re-

moved to the town-residence ; although I did not

learn the lull particulai-g from my mistress's lips
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antil some time later. It appears that several days

jlapsed, during which her brother-ia-law being

aliseat, she was permitted to enjoy more of the

society of Adolpbus than she had previously been.

But one day she was taken seriously ill. I must

tell you that Mr. Everton had located a medical

man at the Park, under pretence of watching over

the health of Adolphus. My poor lady has often

declared to me her conviction that she was taken so

seriously ill in consequence of some medicine which

that surgeon had persisted in prescribing for her-

self. Certain it is that she fell into a complete

state of stupor—a lethargy which rendered her un-

conscious of all that was passing around her. In

this condition she remained nearly a week; and
when she came to herself, it was only to learn the

dreadful intelligence that Adolphus had been taken

ill on the same day as herself—just one week back

—and that he had died during the night. Indeed,

the funeral was to take place on that very same
day on which my poor mistress recovered her

senses. Her anguish was ineffable: it ttmst have

been so—and in the wildness of her despair, as she

afterwards told me, she plainly and openly accused

her brother-in-law, who in the meantime had re-

' turned to the Park, of making away with his

nephew. He rejected the accusation with an in-

dignant burst of passion, which seemed so natural

that it made her ladyship regret she should have

advanced such a charge. The medical man was

there to corroborate Mr. Everton's denial of the

wickedness ; and for the time being the poor lady's

dark suspicions were lulled, or perhaps absorbed in

the bitterness of her grief. She had not the satis-

faction, as she subsequently observed to me, of con-

templating her dear child's remains: for they were

already, as was represented to her, locked up in the

coffin which was about to be borne away to the

tomb. She was however conveyed by her female

dependants to the chamber of death : and she wept

scalding tears over the colfiu. She was borne back

to her own room in a state of uuoonsciousaess

—

fever supervened—and she remained delirious for

several days. When convalescent, her brother-in-

law remonstrated with her for the infamous charge

she had levelled against him ; and while again in-

dignantly repudiating it, he bade her observe that

it was an ungrateful recompense for his kind for-

bearance in keeping the secret of her amour with

your lordship. My poor lady fancied she behold a

threat in this intimation ; and though her sus-

picions in respect to poor Adolphus's death revived

somewhat in her bosom, she telt herself so com-

pletely in the power of her brother-in-law that she

dared not give utterance to another word."

"The earth contains no miscreant greater than

that brother-in-law!" interjected the Marquis of

Eagledean. "Mrs. Jameson, all those arraiigeiaouts

which he made at the Park, and which you have

di;3cribed,—the surrounding Adolphus with his own
creatures — the introduction of a medical man,
doubtless well bribed to his interests—the sending

away of yourself and the other faithful servants of

the household—and the administration of some me-
dicament which paralysed her ladyship for a whole
week,—all these things were done to enable him to

carry out his diabolical design 1 For the corpse of

a pauper boy was secretly conveyed into tlie house by

ftight—while Adolphus waa borne away to Bccch-

Tree Lodge,—a place possessed by Mr. Evertou. la

the village of Hornsey, and where poor Adolphus
remained sixteen years in captivity!"

Mrs. Jameson was horrified at this statement;

and some minutes elapsed ere she could resume her

narrative. But at length she continued thus :—
" As soon as my poor mistress was again conval-

escent, she hastened to London to be at the town-
mansion when her husband should arrive from
India : and then it was she told me of all that had
taken place at the Park. Of course the tidings of

Adolphus's death had already reached us in London
;

and I can assure you that heads were gloomily

shaken, suspicious looks exchanged, and dark mis-

givings murmuringly whispered amongst us alL

But what could we say? what could we do?

—

and I, who was most in her ladyship's secrets, knew
how completely she was in the power of her brother-

in-law ! Well, the General returned from India.

Oh ! how altered he was. He never was of prepos-

sessing appearance : but he came back looking like

a wretched old man—with broken constitution and
shattered health, all sacrificed at the shrine of his

ambition ! It was a hard task for my poor lady to

maintain anything like composure when he conversed

with her upon her pursuits during the years of his

absence. He was much cut up by hearing of the

death of his son,—which intelligence, I should

observe, had reached him the instant he set foot ia

England, and therefore previous to his arrival in

London. In one sense it was fortunate that her

ladyship had an excuse for her affliction and her
tears : inasmuch as her grief constituted a mask to

veil from her husband's eyes the confusion and the

remorse she felt at encountering him again. A few
months afterwards he died. There was no foul play
in his case : he was hovering on the verge of the

tomb when he arrived in England. His brotlier

then assumed the title and took possession of the

estates,—her ladyship having only a jointure of

three thousand a-year."

"And were you aware," asked Lord Eagledean,
" that at the expiration of twelve months from his

lordship's death, I wrote from Germany to your
poor mistress ?"

" Yes, my lord—I am approaching that subject

now. Her brotherin-law, who had become Lord
Everton, doubtless expected that you would take

some such step as that—and of course, from all you
have told me, it by no means suited him that you
should return to England."

" No—because he might have been well aware
that if I became the husband of your mistress, i

should institute a strict inquiry into the circum-

stances of Adolphus's death. And moreover," con-

tinued the Marquis of Eagledean, " there can be

no doubt that ho had already come to an undor-

standiug with his sister -in law's brother. Sir John
Marston,—that while he was to do what he thought

fit to obtain the title and estates of Everton,

Marston and Peterslield might on their side look

upon the fortunes of Elizabeth and Frank as their

own booty. But proceed, Mrs. Jameson."
" Well, my lord, I was going to observe," con-

tinued the old housekeeper, " that my lady's

brother-in-law was on the look-out either for your
return to England, or else for the arrival of letters

from you. A letter did come—and he intercepted

it. When he had read it, he took it to utxy miatress,
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whom he allowed, or rather compelled to reside at

(h« Park. She was in a bad state of health—deeply

darponding—and with a mind painfully attenuated.

In luch a condition it was not a very difficult task

foi him to coerce her into a particular course of

action : her reputation waa in his hands—he could

•hatter her fair fame at any moment, as if it were

brittle glass! He compelled her to write back a

particular style of answer to yourself; and he knew
from what you had previously written, that it would

prove concluBive—for you had left my dear mistress

to decide upon your fate. No reply came: or if

you ever wrote again, the letters reached not my
mistress."

" I never wrote again," observed the Marquis of

Eagledean. " I retired to Italy— adopted an

assumed name—and dwelt in retirement."

" My lady's brother-in-law," continued the house-

keeper, " appeared now to feel more assured of his

own position : he no doubt concluded that all appre-

hensions which had arisen on your account, were

fully disposed of. Time wore on—and her ladyship

became more her own mistress : she was gradually

relieved from the species of restraint which her

brother-in-law had put upon her. Sometimes she

went to stay with the Princess Sophia at St. James's

Palace : but generally she dwelt at the Park. She

felt dull and lonely ; and she invited Miss Dalrymple

and Miss Villiers to stay with her. These two

young ladies were cousins—they were orphans too,

and totally dependent upon distant relatives, whom
they did not love. It was therefore a pleasure to

them to experience the friendship of my poor mis-

tress—while on the other hand it was a pleasure to

her to have them with her. They became her

bosom-friends. It was in the year 1832 that her

ladyship inquired of her brother Sir John Marston,

whether any tidings had been heard of your lord-

ship. The reply was in the negative : but doubtless

Sir John informed Lord Everton or Mr. Mverton

as he all along ought to have been called that

such an inquiry had been made. That bad man,
naturally trembling lest his sister-in-law's affection

for your lordship was as strong as ever, aad might

lead to the revival of a correspondence between you,

paid a visit soon afterwards to the Park, and dis-

played a letter which he purported to have received

from some place on the Continent, and which letter

contained an account of your lordship's mar-
riage."

*' A base fabrication—a vile forgery '." interjected

the Marquis of Eagledean.
" Alas ! we knew it not at the time : and the in-

telligence," continued Mrs. .Jameson, "struck my
poor mistress as with a death-blow. It destroyed a

hope—the last hope which she had all along cber

ishcd: namely, that you would still return. She
became dangerously ill: once more did delirium

seize upon her—and one evening in her ravings she

betrayed her secret to Miss Dalrymple and Miss
Villiers. But they were kind-hearted, generous-

minded girls—the elder not more than twenty-one
•t that time, the other two years younger ; and they
deeply sympathized with their friend and benefac-

tress. As she got bettor, she experienced a deep
yearning to see her children; anil they were accord-

ingly brought by Mrs. Burnaby to the Park. This
WHS with the consent of her broHicr-iu-law-but
oytlj uu the condition that immediately afterwards

|

' Elizabeth should be removed from the caro of Hn,
Burnaby and sent to a boarding -school."

" The better," observed the Marquis of Eagledean,
" to enable Petersfield and Marston to work out

their ulterior designi. But pray proceed."

" My narrative i« drawing towards an end," said

Mrs. Jameson. "A year afterwards my poor mis-

tress was on a visit to the Princess Sophia at St.

James's Palace. Lord Petersfield presided over the

Princess's household: and by his permission her

ladysbip was allowed to see her Httle Frank again.

About ten months after that, Mrs. Burnaby died.

Then Lord Petersfield decided upon sending Frank
to the same school at Southampton where his sister

EUzabeth had already been two years But be-

fore he was conducted thither, Lady Everton beg-

ged that she miglit see him. Lord Petersfield de-

clared that it must be for the last time, as the boy

was getting too old to permit these occasional

interviews to be continued with any safety to her

ladyship's secret. His . lordship brought Frank to

the Park—and t'nen took him to Southampton.

Shortly after this incident Miss Dalrymple became
the wife of Sir Albert Hesketh; and her cousin

Miss Villiers went to reside permanently with her.

Lady Everton now resolved to carry into execution

a plan which she had some time back conceived

:

namely, that of retiring from the world. All her

hopes of happiness in this life were dead within

her ; she believed your lordship married to another

—she had seen her children, as she thought, for the

last time—and for their future welfare she had little

apprehension, knowing how bounteously your lord-

ship had provided for them, and never entertaining

the most distant apprehension that Lord Petersfield

and her brother Sir John Marston could play those

children false. When her determination of retiring

to some remote seclusion waa communicated first of

all to Sir John, he exhibited an appearance of the

most affectionate zeal in volunteering to find her • I

suitable dwelling ; and her brotlier-in-law also
'

testified a semblance of the kindest consideration,
,

by offering to purchase and make over to her what-
j

soever retreat Sir John Marston might decide upon, i

In the coarse of a few weeks her ladyship was
informed that a sweet little domain in Wales had
been found and purchased for her use."

" Yes—those villains," exclaimed the Marquis of

Eagledean, " were all too glad to get her into quar*

ters as remote as possible
!"

" It was at the close of the year 1834,—somo
months after Mrs. Burnaby's death, and after that

last interview with little Frank,—that her Imlyship

came down into Wales. She brought with her six

of the oldest and most faithful doinealics belonging

to her household, in addition to myself. Arrange-
ments were made with her brother-in-law for the

payment of her jointure through Messrs. Marloir

and Maiton. Solicitors of Parliament Street, West-
minster."

" And they were doubtless instructed by the

brother-in law," observed the Marquis, " not to givm

her ladyship's address to au}-body."

" My poor mistress herself," continued the house-

keeper, " determined, on retiring from tbe world, to

break off all correspoudenoe with her former friends

and acquaintances. She wished to separate herself

as much as she could from the past, in order that

the future yeai's of her life might llow ou as iraa-
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quilly and as uninterruptedly as possible. The only

subject on which she sougtit occasional information

from her brother and brother-in-law, was the welfare

of her children. Years passed on. In 1839, Eliza-

beth being then of age, her ladyship received the

intelligence that she had married the Marquis of

Villebelle; and it was a source of gratification to

her to find that one wish she had formally expressed

was thus fulfilled by the bestowal of a noble name
upon her daughter. But some time afterwards she

was plunged into affliction by the intelligence that

this daughter had separated from her husband and

was living irregularly. Then came the news of

Frank's death——"
"All done," interjected the Marquis, "for the

purpose of stifling her future inquiries relative to

her children, by making her believe that one was
dead and the other unworthy her consideration.

And now tell me, Mrs. Jameson, in what frame of

mind her ladyship's existence has been passed."

" With the exception of those two causes for

deep affliction—and which, thank heaven, in a few

minutes will be dispelled—her ladyship has expe-

rienced a degree of mental tranquillity which, if not

altogether natural, has at least saved her health

and her person likewise from the ravages of a bitter

anjfuish. I do not think, my lord, that the tone of

her mind has been altogether natural : it may be

described as a calmness both death-like and glacial

;

—it has preserved her from excitement and irri-

tability—but I fear that if Providence had not sent

you hither now, with all these happy tidings, she

wouM gradually sink down into idiotic apathy.

Slie seldom speaks ; and when she does, it is with

a strange coldness, — a coldness that it does one
harm to feel the influence of. She seldom reads and
niffer works: but she either sits in the drawing-

room gazing from the window—or else wanders in

the garden, or about the neighbourhood, in a kind

of dull listless mood. Nevertheless, there are

moments of activity with her ; and these are when
dispensing her charities: for her jointure is far more
than suflices for the maintenance of the establish-

mctit in this part of the country where everything

is so cheap ; and she expends large sums in doing

good. Her benevolence has rendered her an uni-

versal favourite as well as an object of great in-

terest ; but I believe that most persons in the

district fancy the poor lady is not altogether right

in her intellects. Alas ! they know not her story as

you and I know it, my lord But I think that

we have no noe 1 for farther discourse —and certainly

no necessity for dwelling upon mournful topics.

SluiU I go and prepare her ladyship to see you?
sliall I break to her the intelligence that her son
Ailolphus lives—that Frank also livas — And that

Elizabeth is worthy of her love ?"

" Yes—go—go quickly, my good woman," said

the Marquis of Eagledean, all his agitation reviving

at the thou;^ht that in a few minutes he would
again behold the countenance of her whom he had
loved for upwards of thirty years.

" I go, my lord," replied Mrs. Jameson, cheerfully.

"But one word more. What may I tell her of
Adolphus ? Consider the questions that a mother
is sure to ask "

" I comprehend you—I understand you full well,"

exclaimed the Marquis. "Toll her that he is a fine

tall handsome young man of whom she will be

proud. Bnt more;—there are other tidings with
which you may gladden her poor heart ! Tell her
that her daughter Elizabeth is one of the hand-
somest women of whom England can boast; and
that Frank is a youth of an almost fabulous beauty.
Go and tell her all this—and I will await you
here."

Mrs. Jameson hurried from the room, her coun-
tenance beaming with brighter smiles than it had
worn for many and many a long day, to execute tho
pleasing task which she had in hand.

CHAPTER XC.

THE INTBBTIEW.

Iw consequence of what the worthy old Louse-
keeper had said with regard to Lady Everton'a
personal appearance, the reader is prepared to learn

that it had not undergone such a very great
change as under all circumstances might have
been expected. We will proceed to state that

although her ladyship was now forty-six years
of age, she might have easily passed herself off

as little more than forty. There was no colour

upon her cheeks—but the cheeks themselves were
not sunken nor hollow : the lustre of her eyes was
subdued—but then, in her earlier years it had been
so bright that this mitigation of their brilliancy had
only softened and not dimmed them. Her hair, of

raven darkness, had so far resisted the ravages of

time and the withering influence of sorrow, as to be
only touching on the commencement of a change—
and this to be detected only by a tire-woman whea
attending the duties of her ladyship's toilet. Her
teeth were remarkably well preserved, and helped
to ward off the aspect of advancing years. Her
figure, as already stated, had retained its fine pro-

portions ; and the uprightness of her gait, together

with a certain statuesque carriage of the bust and
head, which was natural to her, gave her an air of

mingled dignity and grace which contributed to sus-

tain her right to be pronounced a fine handsome
woman.
Such was Lady Everton—such the object of the

Marquis of Eagledean's visit into Wales—such the

appearance which she was anon to present before

liim. But, Ah! if instead of being destined to meet
this still handsome and attractive woman,, he had
been doomed to find her a withered, emaciated,

shrivelled creature—with cavern-like eyes, silvered

haii^ and toothless mouth,—still, still would he
have experienced for her the same love—the same
sympathy: because his was no sensual passion now
—it was a chaste and holy affection, feeding itsell

upon the memories of the past, and sanctified by
the existence of two beings who were the pledges of

that love.

We need hardly inform the reader that during
Mrs. Jameson's absence from the room where the

Marquis remained, he experienced an indescribable

agitation—a surging-up of a variety of emotions—
at the prospect of so speedily meeting the mother
of those children. About half-an-hour elapsed,—
ail interval that was short enough for worthy Mrs.
Jameson to break to her ladyship the varied pieces

uf agreeable intolli;^enco she had to impart—but
an interval full long indeed for Lord Eagledenn
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hi.Tiself to endure the excitement of his stirred-up in happiness again
:
and sweet indeed were the

feelings. At length the door opened. Eagerly did

he glance towards it: but only the housekeeper

appeared. Her countenance was beaming with

•atisfaction and joy; and the Marquis at least

gathered thence the assurance that the glad tidings

revealed to Lady Everton, had produced no evil

effects. Mrs. Jameson beckoned him to follow;

and she led the way towards a drawing-room, at

the threshold of which she stopped short for a

moment.
"My lord," she said, in a low whispering voice,

I shall go no farther: you will enter there

alone."

Thus speaking, she opened the door. Oh! at

thatanstant the Marquis of Eagledean felt himself

young again aye, felt as if twenty years "--"

smiles which played upon the lips of Lady Everton,
'• It appears to mo all like a dream," she said :

" for I could not have hoped tliat there was any

happiness in store for me in this world. And yet,

I know not how it was—but still there would

sometimes arise in my mind strange and unac
countable thoughts, that something would happen

to alter my career upon earth,—some new phase in

my destiny which was as yet unaccomplished. But
then, 80 often as I found myself indulging in such

fancies as these, I endeavoured to banish them from

my mind as visions incapable of realization ; and I

essayed to settle ray thoughts on a complete resig-

nation to my present lot. Then again, I hare

experienced long, long intervals of a dull, liatleM,

and mournful apathy,—a sort of tomb-like sensation.

been struck off the sum of his existence—felt as if
j

as if though alive, I was already beneath thenumb-

a new life were rejuvenescent in his veins! He
B;^)rang forward—the door closed behind him—a cry

»f joy reached his ears—a form flew to meet him,

quicker than he himself was advancing; and the

beloved one of other times—the beloved one too of

the present moment—was clasped in his arms.

Years of anguish—years of hopeless sorrow—years

of separation were all compensated for in th' se first

few moments of ecstatic joy. It may seem strange

to speak thus of that old man of sixty and that

woman of forty-six : but their hearts had become

young again—their memories travelled backward to

the joys and delights of by-gone times. Thus the i spoken, would rise up in my mind. But the general

outpourings of their rapture were as fervid and as ' tenour of my existence for some years past may be

enthusiastic as if it were a meeting of two youthful ' described as the long, long death of hope—that

lovers. There was a whole world of bliss concen- torpor of the senses which is experienced when one

trated in that first embrace ;—and joy has its ardour ' knows that there is naught left in the world to

ing influence of death. Ahl that was an awful

state of feeling : and yet there was a depth of tran-

quillity in it—an unnatural calm in which my senses

were steeped. Had I given way to outbursts of

anguish and all the wildness of a terrible excite-

ment, you would not have seen me as you see me
now: you would have found me a haggard,

wretched, withered thing. But I abandoned my-
self not to those torrents of feeling—those frenzied

outbursts of emotion. Hope appeared to be dead

within me, save and except during those occasional

intervals when the fanciful vagaries of which I iiave

and its ecstacy, its bliss and its intoxication, for

those of advanced years as well as for the young.

A few minutes afterwards we may behold them

seated together upon a sofa, their hands locked in a

firm clasp—their looks rivetted upon each other.

Then the Marquis saw that Mrs. Jameson had

spoken truly when she represented how compara-

tively slight was the alteration which had taken

place in the personal appearance of Lady Everton

crave for. However, this day has suddenly changed

all that !—it has given me back happiness—it has

filled me with new joy—it has lifted up my soul

from the depths of the sepulchre where it was

benumbed—it has inspired me with fresh vitality,

and with a renovated confidence in the world and

in heaven !

"

And again, as she spoke, did Lady Everton lavish

caresses upon the Marquis of Eagledean; and he

Gradually a mournful feeling stole into the heart of also felt tliat this was a day of indescribable happi

Lord Eagledean ; and as a long-drawn sigh rose up ness for him. Tbey sat together for more than an

to his lips and half found vent ere he could stifle hour, talking of their feelings rather than of the

it. Lady Everton said in a low deep voice, " Paton, circumstances which demanded their attention : thej

there is yet a cloud upon your happiness." dwelt upon the emotions tbqy experienced, and not
" Do you not find me much changed, Alexandrina upon the plans which they had to discuss and

—Oh, very much changed?" he asked: "do you not execute. They spoke of Adolphus—of Elizabeth —
gee that I have grown old, while you have escaped and of Frank ; and the tender mother made the

the ravages of time ?"
, Marquis give her the most life-like description which

"Hush, Paton—speak not thus of yourself to words could frame of the personal appearance of

me," said her ladyship, still in a soft voice, and looks each of those beloved children of her's.

of ineffable tenderness. " I behold you now through " And now, my dear Paton," she said, at length

the medium of a faithful memory; I behold you suddenly recollecting that after all their discourse

only in the light of that love which I have ever nothing was settled—nothing resolved upon, " we
borne you, and which never has been impaired by must think of the future as well as of the present

circumstance or by time. If you find me less and the past. You can full well understand that I

changed than you expected, I rejoice Oh! I re- yearn to fold those dear ones in my arms—that thi«

joice unfeignedly: for even now it is sweet to hear solitude has suddenly become hateful to me— that I

the language of admiration from your lips." long to fly hence and seek the spot where dwell th*

With these words Lady Everton threw her arms objects of my love. Tell me, Paton— tell me,—when
iiround the neck of the Marquis of Eagledean, and you came hither thie morning, had you any fixed

embraced him with as much fervour—with as much plan to propose ? any project to suggest r"

fond admiration, as if a long, long interval of years
j

" My dear Alexandrina," he answered, " can yo«
had not changed him nor made him old. The not perceive at a glance how much depended upon
aadncss Aod away from hi« countenance—he smiled yourself P You bid me talk to you of the futorik
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The first word I miist saj is a question that 1 hawo

to put,— a question that may seem precipitate, but

on the response to which does so much of our future

pUna depend ?"

" Paton, I understand you," replied Lfvdy Ercrton.

" If you still think me w<^rtljy of bcariog your name,

you know not the happiness and joy wiih which I

ihall reci-ivo rt.
!"

Thu Marquis carried her hand to his lips, exclaim-

ing, " Tiiis is the assurance that I alone required

to make me happy ! And now, my dear AJex-

andnina, there are two distinct alternatives which I

Lave to submit to year consideration. I allude to

the course to be adopted in respect to our two dear

children, Eliiiaheth and Frank. Adolphus is with

them: but he knows not that they are his half-

brother and aistor. Is he to remain in ignorance of

this secret? or is he to be made acquainted with it?

Those are the altematiyes."
" Oh ! my decision is given at once," replied

Lady Everton. " Adolphus must know all—and

God grant that he may not blush for his mother !

When I become your wife, how can I possibly

treat as comparative strangers—as visitors—or as

guests, our dear Elizabeth and Frank ? No, no: it

were impossible ! Let the world think what it will

:

our children must be acknowledged. I beseech and

implore that you will grant me this! Whatever
hame there may be to bear, it falls not on the man
—it falls on the woman ; it will not touch you—it

will all become mine ; and cheerfully, cheerfully

•hall I endure it rather than have to disavow those

children who have been disavowed too long! I see

things in a very different light from that in which

I beheld them some years back. Tell me, then,

that you will not be ashamed to own as your wife

one whom the finger of scandal and scorn may
perchance be pointed at when all the past becomes

known !"

Lady Everton had spoken thus with a wild gush-

ing vehemence which prevented the Marquis from

giving an immediate reply. It was a perfect torrent

of feelings,—the feelings of a mother who now knew
no other consideration than the duty which she

owed towards the children of her only love, and

whom she longed to acknowledge as her own.
" It shall all be as you desire," answered the Mar-

quis ;
" it is for yo« to decide. Oh ! believe me, if

you have strength enough to dare the opinion of the

world, I have lived long enough to be too indepen-

dent of it to sacrifice any of my own feelings to its

prejudices. Be it therefore as you say, dearest Alex-

findriua; and rest assured that Adolphus will not

blush for you, nor hesitate to own Elizabeth and

Frank as a sister and a brother."

"Henceforth all our ideas of happiness," said

Lady Evtrton, " shall be centred in domestic joys.

If we bo blessed in our children, what care we for

' the world ? And you will be a father to Adolphus,

I

will you not? Yes, I know you will: for after

I all he has undergone—after that cruel and hideous

j

captivity—his experience of the world must be cir-

1 cumscribod indeed, and he will require all the

counsel and all the care which you can bestow upon
biro."

" He shall have it," responded the Marquis :
" he

shall be to mo as dear as Elizabeth and Frank
themselves. And lot mo add, my dear Alexan-

drina," he continued iu a lower tone, "that the

unsophisticated condition of Adolphui's mind—his

incxperjenoe in all worldly OQ*tt©rs—hia ignorano©

of the selfish motives which away m<»'s notiorw and

opinions—and his appreciition of ererything that

is natural only, in contradistinetion to everything

that i^ artificiaJ—wiU lead him to sympathize with a

mother whose liand was sacrificed to od" when her

l»eart was engaged to another. No: theie is not

the slightest dread that Adolphus will blush when
he learns that mother's history !"

"What more have we to discuss?" exclaimed

Lady Everton, now all in feverish anxiety to Qee

away from her present abode and hasten to whera

she could fold her children in her arms: "when
shall we depart? My preparation* will soon be

made : an hour—half-an-hour—a few minutes wiU

suffice. Oh ! pray teH me, dear Patoa, that we are

to go at once ! But, Oh—I ft)rgot !" she suddenly

exclaimed: "you have travelled day and night

—

you only arrived here late last evening—you cannot

undertake the journey homeward without adequate

repose. How selfish I was! But you will pardon

me—for I have become another being—yo« have

given me new life,—I feel young—Oh! so young,

that I can endure all possible fatigues !"

"There shall be no unnecessary delay," respandod

the Marquis. " Ilest assured that I am as anxious

as yourself for the arrival of that moment when
Adolphus, Elizabetli, and Frank shall be folded in

your arms. Yes: it will prove a spectacle that I

long to gaze upon. Dear Alexandrina, though

changed in appearance," he added with a soile, " I

am not so old that I need nursing. It is now nearly

three in the afternoon : if you choose to depart in

an hour, lot a post-chaise be sent for from the

town. Or perhaps, you have your own travelling-

carriage ?"

" It has been unused for years," replied Lady
Everton. "But we will have a post-chaise—we
will commence our journey this evening—it will

take us at least some distance towards the neareet

line of railway connecting the principality with the

metropolis. Worthy Mrs. Jameson and my faith I'ul

old footman Humphrey shall accompany us."

Having thus spoken. Lady Everton, who was

full of a feverish excitemeut—presenting indeed a

wondrous contrast to her slow, measured, and

thoughtful movements when the Marquis had first

beheld her in the morning walking in the garden,—
Lady Everton, we say, in this new state of mind,

flew to the bell; and when Humphrey made his

appearance, she issued her instructions in a tone of

cheerful volubility that filled the old man with de-

light. For the faithful dependant had already

learnt from Mrs. Jameson who the visitor was, and

the many glad tidings he had brought with him
into Wales ; so that he was ovoijoyed to read ia

his niistrcss'ii manner a eonlirmatiou «>f all he hod

thus heard.

It was about six o'clock in the evening of the

second day after the incidents which we have been

relating, that a hired vehicle from a railway station

approached Stamford Manor, and in a few minutes

entered the grounds in the midst of which the house

steod. Elizabeth, Frank, and Adolphus hod not

long risen from the dinner-table and retiwd to tb»
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iramng-room, where they were seated at the

momeut whea the sounds of wheels reached their

ears. The approach of a vehicle made them all

three start up : for they were anxiously expecting

either the return of the Marquis, or some intelli-

gence from him. They precipitated themselves

down the stairs^ but Lord Eagledean, rushing forth

from the vehicle before they could perceive there

was any one else with him whom he had lett inside,

met them in the hall, and bade them accompany

him to a parlour opening thence.

"Now, Adolphus," he said, when he had em-

braced all three one after the other,—" and you

likewise, Elizabeth and Frank, prepare yourselves

to behold some one who is most dear to you."

" Our mother !" ejaculated Francis, heedless at the

moment whether there were any longer the neces-

sity to keep the secret from Adolphus.
" Yes—your mother, my dear boy," responded

the Marquis, in a voice full of emotion ;
" and your

mother likewise, my dear Adolplius. Yes : I speak

truly! Embrace Elizabeth and Frank—for they

are indeed your sister and your brother—and yoxir

mother is also theirs!"

Adolphus gave utterance to a cry of mingled

•mazement and joy : for without pausing to reflect

Livs- this could possibly be, his first feeling was one

oi' ineffable delight to think that Elizabeth whom
he already loved as a sister, was indeed a sister—and

Frank whom he loved as a brother, was indeed a

brother
!"

" I go to fetch your mother," said the Marquis,

in a hasty whisper to Elizabeth : " she longs to press

you all three in her arms. During the few moments
that I shall be absent you may tell Adolphus who I

am Yes, you may tcU him that I am the Mar-
quis of Eagledean."

Having thus spoken, he hastily quitted the room:

but little more than a minute elapsed ere he re-

turned again, accompanied by Lady Everton. Then
ensued a scene which, for tenderness and excitement

—for melting . emotions and joyous outpourings

alike of words and tears—for fervid embraces, re-

peated again, and again, and again—for fondest

endearments and enthusiasti< caresses, has had no
parallel ia this world.

CHAPTEK XCI.

TBB TBIPABBD PIT-tALL.

Wb must now pay another visit to Solomon Patch's

public-house in Agar Town. It was between nine

and ten o'clock in the evening, when Madge Somers,

dressed in her usual gipsy-hke style,—but looking

more travel-soiled, weary, and careworn than she

had ever yet appeared,—dragged herself painfully

into that den. She was evidently smking with
fatigue; and throwing herself upon a seat in the

open space fronting the bar, she bade Solomon at

onoe servo her with some liquor.

" You seem ill, or else very tired, observed the

old man, as he presented her with a foaming pint

of porter. " There ! take that—and if it doesn't

cheer you up a bit, then my name isn't what
it be."

The woman placed the pint-measure to her lips,

Ad did not remove it till sh« had poured the whole

of its contents down her throat: then, as she

handed back the vessel to Salomon Patch, she said,

"Yes, I am indeed tired. I have walked many
weary miles to-day, but was resolved to reach your

place to-night. Let me see—what ia the day of tho

month ?"

"Well now, what be it?" asked tho old man,

turning towards his wife. "Why, the tenth of

August, to be sure."

" Yes—the tenth," repeated Madge Somers : than

in an under-tone to herself, she said, " It was tho

twenty-first of July tho appointment was made:

—

in one month, day for day, and hour for hour, was
1 to meet him at his own house. That will be on
the twenty-first instant at nine o'clock in the even-

ing. Twenty days have elapsed, and I am no wiser

than I was : I have eleven more days to find oat

what I want!"
" And what is it you do want, Madge P" aslced

Solomon Patch; for the woman had spoken those

last words in a louder tone than the previous pact

of the sentence, and they had caught the landlord'^

ear. " I do really think she has lost her wits," h»
observed aside to three or four customers of tho

Billy Goat, who were lounging and tippling at tho

bar-counter.

" Not a bit of it !" said Madge Somers sternly

:

for her keen ears had caught the observation.

" But you ask me what it is that I want to find out ?

Well, I have come here this evening to set every

one who is in the habit of frequenting the place, on
the alert to discover what 1 do want. Are there

many people in the tap-room yonder ?"

" Some dozen or so," replied Solomon ; " and I

tell you who's amongst thorn—an old pal of mine
that I haven't seen for many a-day—Bob Sha-

kerly."

" The resurrection-man," observed Madge Somers.
" Well, I don't think he does much in that way

now," remarked Solomon: "cos why, he finds it

more to his account to cut up osses for sassage-meat

and what not. Howsumever, he's found his way
down to the O-oat this evening to smoke his pipe

and take his rum-and-water : and there the old

fellow is in the tap-room, as cozie as can be."

"Just come along with me, Solomon," said

Madge: "and you also," she continued, addressing

herself to the loungers about the bar.

"What on earth is she going to do now?" asked
Solomon of himself, as Madge herself led the way
into the public room, where the usual number of

ill-looking fellows and half-tipsy women were pur-

suing their orgie, old Bob Shakerly being one of th«

company.
" Why, here's Madge Somers I" said Tony Wil-

kins :
" and she looks as wild as if she was a witch."

" Witch indeed !" she echoed: "I am not witch

enough to find out something that I want to dis-

cover—or rather I have not succeeded yet : but I

will offer a prize and set all you folks on tho alert,

and see whether that will bo productive of any good
result."

As she thus spoke, she took from beneath hor
garments a greasy pocket-book; and opening it,

drew forth a number of bank-notes. These she
counted, keeping some in her iiand and putting

the rest back into the pocket-book,—her proceed-

ing being watched with mingled curiosity and sus-

pense by all who beheld lier.
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"Now, Solomon Patch," she said, turning to-

wards the landlord, "here's fifty pounds in good

Bank of England notes ; and I am going to entrust

the sum to your keeping. You are all witnesses of

the deposit
!"

" But what be it for?" asked the old man, gazing

with astonishment upon Madge Somers, and almost

hesitating to receive the money, lest some treacher-

ous intent should lurk beneath this conduct on her

part.

"Take it—do not be afraid," she said: "I will

soon explain myself. And now listen, all of you !

Some years ft£jo there was the manager of a com-

pany of strohing-players, whose name was Thomp-
son : but what has become of him, I do not know.

It is precisely this knowledge that I want to obtain.

If any on© will bring me the information I require

before eight o'clock in the evening of the twenty-

first of this month, the individual thus giving me
that information, shall receive the fifty pounds

which I have just lodged in the hands of Solomon

Patch."

Numerous voices shouted out the willingness of

the speakers to enter upon the search.

"If he's above ground, I'm blowed if I don't

ferret him out," exclaimed Tony Wilkins, darting

from his seat with the air of one resolved to enter

upon the search at once.

"I knows a many poor vimcn as was vunce

6(r<illing performers," observed a half-tipsy female,

with a hiccup at every second word she spoke

:

"it's astonishing how them poor croaturs comes

down in their hold hage. There's vun as used to

play queens and great ladies, and was very poppi-

lar: but now she'* took to get her livelihood by

charing and what not."
" Oh, you be hanged !" ejaculated a rough-looking

follow, eager to put in his word. " I'll have a try

for the fifty pound prize. But can't you give us no

more partiklers, Madge ?"

" Nothing more," she responded curtly.

"'Spose he's dead, this faller Thompson," ob-

served Solomon Patch :
" what then ? It ain't no

use looking arter him—be it?"

"Unless," remarked another of the women be-

longing to the company of revellers in the tap-

rouia, "old Bob Shakerly here would have up his

carkiss."

" A truce to this nonsense," interrupted Madge,
with a severe look. " I have said what I wanted,

and the reward is lodged in Solomon's bauds. Those

who hko to undertake the search, can do it : those

who don't, can leave it alone. But it may be that

if the information is given to mo at the time spe-

ciiied, I sliall increase the amount of recompense

according to my means."
" Unless she loses every skurrick she's got at the

vimcu's gaming-table on Saffron Hill," whispered

one of the guests to another.

" Well, I'm oft" at once," said Tony Wilkins.
" Fifty pounds ! my eye, it isn't to be got every

day !"

"One word more," exclaimed Madge Somers.
" From seven to eight o'clock on the evening of the

twenty-first of August, I shall be here to receive

the information required, if any one is enabled to

furutsh it. But 1 expect positive proof of the
accuracy of this information. In short, Sol Patch
vill nut part with the reward until the intel-

ligence that may be brought is shown to be «or«

rect."

Having thus spoken, Madge Somers turned ab-

ruptly round and iasued from the room. Passing

into the bar-parlour, she desired Mrs. Patch to give

her some refreshment* in the shape of eatables;

and the order being obeyed, the woman commenced
an attack upon the cold meat and other thingg

placed before her. which showed that she must

have been fasting some hours. Meanwhile Solomon

Patch, having secured the fifty pounds in his strong-

box, experienced no small degree of curiosity to

learn wherefore Madge was so anxious to find oat

this Tliorapson of whom she had spoken. Bidding

his wife attend to the bar, he passed into the room
behind, with two glasses of hot spirits-and-water;

and placing them upon the table, sea*ed himself

opposite to Madge Somers.
" Come," said he, " you won't refuse to drink, for

old acquaintance' sake. Here's a health to you,

and wishing that the business you've been a speak-

ing of may turn out all right."

" I hope it will," she remarkf4 abruptly. " What
news in Agar Town ? Anything fresh ?"

" Nothing partikler," responded Solomon. " But
about this little business of your'n, Madge—can I

be of any assistance? Ot course you must know
summut more about the man Thompson than you're

ohose to say."

" Nothing," she observed : then in orderto changa

the oonrcrsation, she asked, " Have jou seen ChiiBn

lately ?"

"Well, yes—I have," answered Solomon: and he

seemed to speak with some little degree of hesita-

tion.

"Is anything the matter with him?" asked

Madge, looking at the old man fixedly : " anything

turned up about that barge affair?"

" No— it all seems to have died away as comfort-

able as possible. But here he be :"—and as he

spoke, the Cannibal, dressed in his usual style,

entered the bar-parlour.

"Hullo, Madge!" he exclaimed: "who w«uld
have thought of seeing you here ? Why, I've been

up to your cottage yonder two or three times during

the last week ; and it was all shut up and as sileat

as a grave."

" l)id you want mc, then ?" she asked.

" Well, I did rather. Just step along with moi

ITcrc, Sol, bring us up some liquor into the privaU

room : for me and Madge have got some particular

business to talk about."

" Ah 1 uV if.t them preparations that you've beet

making, I sUf^pose," said the old man, with a slj

look, full of dark and sinister meaning.
" Well, it may bo," growled the Cannibal: "but

|

don't you let your tongue run quite so free
—

'cos
]

why, how did you know I was going to speak to
j

Madge on that subject ? and if I wasn't, then you
|

would have made her suspect something."
\

" Oh ! I only meant that if you are going to let !

her into the secret," replied Solomon, " I am glad
j

of it: for she's a discreet woman, and you can trust

her. Besides, as I won't do it myself "

" Now hold your jaw, you cursed old fool," inter-

posed ChifBn, his diabolical countenance contracting

with an expression of hideous ferocity, while ht

grasped his club as if about to strike. " As you gel

old you become so precious talkative there's no doing
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nothing with you. How do you know that what's

said in here, if spoke too' loud, isn't heard by the

people at the bar ?"

" I didn't mean no offence, Mr. Chiffin," said the

old man, trembling from head to foot : for he stood

fearfully in awe of the dreaded Cannibal.

"Well then, look sharp—bring us up some
brandy—and lend ua this light."

Thus speaking, Chiffin took up the candle from

the table, and led the way from the bar, followed by
Madge Somers. He ascended to that miserable-

looking room up-stairs which hu been before de-

scribed in earlier chapters of this narrative; and
placing the candle upon the table, he said, " Let us

sit down, Madge : we've got some business to talk

about. But wait a bit till old Solomon has brought

up the lush and the glasses ; and then we shall be

all to ourselves."

Madge Somers made no remark ; but with her

usual imperturbability sat down, patiently awaiting

the promised explanations. While casually casting

her eyes round the small and cheerless-looking

room, she suddenly observed that a door had been

pierced on one side.

" I see that Solomon has been making some al-

terations in his house," she said to the Cannibal.
" Ah I you mean that door," he remarked, with a

smile of grim and sinister meaning which did not

escape the woman's notice. " You know where it

leade to ?"

"It must lead into Solomon's own bed-chamber,"

aid Madge, after a moment's reflection, during

which she passed in review the precise arrangements

of the house and the distribution of the rooms, with

all of which she was well acquainted. " To be sure

!

—that door on the landing leads into Solomon's

chamber: but what has made him have another

door made, communicating from this room ?"

" I'll tell you all about it presently," returned

ChiflSn, with another peculiar smile, which was

about as pleasing as the grin of some horrible

monster.

At this moment Solomon made his appearance

with the liquor that had been ordered ; and as he

placed the tray upon the table, he threw a signifi-

cant look at that new door which had been made—
then bent his eyes upon Cliiffiu—next on Madge

—

and then retreated from the room, closing the outer

door behind him.
" Now, perhaps," said Madge Somers, " you will

begin your explanations, and tell me what you want
with me : because I can assure you my time is fully

occupied."
" Then I suppose you're got plenty of business on

baud ?" said Chiffin, mixing himself a tumbler of

brandy-and-water.

"Yes—you know full well that I am seldom idle.

But you seem busy also. By the bye, I thought the

last time I saw you, Chiffin, you intended to take a

I

public-house or settle down in some fashion or

I

RTjother. Don't you remember when and where it

I was ? That night, on the bank of tbe canal •"

"1 recollect all about it," interrupted the Can-
nibal savagely, us if he did not over and above like

the particular allusion thus made. "It was when you
came to bring me the news tLat Liuly Saxondale
didn't mean to let the detectives go on against me
»nd Tony Wilkins. Of course you guessed very

well who it was that did the business for that scoun-

drel Tugs and his wife they meant to do for m«
and get all my money : but I'm blowed if I didn't

do for them!"
" It served them right," remarked Madge coolly.

" But what business have you in hand ?"

" Something that will put a decent sum into my
pocket," answered Chiffin ;

" and then with what I
have got already, I shall be ready to retire from
business altogether," he added with a chuckling

laugh; "and instead of taking booaing-kens or

lodging-houses, or anything of that sort, I shall

settle down as a genelman and live on my means.
But as you have let me into a many good things with

you, I'll let you into this with me—leastways, I

want some one to help in doing a certain thing;

and as old Solomon won't have anything to do with

it himself, I thought of you. So I have been up to

your place two or three times, but eouldn't find

you "

"Well, never mind," interrupted Madge: "you
hare found me at last. Here I am—and now for

your explanations. What do you want me for ? and
what can I get by helping you ?"

" Fifty guineas," responded the Cannibal ; " and
only for a few minutes' work."

" Well, proceed. My time is occupied : but still

I can spare enough for your purpose, particularly if

it is to be well paid."

The Cannibal drew his seat a little closer to that

where Madge was placed; and having drained his

tumbler, and mixed himself another jorum of hot

brandy-and-water, he addressed her in the followinjr

manner:

—

" I am mot going to mention any names, 'cause why
it istrk necessary. But you must know that there's

a certain party who wants two other parties put out

of the way. It's two genelmen whose disappear-

ance I have got to bring about. The hint how to

do it was given me by the lady—for it is a lady—
and I don't mind saying this much—who is employ-

ing me. She doesn't want these two genelmen to

have their throats cut and their bodies found any

where above ground, which would only cause an
immense sensation, as the newspapers say, and lead

to no end of inquiries. But what she wants is for

these two genelmen to slip out of the world just as

easy as if the earth opened and swallowed them up
—so that there sha'n't remain the least clue to show
where they have gone. Their friends and relations

may fancy tlicy have ran away, or anything they

like : but that's no business of mine. It's enough

for me to know that if these two genelmen dis-

appear all snug and comfortable, with no chance of

never turning up no more, I shall get two 1 mean
a decentish sum, out of which 1 cau afford to pay

you fifty for helping me."
" Go on," said Madge, imperturbably. " I am

listening."

"Well, you see," proceeded Chiffin, " I sha'n't be

at any loss to entice those two gonclmen hero; bo-

cause I know how to do it, and have got an excuse

ready. And what's more too, 1 have got the arrange-

ments all made, settled, and done, to send them out

of existence much nicer and easier than if they was

let down on the drop at the Old Bailey : 'cause

why, here there won't be no ropcj round their necks

to break tueir full and hold 'em up tight."

" Go on," said Madge again, liercountousnce now
exhibiting some degree of interest.
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•' Como and look hero," i£id Chiffin.

Taking up the candle, he opened that newly m*d*
door which had already engaged tho woman's notice,

and led her into the adjoining room, which for many
years had served as the chamber where Solomon
Patch and his wife were wont to sleep. Madge, as

before stated, know it well : but she now found it

completely changed. The bed had been removed

—

it was no longer fitted as a sleeping-room at all,

but was arranged as a parlour ; though still meanly
enough furnished. There were a few windsor chairs

;

a table stood upon a carpet about twelve feet square
;

and a large piece of furniture, like a bureau, was
placed against the original door of communication,
which opened from the landing. This door we will

henceforth call the old one, to prevent any confusion

when speaking of tho new one which had been made
to communicate with the adjoining room.

" Well," said Madge Somers, glancing around,
"I perceive all the changes that have taken place

here : but I cannot understand their purpose."
" I will soon tell you," replied CLiffiu, with another

of his half-ferocious half-sinister grins, accompanied
too with a low chuckling laugh. " It was lucky I
know a capital feller of a carpenter, and another
good chap of a bricklayer—two blades of our own
iort, and who were glad enough to work for a friend

like me as long as they were well paid. Why, I
was forced to give old Solomon fifty guineas to let

me pull his house to pieces like this here. But I
tell you what's more—I have humbugged him,"
added Chiffin, lowering his voice to a whisper, " that

I will take the Billj/ Goat oflF his hands, and give

him a thousand pounds for the good will. He
knows I have got the best part of the bluat, and
•hall have the rest: and so he bit at it directly."

Madge Somers was too keen and penetrating not
to have already suspected, from what the Cannibal
had been saying, that the changed but tranquil

aspect of the room concealed some preparations
fearfully treacherous; and she bent a look of aug-
menting curiosity upon the Cannibal.

" Now, Madge," he said, coutinuiug to speak in
a low mysterious voice, " you will understand it all

in a few minules. Didn't you know that in one of
the cellars underneath this house, there's a thun-
dering deep well, which hasn't been used for a great
many years, because somehow or another the water
was found to be putrid. It may be that a dead
body found its way to the bottom a long time ago,

which made the water bad: but whether or not, the
well has never been used for tho last fifteen years,

and the mouth of it in the cellar was covered up
with paving stones. Well, the next thing I must
remind you of is, that underneath this room where
wo are standing—and therefore betwixt this floor

and the coiling of the cellar—there's that scullery-

place which old Sol and his wife have never used
except to put odd things in. One of the very first

things that I had done, was to have the bricklayer

and brick up the window of the scullery that looks

into the back yard—all natural enough, 'cos why
tho window was broken out and Solomon protended
to be ali'aid that some of the queer chaps which
frequents the house might got in through that way
and pay a visit to tho premises which they are so
familiar with. The next tiling was to make a large
hole in tho scullery floor, which formed an opening,
M you con very well understand, bto tho cellar;

and of course it was managed that this opening
should be just abore the month of the well Th«
third thing to be done was to erst a square out of
this floor here where we are standing -"

"Ah!" ejaculated Madge, for a moment losing
her presence of mind, as Chiffin pointed with hia
club down towards the carpet—and she instinctively

started back.

"Why, you ain't such a fool," he exclaimed, with
a chuckling laugh, " to think that I am going to
send you right bang through to the bottom, ars
you ? Not I, indeed ! You've never done me no
harm, but some good turns at times—"

" Go on," said Madge, instantaneously recover-
ing her self-possession: "but it was enough to make
one start to know that one was standing upon a
trap-door which might suddenly fall Uke a gibbet-
drop beneath the feet." i

"Yes: and it's arranged just Uke a gibbet-drop !

too ! Look here—the trap-door is exactly in this
'

spot :"—and Chiffin kicked aside the carpet as be
{

spoke, showing that the square cut out of the floor
j

was just between the threshold of the new door
|

that had been formed, and the table.
|

" I understand," observed Madge. " You expect i

that the two gentlemen who are to be so pleasantly
|

disposed of, will pass, one close upon the heeb of
the other, through this new door; and then the
instant they stand on the trap-door, down it is to

faU!"

"If you had concocted it all yourself, you couldn't

have described it better," observed the Cannibal.
" You see, I shall lead the way, as if it was all fair

and right enough, and make believe as if I waa
going to sit down with them swell coves to deliberate

at this table. They will follow—and then, as you
have so well twigged it, down they must go ! You
see, on account of the situation of the well under-
neath, it was necessary to have the trap-door exactly

in this spot ; and therefore it would not have done
to introduce them by the old door. If so, when
coming in, they would pass clear of the trap. Now,
as it is, the moment they pass the threshold of the

new door, they put tiieir feet qb the trap, and it's

done in a jiff'ey."

"And the assistance you require of me," said

Madge, now fully penetrating tho object for which
her own services were needed, " is to pull the bolt,

or touch the secret spring, or whatever the contriv-

ance is, just at the proper instant P"

" Bight again, old gal !" answered Chiffin. " You i

see that great lumbering bit of furniture against the

old door. Well, it's nothing but front and sides

—

the back and the shelves are all taken out; and so

any person can hide inside of it. That's the place

where you will be. There's a hole in tlie front here

look, you see it where you can peep
through. Y'ou will have to go on your knees, be-

cause the spring that lets the trap fall is in the floor

just behind that furniture. So, when once you have
plumped down on your knees not to say vour
prayers," parenthetically observed the Cannibal,

with another diabolical laugh —— '' you can peep
with one eye through tlie hole, and catch hold of

the iron knob of the spring with one hand at the

same time. It works precious easy, as I will show
you when tho moment comes. But you must take

precious good caro not to let me down through the

trap instead of the two genelmen."

I
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Again did Chiffin indulge in a coarse but subdued

guffaw ; while Madge Sonters, with her wonted im-

perturbabilitj, remarked, " Don't be afraid—I shall

be lookiag out for my reward, and as it will be in

your pocket I shall not send you down into the

well. But when do you think this business is likely

to take place ?"

" I only wanted somebody that I could rely upon

to help," answered Chiffin, "in order to take the

necessary measures to get the two genelmen here

as soon as possible. Now that I have seen you, and

you've agreed, I'll set about it without delay. Per-

haps, if you was to call here the day after to-morrow,

I should be able to tell you more. Or shall I look

up at the cottage ?"

"No—I shall not be found there," answered

Madge.
" Well, I think it was high time for you to leave

that wretched tumble-down crib," observed the

Cannibal. " You will call here eh ?"

" Yes—the day after to-morrow. If you are busy

elsewhere, leave word with old Sol when I am likely

t<j be wanted, and I will be punctual. And now, if

you have nothing more to say, I shall wish you good

night."
" Good night, Madge. But I say, by the bye,"

exclaimed Chiffin, "do you happen to have seen

that Lady Saiondale of late—she, you know, that

E^e and Tony "

" As if I did not know perfectly well who you
mean," interrupted Madge, fli^rig her eyes keenly

upon the Cannibal for a moment, and then averting

t-hem.

"Of course—because you stalled her off from

Betting the detectives to work. How the deuce did

you manage to have any influence with her ?"

" We will talk upon that subject another day,"

responded the woman.
" Yes : and then may bo But no matter,"

said the Cannibal, interrupting himself: for he was
afraid if he let drop any more, Madge would sus-

pect that her ladyship was his employer in the pre-

sent business, and that if she found out he had been
promised the enormous sum of two thousand guineas

for accomplishing the diabolical deed, she would not

bo contented with the fifty guineas which he had
offered for her assistance.

" Good night," said Madge once more : and she

thereupon took her departure from Solomon Patch's

booiing-kcn.

CHAPTER XCII.

XHB F£BfA.LB OAMEBTEBB.

It was about half-past ten o'clock when Madge
Somcrs emerged from the precincts of Agar Town.
For a little while she walked on slowly and thought-

fully, as if pondering-deeply on all that had taken

place at Solomon Patch's, and likewise hesitating as

»o what particulax" course she should pursue. But
6y degrees her thoughts settled themselves into a
resolution; and when this was once taken, she

quickened her pace as she proceeded on her way.
She reached King's Cross, and passed down Gray's

Inn Rtad. In half-an-hour from the time she left

Agar Town, she drew near the maze of streets,

alleys, and courts which constitute that vile district

whereof Saffron Hill may be deemed the printipal

thoroughfare. Still she walked on ; and, at length,

on reaching Saffron Hill itself, suddenly stopped

•hort.

" No," she said, in subdued but vehement ejacu-

lation: "I will not go there again! I have a duty

tO" perform—and it must be done."

Nevertheless, there appeared to bo an inclination

in this woman's mind stronger than that 'sense of

I duty to which she had alluded ; and while she fain

would have obeyed the latter, she was irresistibly

urged on by the former. She advanced for some
twenty or thirty yards, and then stopped short

again : a powerful struggle was taking place within

I

her. But her weak point proved the stronger one,

' paradoxical as the expression may seem;—and still

I she walked on. On reaching the entrance of a court,

dismal and dark as the mouth of a cave, she paused

once more—she endeavoured to turn her steps in

another direction—but her evil genius prevailed

:

she plunged into a court—and muttering to herself,

"Only just for one short half-hour!" knocked three

times at the door of a house at the farther extre-

I

mity.

I

It was opened in a few moments by a female
j

and a light glimmered faintly forth : but the door

was only thus opened to the length of a chain

which held it secure, until Madge Somers men-

1

tioned her name : for in the darkness of that court

her countenance was scarcely discernible even with

the glimmering light that struggled out. Then the

chain was let loose—the door opened—and she ex-

changed a few words with the female who had thus

given her admittance. This was the mistress of the

house—the presiding genius of one of the vilest

dens which then existed, or still exist, in the British

metropolis. She was an elderly woman, with a

pale ghost-like countenance, and small dark eyes,

glittering like those of a reptile, but looking larger

than they were by reason of the blue circles of the

hollow caverns wherein they were set. Her features

were sharp—even painfully thin ; and her mouth,

surrounded by wrinkles, was drawn in with a con-
' stant habit of compression. Some grizzly gray hair

escaped from beneath a dirty white cap, which

added to the corpse-liko appearance of her counte-

i nance. Her figure was lean and shrivelled : she

wore a soiled rusty blaL-k stuff gown, and seemed to

have but very little under-clothing—for the skirt fell

' straight, witliout the slightest bulging out from the

waist. Altogether she was a hideous-looking crea-

ture—not merely repulsive, but a woman whose

aspect was sufficient to make a beholder afraid. A
capacity for any wickedness was as legibly im.

printed upon that vile countenance, as if her cha-

racter had been printed thereon.

She led the way down a narrow, dirty, dilapidated

staircase, into a back kitchen. This place was not

more than fifteen feet square, and all the centra

was occupied by a largo deal table. There was •

rude form on each side, and a wooden stool at either

extremity. Two tallow-candles in brass sticks stood

upon the table, around which were crowded— in-

deed, huddled us closely as they could pack them-

g^>lveg—a number of females, whose ages ranged

from the young girl of thirteen or fourteen to the

old hag of seventy or eighty. The heat was stifling,

but the company present appeared not to feol the

least ineouvenieuco from that sickly atmo^bere,—
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all their thoughts and all their senses being absorbed

in the occupation that was going on. And this was

gambling.

I

Yes : it was a gambling-house for females. None

I

of the other sex were admitted there; and only

! those who were well known to the mistreJS of the

i
den, or who were properly introduced by old-

I
standing friends, could obtain ingress thither. At

the head of the table sat a woman who was as much
like the one we have already described as any

human being can possibly resemble another. In-

deed, they were sisters : but it was the elder one,

who had admitted Madge Somers, that was the

mistress of the place—the other was merely paid by

the first-named to conduct the gaming-table. We
are thus minute as to particulars, because it is no

imaginary den which we are describing, but one

which existed at the period whereof we are writing.

The woman who presided at the gaming-table,

kept a regular " bank "—^just the same as at the

great gambling-houses of the West End, one of

which we described in an earlier chapter of this

narrative. The "bank," which was contained in a

tin box with three distinct compartmeuts, consisted

of gold, silver, and copper money; and ihe woman
who acted as croupiere, had a wooden rake to gather

up or push the coin about in the most approved

style of the avocation. An imperturbable gravity

rested upon her thin ghastly countenance; and if

there were any personal trait in which she differed

from her elder sister, it was that her eyes, though

equally aa sinister in expression, had a more steady

gaze : but when fixed upon you, they produced the

horrible effect of a snake that glares intently upon

your countenance

!

The female gamblers, assembled in this den, were

not entirely of that excessively low description

which the reader may possibly have anticipated at

the outset. There were several women amongst

them who, by their appearance, were evidently tbe

wives of small shopkeepers residing in the neigli-

bourhood : but three or four of the youngest were

prostitutes, who plied their hideous calling in that

vicinage, and who, when they obtained a few pence

or shilUngs, rushed to this den in the hope of in

creasing by one vice the gains derived from another

If we were to take a peep into the front kitchen

of the house to which we have introduced the

reader, we should find ample preparations in pro-

gress for a supper that was to wind up the night's

amusements. A large table, twice the size of that

in the back kitchen, was spread for at least four-

and-twenty guests. A number of black-handled

knives and forks, pewter pots, metal salt-cellars,

pepper-castors, and mustard-pots, were spread upon

a dirty cloth ; and at an immense fire a horrid-

looking old woman, evidently half-tipsy and who
took quantities of snuff in the filthiest manner pos-

sible, was superintending the culinary process. A
leg of mutton and a leg of pork, roasting in front

of the grate, were both basted with the gravy that

dripped from each and which united in a large yel-

low pie-dish set to catch it. Upon the fire, auolher

leg of pork and another leg of mutton were boiling

in an enormous cauldron, together with a piece of

beef; and divers saucepans contained proportionate

quantities of vegetables. It may be thought that

these masses of provisions were immense considering

tl*«t the table was laid but for two doien guests

:

but when it is stated that each one of those gueata

would anon be prepared to attack tlie provender
with the utmost voracity, and to eat as long sls th«

physical capacity would allow, it will be seea that
|

the preparations were by no means on too large •
j

scale. We must add that this supper was given i

gratuitously to all the frequenters of the house, who
]

might drop in between the hours of nine in tho '

evening and one in the morning to take their chanco
j

at the gaming-table. Ttie supper, thus provided
j

without cost to the devourers, was a great alluro- i

ment for the establishment : but the profits of tho

gaming-table were ample enough to permit thia
|

spread to be given nightly.

All the upper part of the house remained unoo-

cupied, except by the two sisters and the old cook

:

no lodgers were received, the great aim being to

keep the real nature of the place as secret as pos-

sible. The elder sister, who was the mistress of tho

establishment, had kept it for years. She had
amassed several thousand pounds; and in one of

the northern suburbs of London there is a row of

some ten or a dozen small cottages, built by means
of that money upon freehold land, and all this infa-

mous woman's property

!

It was to the don which we have been describing

that Madge Somers paid a visit after leaving Solo-

mon Patch's house in Agar Town ; and she was
eviilently as well known at the former as at tho

latter place—for on entering the back-kitchen, nodj

of recognition passed between herself and the as-

sembled female-gamesters. But few words wero
exchanged, as all were too intent on the chances of

the dice to have much thought for other subjects.

The stool at the foot of the table being vacant,

Madge took it : and for some minutes she watched

the game with the eagerness of one of its most im-

passioned votaries. All recollection of that duty

which she had imposed npon herself, and which had

more than once made her hesitate when on her way
thither from Agar Town, was now lost sight ofi

she had no thought, no sense, no faculty for any-

thing save and except the game that was progress-

ing. At the expiration of about ten minutes, she

drew forth her greasy old pocket-book, and pro-

ducing a bank note, requested change of the crou-

piere. This was immediately given ; and she staked

a sovereign. She lost. Again she paused for a few

minutes, ere she ventured another coin : but pre-

sently the chances of the dice seemed favourable

once more, and a second piece of gold was slaked.

Now she won. Then followed a run of luck ; and

in about ten ujinutas twenty sovereigns were piled

up before her. With a kind of desperate resolution

she rose from her seat, and said she should go : but

she was immediately assailed by numerous en-

treaties on the part of the players, " that she would

take one more chance."

She wavered—the entreaties were pressed: she

consented—and sat down again. In another ten

minutes the pile of gold had disappeared ; and

another note from her pocket-book was changed.

The run of luck was now against her, while a young
girl of barely fourteen, who had commenced that

evening with a few coppers, had ten or a dojen

sovereigns in front of her.

The game continued; and presently the mistreso

of the establishment, who had quitted tho back-

kitchen almost immediately after Madge's ariiva^
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re-appoared, bearing a tray on which was a single

wine-glass, while in her right hand she carried a

large stone jar. This contained gin—or rather a

compound of the woman's own concoction, consist-

ing of some of the distiller's spirit, with a very

large amount of vitriol and sugared water. She

filled the wine-glass, and presented it to the young

girl who was winning gold. The lost creature took

it and poured its contents with avidity down her

throat, giving a sigh of pleasure when she had im-

bibed the deleterious fluid. The glass was rc-fiUcd,

and presented to the female who sat next. In this

manner it went the complete round—Madge Somers

teing the only person who did not accept the prof-

fered dram: for of all her vices a love of ardent

spirits was not one.

The fiery liquor gave an unnatural exhilaration

to the spirits of those who were already excited by

the fluctuating chances of the game. But it must
be confessed that the whole proceedings of this den

were in one sense orderly enough. If ever a player

attempted to quarrel, or disputed some particular

poitit, she was instantaneously called to order by the

croupiers, and the effect was truly magical — for

that woman had contrived to establish a despotic

authority over the frequenters of the house, and
thus was she invaluable to her elder sister. An
occasional oath passed unnoticed : but if anything
really obscene or disgusting was said, it immediately
calleil forth a severe rebuke, accompanied by a
threat of expulsion—in which menace the gene-

rality of the players seemed perfectly ready to back
the croupiere ; for it must be understood, as already

hinted, that there were several females present who
called themselves "respectable married women,"

It requires but little effort of the imagination to

penetrate the circumstances under which some of

those "respectable married women" visited this

den. We may suppose one to be the wife of a man
keeping a potato and coal shed ; that she had gone
out to collect a few little debts owing b3' the poorer

customers in that neighbourhood ; and that with

the few shillings tlius gathered into her purse she

dropped in with the hope of converting them into

as many guineas. If she lost, she would go home
full of excuses to her husband : the debtors had not
paid — she had fallen in with her friend Mrs. So-

and-so, who had engaged her to supper—and hence
her coming home so late. Perhaps the husband
himself was at the public-house ; and reeling home
iialf-tipsy at a still later hour, was unaware of the
time when his wife had entered. Very likely a
quarrel might take place, originating on one side or

the other : but what might be still more certainly

reckoned upon, was that in the long run the prin-

cipal profits of the business would go into the pocket
of the woman keeping the gambling den, and insol-

vency would overtake the potato and coal shed.

From the little sketch thus hurriedly given, the

reader may form an idea of that class of " respect-

able married females" who frequented the den.

There are at this moment several gambling-houses
for females in London; and many a small trades-

man finds out to his cost, that his wife has been
allured to one of these pandemonia. As a matter
pf course, the idea of those who frequent such
places is, as we have above hinted, that they will

convert their pence into shillings, and their shillings

Into pounds. Insensate fools ! infatuated wretches !

I

If they only paused and reflected for a singl*

I

moment, they would perceive that the keeper of th*

gaming-house alone nets tbe profit—and that thii

profit is to the loss of the gamesters themselves.

But to return to the thread of our narratiTej

Madge Somers continued playing— at first cau-

tiously, as we have seen her— then, as she loot,

with a growing recklessness— aikd ultimately, as her

losses increased, with a kind of desperation. She
did not give way to any outburst of psusion—she

neither vociferated nor gesticulated : but her look*,

her attitude, her entire bearing indicated one pro-

I

longed, continuous, and concentrated sense of ter-

I
rific excitement. Now her eyebrows were drawn

I

up—now they became corrugated : now her half-

I

open mouth and the suspended breath showed the

I
poignancy of her suspense—then the nervous quick-

ness with which she drew forth another note and
hazarded another stake, served as a farther proof

of the desperate recklessness with which she was
playing. Ultimately, at about two o'clock in the

morning, she rose from her seat at the foot of the

table,—muttering to herself, " Not a shilling left

!

no, not a penny !"

But still she thrust her long bony fingers into

every recess of the greasy old pocket book, to ascer-

tain if perchance a bank-note, or even a sovereign

might have become embedded in some corner. No:
it was empty—and she was indeed penniless. The
remains of the last sum of money she had received

from Lady Saxondale had that night been swallowed

up in the same vortex to which hundreds and hun-
dreds of pounds of the woman's money—the ill-

gotten gains of long years of crime—had already

found their way.

"Now then for supper!" ejaculated that same
young girl whom we have already noticed as being

in Fortune's favour on this particular night: and

well she might speak exultingly; for she was the

possessor of thirty golden sovereigns —a sum that

appeared to her a colossal fortune.

" You will stay and take some supper, Madge ?"

said the elder sister of the two who presided over

that den of infamy.
" Not I. You know I never stay to supper," re-

sponded Madge Somers : and then, in a savage tune,

she added, " Come and open the door, and let ms
get away as quick as ever I can."

j

The keeper of the gambling-house was too well

I accustomed to Madge Somers' eccentric moods to

I

take any notice of the present one; and she accord-

I

iiiglj S^^^ ^^^ inveterate female-gamester prompt
egress from the place.

CHAPTER XCIIL

TTIIXIAM AND ANGELA.

It waa on the evening of the day following the in-

cidents recorded in the previous chapter, that,

between eight and nine o'clock, William Deveril

and his b.ister Angela were seated together in tho

ground-floor parlour of their beautiful little villa

near the llogent's Park. The weather was warm,
even to sultriness: for there was not the slightest

breeze to dispel the heat which the sun of a glowing

August day had left behind after sinking into its

western home. The curtains had within a few
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minutes been drawn over the window: but the

casement itself was open. A lamp burnt on the

table ; and its light shone upon the handsome

countenance of the young artist, and on the en-

chanting features of his sister, as they conversed

together in a cheerful strain.

An angel in loveliness as well as in name, that

beauteous creature might well be described as the

most ravishing embodiment of female charms ever

beheld by mortal eyes. We delineated her portrait

in one of the earliest chapters of this narrative,

when she appeared upon the stage of the Opera

:

we described her when she burst upon the delighted

vision of the thousands gathered there to pour forth

their enthusiastic plaudits, which were as much a

tribute to her matchless beauty as to her proficiency

in the dance. We beheld her then, expressiog and

personifying the poetry of motion with sylph-like

delicacy and winning grace. We now behold her

at homo, beneath her own roof—plainly but taste-

fully attired; and though the brilliancy of the

portrait may be somewhat subdued, yet has it lost

nothing of its beauty. The dress which she now
wears, sets off the exquisite symmetry of her shape

to as much advantage as did the aerial drapery

which she wore upon the stage: the statuesque

contours of her full and graceful form are developed,

while at the same time they are concealed, by the

0jstuine which now clothes them. Her shining dark

hair fulls in massive tresses upon the softly-rouuded

shoulders : her eyes, so large and dark, beam with

the holiest lustre of purity and innocence. Bright

as are those regards, yet are they full of a virginal

chastity: for hor's were looks which angels them-

selves might bend upon earth from the sunny

regions of heaven. It needed but a single glance

at Angola Deveril to convince the beholder that

virtue had chosen her fair bosom as a temple wherein

to establish its home, and that the purity of her

thoughts had not been marred by her contact with
the theatrical sphere.

We said that the brother and sister were con-
versing cheerfully; and it was so. For was not
William now happy in his love for the beauteous

Fiorina Staunton ? and was not Angela happy at

the success which thus promised to crown her

brother's highest aspirations? She herself knew
not what love was—she had never known it—naught
beyond the love which she had experienced for her

parents, and which she felt for her brother : but to

that other love which glowed in his heart towards

Fiorina, and which Fiorina reciprocated so tenderly

and 80 devotedly, the unsophisticated Angela was
utterly a stranger. She however saw that it was
potent to produce happiness or misery; and now
that it was creative of the former feeling in respect

to her brother, she rejoiced that she should know it

and acknowledge its empire.

But let us listen to some part of the conversation

which is taking place between them.
" It is close upon nine o'clock," said William,

looking at his watch ;
" and our kind friend Mr,

Gunthorpe is always punctual."

"What t).ink you, dear William, that ho can
mean," asked Angela, " by that expression in his

note of yesterday, which bade us prepare for some
strange revelations in respect to himselfP"

" 1 cannot conceive, sweet sister," responded our

h»fO " But this I do know, and am rejoiced at—

-

that in the same letter he emphatically repeated the

assurance he gave me a little while ago, that you
were to bid adieu to the stage."

" Ah ! is he not benevolent ? is he not good P"

exclaimed Angela. " How is it that we have found

so much favour in his sight ?"

" He is one of those men," responded William,
" who are delighted in doing good. I fear from cer-

tain expressions which he has at times let drop, that

he has known much care and so.-row in past years:

but instead of hardening his heart—instead of em-
bittering his feelings against the world—whatsoever

sufferings he has experienced, have only tended to

enlarge his philanthropy. There are few men like

Mr. Gunthorpe, Angela ; and there are few persons

who, like us, possess so dear and valued a friend."

" It is indeed a source of infinite congratulation

for ourselves," rejoined Angela: then after a few

moments' pause, she observed, "You were not long

with Lady Fiorina to day."

"No, dear sister—because she also was expecting

a visit from Mr. Gunthorpe. He had intimated his

intention of calling in Cavendish Square at about

three o'clock ; and it appeared that Lady Fiorina

was likewise to hear something of importance re-

lative to him. I therefore limited my visit. Besides,

dear Angela, I do not choose to leave you too much
alone. But, Ah ! there ii another point in Mr.
Guuthorpe's note to us, which has given me the

most unfeigned delight—I mean his promise that

Lady Macdonald and Fiorina shall call upon you
here to-morrow, to make your acquaintance and

embrace you as my sister. This will indeed be A

happiness for me ! You will love Fiorina "

" Yes—for your sake as well as for her own, dear

William. I am sure that the object of your love

must be one meriting the highest esteem and admi-

ration."

"Oh, she is! she is!" cried Deveril enthusias-

tically : " she is one of the few flowers that do not

sicken and wither in the tainted atmosphere of

fashionable life."

" Ah, that wicked Lady Saxondale," said Angela,
" to have spread such a story concerning you ! But

what course is now to bo adopted with regard to

her?"

"Doubtless Mr. Gunthorpe will inform us pre-

sently," replied Deveril. "The matter rests en-

tirely in his hands."

"Do you not wonder, William, how it is that

our good old friend possesses such influence with

]

Lady Macdonald ? It must be as we have con-

jectured—that he is the very intimate friend of the

I

Marquis of Eaglcdean."

I

"Yes—he himself has told me as much," replied

Deveril. "But, Ah! here he is!" he ejaculated, as

the sounds of carriage- wheels reached his ears

I

through the open casement.

The brother and sister rose from their scats,

and hastened to the front-door to meet the visitor,

who proved to be the individual whom they were

expecting. There wore kind greetings and grasp-

ing of hands—and in a few moments the noble-

man was seated between William and Angela in

the elegantly furnislied parlour. Now that the

light of the lamp shone upon his features, they

wore both surprised as well as rejoiced to observe

that ho had an altered look,—but a look that waa
changed for the better, it was an expression ol
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oouatenaace indicative of heartfelt satisfactioa and

joy-

"Ah! my dear young friends," he said, smiling

upon them both, "you doubtless perceive some

httle alteration in me ?—and it is so. Thank
heaven, I find myself destined, in my declining

years, to experience a happiness which for a long,

long time past I had never dared hope to enjoy."

" You, Mr. Gunthorpe," said Angela, her sweet

musical voice being tremulous with emotions,

—

"who are always studying to do good to others,

richly deserve whatsoever happiness has now be-

come your lot."

" And believe me, my dear Angela," responded

the nobleman, " that in my own felicity I shall

not forget the pleasing duty of ensuring the felicity

of others. First with regard to yourself, William,"

he continued, now specially addressing himself to

our young hero : " I must explain the measures

which I have adopted to ensure your welfare. I

have this day seen your Fiorina, and have told her

many things with which she was previously un-

acquainted. Of some of those things her aunt

Lady Macdonald was already aware, though she

had kept them profoundly secret : but even she

knew not all. Now they are both acquainted with

everything that concerns me. In a few weeks,

William, you shall conduct Fiorina to the altar.

It is my purpose to settle upon you an income of

two thousand a year "
" No, Mr. Gunthorpe—impossible ! impossible !"

exclaimed William, well nigh overwhelmed by this

iurprising munificence. "I could not thus be-

come dependant on your bounty. Pardon me, my
dear sir, for speaking thus frankly—^you will not

attribute it to ingratitude on my part
"

"I attribute it to the proper feeling which in-

spires you, my young friend ; and I honour you for

it. But it suits my purpose and my intentions to

give you this income. I will tell you why. Fiorina

has certain claims upon me—and it is to her that

I make this bequest. But as I cannot endure the

idea of a husband being dependant on his wife, I

choose to settle the money upon you instead of

upon herself. Wliy, my dear boy, if you mean to

marry a young lady of her rank, you must have a
suitable income : and as for your toiling to earn a
livelihood, it must not be thought of. You shall

pursue your studies by way of amusement—and
that is ali. Now, don't interrupt me—I am doing
everything for the best; and perhaps I shall tell

you something presently which will show you that
Fiorina has a perfect right to expect all this at my
hands."

"My dear sir, I am at a loss for words," said

William, profoundly affected, yet still loth to give
an assent to the pecuniary arrangements proposed,
•—" I know not how to express myself "

" But I can understand all that you would say,"

interrupted his good old friend. "And now, An-
gela," he continued, turning towards the young
lady, adown whoso checks the tears of mingled joy
and gratitude were trickling ;—for great indeed was
that joy, and fervid also was that gratitude which
she experienced towards the noble-hearted philan-
thropist who was displaying such splendid mtini-
fioence towards her brother: " now, dear Angela,"
he said, " one word relative to yourself. Your en-
(fagemout at Ihe Opera was for one season—and

that season is over. I dare say you hare already

had an offer from the manager to renew it for thfl

following season — and doubtless plenty of offers

from directors of the Continental Operas. But you
will refuse each and all. At the same time you are

not to be dependent upon your brother—although
I. know full well that everything he possesses is.

your's, and everything you possess is reciprocally

his. But he and Fiorina must have their income

to themselves ; and you shall have your's. So you
will permit me to settle upon you five hundred
a-year "

" Mr. Gunthorpe," interrupted the young lady,

"so much bounty on your part-^—

"

" Dd not say a word !" he cried. " I am rich—
this you knew all along -but I am far richer than
you ever imagined. Had not my own circum-
stances altered in another sense—as I will presently

explain—I should have dojie much more for Fiorina,

whereby you, William, would have been benefited.

Ah! now I perceive that you both are simulta-

neously struck with the same suspicion—you have
penetrated the secret I was about to reveal to your
ears—you see that I am no longer plain and humble
Mr. Gunthorpe "

" No, my lord," said William Doveril ;
" you are

—you must be—the Marquis of Eagledean him-
self !"

As he thus spoke, our young hero rose from his

chair with a feeling of profound respect towards

that good nobleman : while, on the other side, An-
gela sank upon her knees, and taking bis hand,
murmured, " My lord, we cannot love or revere you
more than if you had remained as we bad hitherto

known you!"
" My dear young friends," exclaimed the Marquis,

compelling William to resume his seat on one side,

and Angela to rise from her knees on the other,

—

" I have studied the excellence of your dispositions

—I have marked the purity of your lives—and even
if my duty towards my niece Fiorina had not im-

pelled me to bestow a fortune to enable her to bo-

come your wife, William, I should nevertheless hare
given yourself and your amiable sister a proof of

my regard. And now listen to me, while I relate

many strange things: for I purpose to keep no
secrets from you, as henceforth you will be welcome
and honoured guests at my dwelling, and there are

beings beneath that roof to whom I long to present

you."

The Marquis of Eagledean then proceeded to

relate the history of his love for Lady Everton, and
most of those details which are already known to

the reader. But we need scarcely observe that be
did not draw aside the veil from those lamentable

circumstances which entered into the past career of

bis daughter Elizabeth Paton ; and with these ex-

ceptions, he recapitulated all the facts which hare
occupied so many of the previous chapters of our
narrative. William and Angela listened with feel-

ings of the deepest interest ; and when the Marquis
had concluded, they proffered their congratulations

on his altered position in life, now that he had
found two children whom he loved, and was on the

eve of being united to the object of his first and
only affections.

" William," continued the Marquis, " there is one
more subject on which we have to converse. I

allude to those proceedings that we have threatened
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to take against Lady Saxondale. You are now

aware that Lord Harold Staunton is my nephew.

I more than fear—indeed, it is certain from what

we already know—that this bad woman has con-

trived to obtain no small degree of influence over

him. It is my duty as well as my wish to rescue

him from the circle of her fascinations. But con-

sidering the empire which she must have gained

over his heart, to have been enabled to make him

her instrument in the endeavour to take away your

life, it can only be bv revealing her true character

to him in the blackest iyes, that he may be weaned

from his infatuation. 1 J'^ not imagine that he is

aware of the fact that she, tor «ome deep and dark

purposes of her own, was in <v,. respondence with

that dreadful character—the man Chiffin. It is ne-

cessary to ascertain for what purpose that man's

services were required by her ladyship. Previous

to leaving London, I sent a note to that man at the

public-house in A.gar Town, desiring him to let me
know if anything new transpired in respect to Lady
Sasondale, and telling him where he might send a

letter to me. Of course I failed not to hint that

his reward should be ample ; and he has already

had proofs that I am not niggard with my gold."

" And has he answered your lordship ?" inquired

Deveril :
" have you heard anything from him ?"

" This very afternoon, on my return home from

Cavendish Square," replied the Marquis, " I found

a note from Chiffin. In that scrawl he desires me,

accompanied by yourself, to pay another visit to

that den in Agar Town—to-morrow evening at nine

o'clock—when he promises to have the most impor-

tant information to communicate."

"Oh, my lord!" said Angela, over whose coun-

tenance a shade had fallen ;
" do you not fear to

expose yourselves to the dangers of that horrible

den, and to the possible treachery of that dreadful

man ?"

"My sweet girl," responded the Marquis, in a
benevolent tone of reassurance and encouragement,

"you have nothing to tremble for, either on the part

of your brother or your old friend. The appoint-

ment is given for an hour when that place is fre-

quented by a number of persons ; and though they
may be all bad character?, yet no outrage is ever

attempted by a mixed company of that description.

As for the man himself, money is his idol ; and as

he doubtless thinks that he will make a good thing

out of me from first to last, he will not kill the

goose in the hope of obtaining all the golden eggs at

once. To-morrow," continued the Marquis, " Lady
Macdonald and Fiorina will pay you a visit between
two and three o'clock. At five my carriage will be

here to fetch you both to dine with me at the Manor.
I long to introduce you to Lady Everton—to Adol-
phus—to Elizabeth—and to Frank. Then, soon
after eight, you and I, William, will repair to Agar
Town. I shall devise some excuse : because no one
at the Manor must be made acquainted with the
real nature of the business we have in hand, or the

place to which we are going. In respect to what
concerns yourself and Lady Saxondale, William, we
shall know how to act better after this interview

with Chiffin to-morrow evening. The greater the

mass of evidence we can accumulate against her,

the more easily shall wo reduce her to terms. My
object, as you may now comprehend it, is a double

one: namely, to rescue my nephew from her

M»

clutches—and likewise to compel her to contradict

the foul calumny she has propagated in respect to

yourself. We may then leave the vile bad woman
to such chastisement as her own utter mortification

will be certain to inflict. But as for this nephew of

mine," added the Marquis, shaking his head
gloomily, "from all I have seen and all I have
heard, I deeply fear that he has become inveterate

in the ways of vice and demoralization."
" Let us hope for the best, my lord," said Deveril.

" You know that so far as I am concerned, I freely

forgive him."
" Generous-hearted boy !" exclaimed Lord Eagle-

dean: "I know that you have forgiven him long
ago."

" And even if I had not," rejoined our hero, " it

would be sufficient to have learnt that he is your
lordship's nephew, to induce me to bury the past ia

oblivion."

The Marquis of Eagledean now rose to take hia

departure j and the brother and sister accompanied
him forth into the little garden in front of the house.

There his lordship took leave of Angela, shaking her
warmly by the hand; and she retreated into the

dwelling—for she perceived that the Marquis de-

sired to say a few words in private with her brother.

And it was so: for the nobleman, taking Deveril's

arm, led him slowly towards the gate,—saying in a

subdued voice, " WiUiam, you are now acquainted

with al' that has taken place between myself and
Lady li carton. The world will perhaps look upon
her past jotxluct as frailty and levity - a&fL upon
mine as thai <>£ a seducer. Now, my dear boy, I
have invite* yourself and Angela to my house to-

morrow : but if you have the slightest hesitation t«

bring your beautiful sister in contact——"
" My lord, not another word, I beseech you, upon

this subject!" interrupted Deveril. " At five o'clock

Angela and myself will be prepared to wait upon
your lordship, and all those whom we may find

beneath your roof."

The Marquis said not another word—but pressed

Deveril's hand cordially, and entering his carriage,

drove homeward.

CHAPTEB XCIV.

' JjOVE affxibs.

About four o'clock in the afternoon of the follow-

ing day, Francis Paton might have been seen

walking alone in a distant part of the grounds
attached to Stamford Manor. He had sought the

shadiest spot, not so much because the sun was still

powerful—but because he wished to escape the

notice of any persons who might be roving about,

and likewise to be left in the companionship of his

own thoughts. The youth was full of a nervous

anxiety: there was a flush upon his cheeks—the

glitter of uneasy suspense in his eyes; and from
time to time, when his ear caught a sound like

that of an approaching footstep, he stopped and
flung an eagerly penetrating look through the

shrubs and evergreens in the direction of the

mansion. Then, as he descried not the person

whom he expected, ho walked on again, murmuring
to himself, " How long the interview lasts

!"

Indeed, for an entire hour—since three o'clock-^
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had Francis Patoc been walking to and fro in that

shady retreat; and the interval which had elapsed

appeared to him at least thrice as long. Twenty
times had he looked at his watch — twenty

times had he stopped ahort to glance in the direc-

tion of the Manor, and again and again did he

murmur, "How long the interview lasts!"

But at length he beheld his sister advancing hastily

towards the spot where he was awaiting her arrival

;

and perceiving that she came quickly, and not with

a slow languid pace, his heart bounded with hope :

for he thought within himself that she had pleasing

tidings to communicate. As she approached nearer

still, he saw in her looks sufficient to confirm this

antieipatijn; and flying towards her, he exclaimed,

" What news, dear Elizabeth? what does our

ftther say ?"

" We have both alike, my dear brother," she re-

sponded, " everything to hope."

A cry of joy burst from Frank's lips; and he

embraced his sister with the warmest effusion of

deligV*.

"Njw tell me," he said, "ererything that has

taken place
"

" Oh, then, dear Frank," she replied archly, and
jet with a softly blushing confusion at the same
time, "you will now have patience to listen to

everything that I may have to say ?"

"Yes," he answered; "provided that yu have
'

nothing (rf a disagreeable nature to quanty the joy-
I

ous intelligence already communicated.
" I do not think you will find it so," she rejoined.

" But first, dear Frank, I will speak of your own
little love-affair. Come, let me take your arm—and
we will walk to and fro beneath this grateful shade.

I represented to our father frankly and candidly i

everyUiiiig which had taken place between yourself
j

and Mlsi Juliana Farefield, as you had previously
'

related it all to me^—

"

" You told his lordship everything ?" murmured '

Frank, half-averting his blushing countenance.
" Oh, yes !—did we not agree, when I undertook

to become spokeswoman in the matter, that our
father was to be dealt with frankly and unre-

servedly ? Well then, my dear brother, I told him
all ; and at first he looked very grave and very

serious, for more reasons than one "

" And those reasons ? " asked young Paton
quickly.

"The first, as he explained them to me," con-
tinued Elizabeth, " was because he could not help
thinking that it was a mere transient passion on
Juliana's part ; but yet he admitted that he might
be mistaken."

',' Oh ! yes—he is mistaken !" ejaculated Frank
ehemcntly: " for I know that she loves me ; and
were it not an egregious vanity on my part to use

•uch terms, I should say that she loves me devotedly

—adoringly I"

"So much the belter, Frank—inasmuch as you,
my dear brother, are so deeply enamoured of her.

That however was one reason which made the

Marquis look grave. The second is, because ho has
no reason to entertain any good feeling towards
Julimia's mother, Lady Saxondale. On the con-
trary, there are certain circumstances, which he
partly explained to me, and which have not only
brought, him already in collision wi(li her, but
now threal#n U' «Qake a still wider breach belweeu

them. These circumstances relate to hb nephew,
Lord Harold—and to Mr. WilUam Deveril, whom
you have often seen, and who is coming to dine hen
to-day."

" But no matter for the circumstances, my dear
sister," exclaimed Frank impatiently, " so long m
our father has not placed his negative "

•" No, my dear brother—I have already assured
you to the contrary. Now listen to what the Mar-
quis says. He himself has experienced too bitterly

the fatal effects of thwarting the heart's affections, to

entertain the slightest idea of attempting a similar

coercion with eithe of his children. No, no—he
will not do that not for worlds would he adopt
a course by which he himself and our dear mother
were rendered such cruel sufferers. He would rather

strain many a point—rather make much sacrifice

of feeling as a parent, than practise such tyranny
such cruelty. This therefore does he propose—that
you shall put Juliana Farefield's love to the test:

he himself will suggest the means, and sketch forth

the plan to be adopted ; and in three or four days
shall you repair into Lincolnshire for the purpose."

" Oh, that condition I cheerfully accapt !" ex-

claimed Frank ;
" and I feel deeply grateful to our

father— deeply grateful to you also, my dearest

sister
"

" No gratitude to me, Frank," interrupted Eliza-

beth. " Heaven grant that the result of the test,

whatsoever it may be, shall prove in accordance

with your hopes and aspirations ! The reason that

made mo so long ere I rejoined you here, was lie-

cause our father—after he had heard all that I had
to say, both on your account and my own—procee led |

to the drawing-room to consult our mother. Ah! 1

you may suppose that during the twenty minutes I 1

was left alone in the library, I endured some degree
]

of suspense both for your sake and mine. And yet '

hope preponderated above fear : for the Marquis had
listened to me with so much benevolence —with so

much paternal kindness—he had encouraged me in

such gentle and soothing terms to proceed each time

I hesitated in short, I saw full well that he would
do all in his power to minister unto our happi-

\

ness." i

"And you were not mistaken, Elizabeth?" ex-

claimed Frank. " But in reference to yourself "
i

" Our father will grant Don Diego Christoval an
|

interview the day after to morrow," answered Misa
Paton, the rich blood agam mantling upon her i

cheeks; "and I do not think there is any reason U. '

apprehend an unsatisfactory termination to that

meeting. To-morrow evening, you know, dear

Frank," continued Elizabeth, speaking more seri-

ously, " the hands of our father and mother will bo

united in the holy bond of marriage. The special

license is already procured—the various arrange-

ments are made. But these indeed are few, inas-

much as the ceremony will tjike place with the

utmost privacy. Perhaps this marriage may be

followed shortly by several others
"

" Oh !" cried Frank, in the sanguine enthusiasm

of youthful years, "how delightful would it be if

Adolphus and Henrietta—yourself and the Count

—and, and "

" Speak it out, my dear brother," said Elizabeth,

with a smile upon her lips and a blush iiynin her

cheeks: "Juliana and yourself if we were all to

be married on the same day Well, wo shall see."
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* And now, dear sister, that you have at leu^tU

learned what love is," continued Frank, " tell me,

does it not constitute a new existence ? is it not a

paradise in itself ? does it not seem to transport

one, as it were, into another state of being? Oh,

you who but so short a time back were almost boast-

ing that your heart was inaccessible to love why,

I do really believe that all along, from the very

first moment you ever beheld your handsome Chris-

toval in the Catalonian hills, you really loved him

:

that is to say, the germs of love were engendered in

your heart—but the circumstances not being con-

genial for their expansion and growth, they re-

mained aa it were latent, unknown, unsuspected

—

but not the less surely implanted there; and it only

required a change of circumstances, such as those

under which you and Don Diego recently met, to

evoke these germs of love into active vitality and a

recognised existence."

" There may be some truth in what you say,

Frank," observed Elizabeth, in a subdued voice

:

"yes—there may be !"—and for a few moments she

reflected profoundly upon the idea which he had

suggested: then, suddenly raising her magnificent

dark eyes which had been bent downward, she ex-

claimed with her wonted blitheness, " Come, Frank,

we must hasten and dress for dinner. The De-

verils and the Leydens are coming—and it will be

a happy party."

The brother and sister sped back to the mansion ;

and it was indeed a happy party which was ga-

thered in the splendid drawing-room at about six

o'clock. William Deveril, who had seen Frank in

his page's livery at Saxondale House, could not help

thinking that handsome as he had looked then, he

appeared to far greater advantage in his present

elegant evening costume ; and he shook hands with

hitn in a manner so ingenuously cordial and warm,
that it was as much as to imply the words, "We
are bosom friends from this moment.

"

Angela,—who, in a plain white dress, looked

ravishingly beautiful,—was heartily welcomed by
Lady Everton; and she was soon on the most

friendly terms with Elizabeth Paton and Henrietta

Leydea. And here we may observe that it would
have been difficult, if all England were searched

through, to discover three more perfect specimens

of female loveliness than Elizabeth, Angela, and
Henrietta—or two handsomer youths than William
Deveril and Francis Paton. But Adolphus—did
be not also appear to advantage? Yes: and won-
derfully improved was he alike in personal appear-

ance and the tone of his intellect. Mrs. Ley^en
and little Charley were amongst the guests; and
the sweet boy was full of the most joyous spirits.

Altogether, we repeat, it was indeed a happy
party.

Soon after eight o'clock the Marquis of Eagledcan
and William Deveril entered the carriage, which
was in readiness, and which drove away in the di-

rection of Agar Town.
" And so Fiorina and Angela at once became as

atfectionate as two sisters," observed the Marquis,
referring to some conversation which had already

taken place between himself and William Deveril

in the course of the evening.

"Angela was delighted with Fiorina," answered
our hero :

" indeed, how could she be otherwise ?

for the heart which is all amiable and pure, is cer-

tain to love a being who is herself amiabkVty and

purity."
" No doubt of it," said the Marquis. " I waa

convinced they would immediately experience a

fondness for one another. Fiorina was already much
prepossessed in favour of your sister, and of course

Angela was equally prepared to love the object of

your affection. But Lady Macdonald—what think

you of her ?"

" Her ladyship was most amiable," replied Wil-

liam. "Altogether, both Angela and myself had

every cause to be pleased and fluttered by the visit.

We are to dine in Cavendish Square the day after

to-morrow."
" I know it : for we are to be there to meet you,"

replied his lordship. "Lady Everton will in the

meanwhile have become Marchioness of Eagle-

dean. Elizabeth and Adolphus will also be of the

party."
" And Frank—your amiable son Frank ?" asked

William.

"He is going upon a journey, of which I will

tell you more particulars another time. By the bye,

I thought I had something to communicate, which

perhaps is of more or less consequence : but whether

it will prove so, we shall sec. That woman whom
you rescued from drowning, and who is to call at

your residence in the evening of the 21st of this

month, at nine o'clock is it not so ?"

" Yes, my lord : it was in the evening of the 21st

of July that she gave the appointment that day

month, hour for hour Oh! I have -not for-

gotten it : and often and often do I ask myself

what secret she may have to reveal? or whether

it were not all the outpouring of a half-crazed

brain ?"

" No—I do not think so," interrupted the Marquis.

"From the particulars you narrated to me, I am
inclined to anticipate that she will really have some-

thing of importance to communicate. But I was

about to tell you something more concerning lier.

It happened that this afternoon my daughter Eliza-

beth had a conversation with me on certain matters

regarding Frank, and in the course of what took

place, she mentioned several little things which had

occurred at Saxondale House during the last few

weeks of his residence there. Amongst those occur-

rences, were certain visits, paid under very mys-

terious circumstances to Laily Saxondale, by •

woman precisely answering the dcicription of that

same persoa whom you rescued from the Biver

Trent."
" Ah ! then doubtless she was on her way at the

time to pay a visit to the Castle," exclaimed William

Deveril. " I recollect that she spoke a great deaj

of Lady Saxondale. How peremptorily she de-

manded what I was doing in that neighbourhood

!

and how strangely she told me that if I myself had

been to the Castle, it was somewhat important she

should know it ! I remember also that ivhen I told

her I had never set foot in Saxondale Castle in my
life, she gave vent to such singular ejaculations,

and looked at me with an expression of countenance

that i never can forget. 1 besought her to explain

herself: I told her that she was torturing mo cruelly

—that by her looks and her language she was piling

up mystery upon mystery : and yet she would not

relieve me fiom suspense. But this was not all.

When I spoke of those »vei'tureii which Lady 6*X'
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ondale bad made to me, she adjured me in the most

olemn manner to tell her the truth— whether I

had really rejected them ? Then how suddenly

Mtisfied and even pleased did she seem when I

gave her a positive answer !"

" It is strange—most strange," said the Marquis

•f Eagledean, in a musing tone. " No conjecture

can possibly penetrate that woman's meaning, or

fathom the mystery. But still those visits which

he paid to Saxondale House—for there can be no
mistake as to the identity of the woman whom
Frank saw, with that of the woman of whom
you are speaking,—those visits, I say, would seem
to show that she has some intimate knowledge of

Lady Saxondale's affairs; and hence her persever-

ance in questioning you.. Yes, William—there is

evidently some profound and important secret which

your poor father vainly endeavoured to reveal on his

death-bed—which the manager Thompson was like-

wise atiquainted with—and of which this singular

woman has some inkling. Well, the 21st is not

very far distant now ; and then we shall see whether

the woman will keep the appointment. I have

promised to be with you at the time, my dear

William—and I shall not fail. But here we are at

the spot where I bade the coachman halt."

CHAPTEE XCV.

THE 8VABB.

The carriage had stopped in the same place where

the Marquis of Eagledean and William Deveril had

alighted on the former occasion of their visit to

Agar Town; and the coachman being ordered to

wait their return, they proceeded towards Solomon

Patch's boozing-ken. On reaching the entrance of

that establishment, the uproarious sounds of mirth

and revelry rang forth even louder than usual ; and

on crossing the threshold, the visitors perceived the

landlord and his better half serving malt and

spirituous liquor to the ill-looking persons gathered

about the bar. It was from the taproom that the

din of voices emanated ; and the whole conversation

of the revellers there appeared to be made up of

oaths, obscenities, slang songs, and ribald jests.

The moment the Marquis and William Deveril

made their appearance, Solomon Patch, evidently

prepared for their arrival, stepped forward to receive

them with his usual cringing servility, and inducted

them into the little parlour behind the bar. He
ofBiciously handed them chairs ; and bustling about,

drew a bottle of wine and put some glasses on the

table, before they had leisure to utter a word, much
less give a specific order for any refreshment, even

if they had required it.

"Is a certain person here.^" asked the noble-

man, with a significant look at Solomon Patch.

" Yes, he be, sir," was the reply, " Mr. Chiffin,

who is a genelmen of the greatest punctuality, and

never keeps nobody waiting for nothing whatsum-

dever, will show the light of his blessed countenance

in less than fire minutes."
" Tou seem to have a great deal of custom here,"

remarked Lord Eagledean, perceiving that the

landlord lingered in the room, and not choosing to

be uncivil to him.
" Wall, sir, me and my missui is plain simple

bodies—say-nothing-to-nobody kind of folks; and aa
long as we can earn our honest crustesses for tea,

dinner, and breakfustesses, we don't grumble. W«
pays the Queen's taxes as regular as clock-work:

but we don't pay no water-rates, cos why there's no
water laid on the place. The canal, you se^, sir, ia

so precious handy."

"Very handy, indeed," said the Marquis drily

i

then, aa a sudden reminiscence flashed to his mind,
sending a cold shudder through his entire form at

the same time, he observed, "By the bye, that

dreadful murder which was committed close by her*

—in the barge, I mean,—has any clue been ere*

discovered to the perpetrator of the deed ?"

" Never, sir, that I've heerd of," replied Solomps
Patch, without the slightest change of countenance

;

although he knew full well that the murderer was
beneath his roof at that very moment—and what
was more too, that he was deliberately and coolly

planning another double murder for the hour that

was passing.

At this moment the door opened; and Chiffin

the Cannibal made his appearance. He took off hi*

battered old white hat surrounded with the rustyblack

crape, and made what he intended to be a respectful-

looking bow to the two visitors. Solomon Patch

glided back into the bar; and Chiffin, dosing tb*

door, took a seat opposite to the Marquis and
Deveril.

" So you got my note, Mr. Gunthorpe t" he said,

with a significant nod, as much as to imply that it

was very important business to which it related.

" That is the reason we are here this night, and

at this hour," replied the Marquis. "I suppose

vou have something to communicate concerning

Lady "

" Hush, sir—hush !" said Chiffin, turning round

and looking towards the door. "That old Patch

and his wife," he continued, in a subdued voice,

" have got ears as sharp as their eyes ; and I do
believe they can see through a brick wall. I wouldn't

for the world have them know what you've coma
here about : they would fasten themselves upon me
till they got out of me every farthing of the couple

of hundred guineas you're going to give me."
" Humph !" said the Marquis drily :

" you have

fixed your price beforehand ?"

" Eather so," responded Chiffin, with a cunning

leer; " because I know the value of the information

I am going to give you. Why, sir, I've got two

letters But I'm blowcd if we can talk here," ha

added, again affecting to look uneasily around. " I

know old Sol and his wife are pricking up their

ears."

" Then why did you make an appointment for u«

to meet you here?" demanded Lord Eagledean.
" Cos why I didn't know another crib where two

genelmen could meet a chap like me without excit*

ing unpleasant notice. Besides, I live here
"

" Ah ! you live here ?" said the Marquis.

"Why yes— I've got a room of my own," ok»

served Chiffin ;
" and a very tidy sitting apartment

up-stairs it is too. But come, before we go any

farther, is it all right about the blunt?"
" If you mean the money," rejoined the Marquia,

" I have enough about me to satisfy your demand.

Have you not already had proofs of my liberality t

Depend upon it, I will give you a fair price for

your letters."



CliifSn reflected for a few moments. He had

been drivingf at a particular object : namely, to get

as mucb as he could out of the two persons before

he consigned them to destruction. His rapacity

almost prompted him to be more explicit and eager

in his demand: but he feared that if he were to

display such greediness, a suspicion would be excited

in their minds ; for they would naturally argue that

if he could transact the money-part of the business

in the bar-parlour, he could likewise show them the

letters in the s&vze place. He accordingly resolved

not to risk the two thousand guineas which he was
to receive from Lady Saxondale, by any farther

angling for the two hundred that he sought to obtain

of his intended victims.

" Well then, genelmcu," ho said, suddenly rising

from his seat, "let's to business:"—then pretending

to look anxiously ovor the blind of tlie window
between t-he parlour and tlie bar, he again turned
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towards them, observing Tn a lower tone, " I knew
they wore on tlio watch. Come along with me."

Thus spoakinij, Cliiffin took up a candle; a:'.d

opening the door, led the way towards the stair-

caae.

"Shall I send tho wine and glasses up, Mr.

Chiflin ?" asked old Solomon, by way of giving a

complexion of fairness to the present proceeding.

" Yes, you may as well—and some brandy usy,

for that matter," responded the Cannibal. " Couia

along, genelmen— tl-.is way."

For a moment William Deveril clutched the arm
of the Marquis, and threw upon him a signiiiciut

look,—not one of actual fear, for our hero was no

cravon-hearteil being—but one full of suspicion as

to the integrity of Cliirtiii's intentions. This re-

moval from one mom to anollior hatl struck hii:» as

being strange. Tbc same ido.i had occurred to the

Marquis himself; and tiio luuk which ho threw Lack
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upon Devei-il, implied the necessity of cxei'cisiu;;

the utmost caution. But then it simultaneously

i)ccurrecl to them both that as all the lower part of

the house was full of people, it was by no means

probable that any foul play could be intended them.

They accordingly ascended the stairs, Ciidin the

Cannibal leading the way with the light in his

hand.

That little room which has been so frequently

alluded to in former chapters, was reached ; and as

there seemed to be nothino; suspicious there—no

place where any murdorom confederates of their

guide could he concealed in ambush —the Marquis

and Deveril did not hesitate to enter it. Still they

were on tlie alert, and ke[)t at a certain distance

behind Cliiflin, so as to guard against any sudden

manifestation of treachery.

"This is my room, genelmen," he said, throwing

open that new door which had been constructed;

then, as ho paused on the threshold, the liglit which

lie hold in his hand as well as one that was already

burning on the table, affording them a full view of

the interior, he added, "You see it's no great shakes

—only just comfortable; and it's here I'm going to

transact my little business in future. Walk in,

genelmen—and I will show you these letters at

once. We will then settle what tlioy're worth over

the lush that old Sol Patch will bring up in a mo-
ment."

Despite his villanous-looking countenance, there

was a certain degree of frankness and straightfor-

ward meaning in this speech of the Cannibar>-, which
almost coiiipletely reassured the Marquis and
Dcveril. They had moreover looked into the inner

room—they saw nothing suspicious—the outer fl<;or

had been left wide open—and the merest cry would
be heard down stairs. Assuredly, then, Chiffin was
acting fairly, and there was no perddy to apprehend ?

Dcveril was the first to make a moveratnt to

follow the Cannibal ; for he was resolved that if any
traitorous intent should suddenly develop itself, he

would be the foremost to bear its brunt, and to the

extent of hia power shield and protect his benefactor

the Marquifi of Eagledean. Chiflin, with the candle

in one hand and his club in the other, advanced
across tlu; room from tlie new doorway towards the

tabic, ^bich stood against the opposite wall. Devcril

had just crossed the threshold—the Marqds was
ilose at hand—when all of a sudden tiio floor

appeared to give way beneath Chifliii's feet, the

carpet sinking down at the same time : a horrible

yell burst from his lips—thb candle and the club fell

from his hands—and in the twinkling of an eye he
disappeared from the view. But where he had gone
down, and the carpet with him, » square chasm
remained open in the floor—black and yawning, as

if it were the bottomless pit itself!

William Deveril and the Marquis of Eagledean
recoiled in dismay trom the astounding spectacle.

Horror seized upon them with paralyzing elfect,

rendering them speechless ; and there they stood for

a few moments, gazing in the stupor of consternation

upon the open trap-door through wiiich the Cannibal
bad disappeared, as if having sold his soul to Satan,
l«is time had como and an abyss had yawned to

dwuUow him up.

Suddenly recovering (heir presence of mind, the
Marquis and Dcveril exchanged looks of unutterable
horror; and then they turned to flco from a place

where such hi<leou3 j)itfalls appeared to have exist-

ence. Be it understood that the candle which

remained burnmg upon the table in the inner room
(that wliich ChifHn had carried being extinguished

as it fell) not merely lighted the scene of horror in

the immediate vicinage, but also threw its beams
into the smaller room where Lord Eagledean and

Deveril now were. But on turning towards the

outer door, they perceived that it was shut. This

had been done by old Solomon Patch, who had

stolen up-stairs just at the Tery time they were

following ChilTin into the inner room; and he had

shut that outer door to prevent whatsoever cries

might be uttered, from reaching the ears of the

people down stairs. And here we may at once

observe that Chilfin's yell could scarcely have

penetrated beyond that door ; or if it did, it was
drowned in the uproarious din of reveb^ thundering

forth from the tap-room.

The instant that the Marquis and Deveril, on
turning round to flee fi-om the place, beheld the

outer door closed, they again threw rapid and
unutterable looks upon each other—as much as to

imply that there was some hideous treachery im-

pendi;ig. Our young hero, seizing upon a huge
wooden stool, was about to batter down that door,

—taking it for granted, in the hurry and excitement

of his thoughts, tliat it was fast secured outside: but

it suddenly opened, and a female made her

appearance.
" Ah !" he ejaculated, as he recognized the woman

whoin he had saved from drowning in the Trent :

but slie placed her linger to her lips, and he uttered

not another word.
" Silence !" said Madge Somers—for she it was ;

" you have nothing to fear :"—and as she spoke,

she entered the room, closing the door behind

her.

The Marquis of Eagledean, from the description

which had been given him of this woman, at once

kueir who she was ; and both he and Deveril per-

ceived by her manner, even before she spoke those

reassuring words, that she was friendly disposed to-

wards them.
" Do not excite yourselves—there must be no

disturbance," she hastened to observe. " That pit-

fall was intended for you—yes, both of you—but I

have saved you."

With an impulsive feeling of fervid gratitude,

which was indeed natural enough under such extra-

ordinary circumstances, Deveril caught the woman
by one hand—the Marquis by the other; and thosa

hands were fervidly pressed.

" My good woman," said Lord Eagledean, " we
owe you our lives—we understand it all—that mis-

crcant lured us hither to accomplish our destruction

—you have saved us—your reward shall be im-

mense "

" Do not speak so loud," interruptod Madgs
Somers : and her words were uttered ia that peremp-
tory tone of command which she was so accustomed

to adopt. " The people below must know nothing

of wh.1t has happoneil."
" But it is impossible to pass over the transac-

tion thus!" cried the Ma'quis. " Such a horribly

treacherous contrivance could not exist here without

the knowledge of the vile wretches who keep the

place. They must be given up to justice."

"Silence, Mr. Gunthorpc—I command you I*
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•aid Madf^o Somera, planting her right foot foremost lessly that both Devcril and the Marquis sliud-

and assuming an attitude that was aUke one of do- , dercd lest she should lose her balance and tumble in.

mmant command and stern menace. " I have i
It was therefore quite a relief to them both

—

saved your lives—you acknowledged but a few and they breathed freely once more—when sho

moments back how much you were indebted to mc.
|

moved away from the edge of the pitfall.

The least you can do to testify your gratitude, is to
j

"Now, my good woman," said the Marquis,

follow my counsel. I say, therefore, that there must': "heaven knows that we shall be full well pleased

be secrecy upon this subject: not a single syllable to escape from this den of horrors: but in the first

respecting the transaction of this night must pass place I wish to ask you one or two questions—and

the lips of cither of you ! I have saved your lives, in the second place you must allow me to give you

I repeat : would you endanger mine ? And what such reward as wiiat I have about me will enable

would my life be worth, if you blazoned all this me to offer."

forth to the world ? Patch and his wife might go ! " The questions first. Oo on," said Madge, curtly

to the gallows : but would the law do nothing to me ? and peremptorily.

Though Chifin was a villain—a robber—a murderer
i

" Know you at whose instigation that miscreant"

aye, you may start : he was a murderer—and
j

—and the Marquis of Eagledeau pointed toward*

he would have been a murderer again to-night if it the dark yawning gulf—" sought our lives ?"

had not been forme! But though he was all this,
j

"Perhaps I do," answered Madge: "but the

yet I had no right to murder 7tw«—which I have time is not come to satisfy you on this point. la

done to save you both. The law might not hang short, I cannot be questianed now: I will not be!

me, considering the circumstances: but it would On the 21st of this month—and it is not many
transport me; and a sentence of transportation days hence—I have an appointment to keep; and

would be death, because I would commit suicide ! it shall be kept. Therefore say not another word

:

Even if I were pardoned, my life would not be worth you must depart—and I also am in a hurry to be

a month's purchase. ChitSn has friends — the gone."

Patches have friends—and I should be waylaid—I
j

"Here, my good woman—here!" said the Mar-

ehould be assassinated by the sharp knife of ven- quis, forcing upon her a purse well crammed with

geance. Now do you understand me, Mr. Gun- bank-notes at one end and with gold at the other.

thorpe ? do you understand me, William Devcril ? .

" Take this—take this. I shall see you again on

In a word, 1 hav« saved j/ow lives : do you wish the 21st, and will give you more."

to take mine ?" B'ut INIadge Somers hesitated to accept the noble-

Both the Marquis of Eagledean and our young man's bounty; and therefore have we used the

hero recognized the stern truth of all the arguments term that it was forced upon her. What strange

which Madge Somers advanced ; and though they feeling was it—or what idiosyncracy—that made

experienced an indescribable repugnance to throw this woman hesitate to receive that purse ?—she

the veil of dai'kness over this terrible proceeding,
[

who was penniless at the moment—she who was

yet on the other hand they dared not perpetrate such ! ever ready to clutch greedily at the means of

monstrous ingratitude as to endanger the life of the
:

gratifying her infatuation for the gaming-table

—

woman who had saved theirs.
j

she who throughout a leng series of years had
" You will follow my counsel ?" repeated Madge existed upon the proceeds of crime, robbery, and

Somers, her naturally harsh and forbidding counte- extortion -she who in a word had never scrupled

nance looking terrible in the present resoluteness of at any deed of turpitude to obtain gold,—how was

its expression : indeed there appeared to be an iron it that she hesitated ? Ah ! there was some strange

firmness about this woman—an even more than thought uppermost in her mind—some remorseful

masculine decision of purpose, which had the effect sentiment—some compunctious feeling: for there

of overawing the strongest and proudest minds. are moments in the lives of even the vilest and the

"We will do nothing to hurt you," said the
;

worst of human creatures, when the heart is thus

Marquis of Eagledean :
" no—not for worlds would

we be guilty of ingratitude !"

"Heaven forbid !" ejaculated William Devcril."

" It is well," observed Madge Somers :
" I believe

you—I put faith in you both ; and therefore I exact

not any solemn pledge or vow. In a few instants

touched and the soul thus moved. Such are the

inscrutable dispensations of ho.iven ! such the mys-

teries of the character of mankind! And this

woman, whose soul was saturated with vice-

tanned, hardened, iron-bound, petrified, steeleil, by

a long career of guilt and enormity—this woman
you shall depart. But stay—let us assure our- ' whose life had been dragged through all the moral

selves that the miscreant has met his righteous !
sinks, cesspools, heaps of feculence, sloughs of mire,

doom." bogs, morasses, and accumulated abominations

Thus speaking, Madge Somers passed into the which abound in this great metiopolis of our's,—

inner room; and making a slight circuit, so as to ' this woman it was that now hesitated to accept

avoid the gaping chasm, she took up the candle that purse ! Strange indeed was her look as she

from the table : then advancing to the very edge of fixed her eyes upon William Devcril, and thea

the abyss, she stooped over, holding the cundlo reverted them upon the countenance of the Mar-

above her head so as to obtain a greater benefit quis.

from the light.

" All dark—as dark as pitch," she muttered :
" a

thousand candles would not thro-v a single beam
down to the bottom:"—then she paused and Hs-

tened for nearly a minute. "All is still too—as

Yes, yes," said the nobleman; "you must take

that money : and I will give you more—much more

the next time we meet."

Madge Somers weighed the purse in her hand-
then opened it—drew forth a single gold piece—

still as death," she said, turning away from the still clutched it—still hesitated—and at length all

ckasm, over wUich she had bent so far and so fear- in a moment thrust it back upon the Marquis,
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gajing in her habitually curt mnnncr, " No, Mr.

Gunthorpe, I will not take it. And now begone,

both of yo«—begone, I say! But once more be-
\

ware how you breathe a single word of aught that
|

has taken place here to-night. Begone !"—and she

extended her arm in a eommaading manner towards

the outer door.
{

" But my good woman," said William Devcril,

" we cannot leave you thus. You have saved our

lives—you must accept a reward."

"No—notliing mure than what I have taken :"

—

and she displayed the piece of gold. " Why should

you throw temptation in my way ?" she demanded,

almost fiercely. " Do you know what I should do

if I were possessed of that money ? I should speed

with it to the gambling table Ah ! you may
both look startled, and shocked, and astonished—but

it is the truth ! And were I to hasten thither, I

should be neglecting a duty which I owe to 3^0!*,

William Deveril. And now, not another word—
\

depart begone !"

Lord Eagledean and our young hero, astonished

at what they heard—astonished likewise at the i

singular character and conduct of this unaccount-

able woman, hesitated no longer to obey her; but

issued from Uie room. The staircase was quite

dark— but they groped their way down it ; and

the moment they appeared in front of the bar,

both Solomon Patch and his wife were seized with

a ghastly terror. Neither the Marquis nor Wil-

liam Deveril tarried to speak a word : they merely

threw a look of mingled indignation and loathing '

upon the two wretches, and issued from that den
;

of iufamy and horror.
'

The moment they had disappeared from the view

of Solomon Patch and his wife, these two exchanged

deeply significant looks, in which suspense, con-

sternation, and bewilderment were all blended.

Then the man in a hurried whisper bade his wife

compose her looks and go oa serving the cus-

tomers, while he sped up-stairs to learn what had
**ken place: for neither ho nor Mrs. Patch could

possibly conceive by what means tlic two visitors

had come oft' in safely. Uad the plot failed? were

they gone to give information to the authorities?

or had ChifHn concluded a hotter money-bargain

than that which had originally instigated him to

the concoction of the suaro ?

Speeding up the staircase, three steps at a time,

Solomon I'atch found Madge Somers bending over

the open triip-d(X)r. But where was Chillin ? The
look which the old landlord Hung hastily around,

encountered not the form of the Cannibal.
" Ah ! is that you ?" said Madge.
" Yes. But where is Chiflin ?"

" There !"—and she pointed down into the pit.

"There?" echoed Solomon: and starting back,

he gazed in bewilderment upon the woman.
" Ves— there !" she answered coldly. " Chiflin was

caught iu his own trap. It gave way as he was
passing over it."

"Ah I" oried Solomon, not for an instant doubting
the truth of this explanation, which indeed appeared
Bo rational and so feasible.

" Ho is done for," said Madge, still bendmg over
the abyss. "There is not a splash in the water

—

there is not a movement—there is not the slightest

sound of a struggle. Nor was there from the- very
ftist."

" Well," mused Solomon Patch, in an audibly

tone—though not exactly intending to address hi*

observations to Madge Somers,—" I don't know,
arter all, that it's such a very bad job. Chiflia was
getting a regular devil: he had got us all under

his thumb—we dida't dare say as hovr our souls

was our own—and as for peaching agin him, that

was out of the question ; cos why he knowed too

much of us for us to tell what we knowed of him.

So, arter all, perhaps it's for the best. It's a hill vind

that blows no good to nobody."

"You are not altogether wrong, Sol," repUed
Madge Somers, well pleased in her heart to find

that the old landlord took the occurrence in this

philosophic light. " But I say, we had bett«r pull

this trap up ; and then it would be as well just to

go and cover the mouth of the well with the big

stones, for fear of an accident happening to anybody
elseT'

"Yes, yes—have it all your own way, Madge,"
ejaculated Solomon. " But them two genel-

men "

" You have nothing to fear. I pitched them a

beautiful tale, that has made them quite comfort-

able. Hold your tongue about what has taken

place—and don't for the world let any of the pals

know what has happened to Chifiin. In a few days,

when they miss him, you can say that he's wanted

on account of that affair ia the barge, and that

he's keeping himself scarce."

" All right, Madge," rejoined Solomon, from whose
mind an immense weight had been lifted by the

assurance tliat the two visitors were not going to

adopt any ulterior measures that might draw down
the vengeance of the law upon himself and his esta-

blishment. " But how about raising this here trap-

door ?"

" There's a bit of string to lift it," said Madge

;

"and the bolt will hold it fast. But it won't do to

walk over it," she continued, by way of giving a
colour to the tale she had already told ;

" for fear

it should yield as it did under ChLlliu's feet."

As she thus spoke, she stooped down— seiaed

hold of the Cord—and drew up the trap-door,

which, catching with a spring-bult, remained fixed

iu its setting. She then took the light from the

, table, and descended the stairs, accompanied by

Solomon Patch. They passed into the scullery

together, closing the door behind them; and there,

,
beudiug over the brink of the well, Madge listened

once more with suspended breath. Siic likewise

endeavoured to throw the li^ht of the caudle down

I

into the black depth—but without success ; the inky

I
darkuess absorbed the fecblo glimmerings of that

light.

" All still !" she said to the landlord. " What's

the depth of that well?
'

I

" About twenty feet," he replied.

I
" And the depth of the water ?'

j

" When Chilhu measured it with plummet and

cord t'other day, there was about six feet of water."

" Ah ! then he was tlrownod iu no time," observed

Madge : and placing the candle upon the ground,

she said, " Now let's put some of these big stone

over liio mouth."

j

Solomon Patch aided her io the task, which was

soon accomplished; and the opening was completely

closed by the tiags which they placed upon it.

1 " Now, the best thiug you can do," said Mad^
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Somera, " is to get a «arpenter to put your house

to rights again, and secure that trap -door: for if

you or your wife happen to walk in your sleep, it

will be rather an unpleasant business."

Having thus spoken, the woman took her depar-

ture from the boozing-ken, the landlord of which

measures to bring Francis into the neighbourhood.
Might she not manage to introduce him as a pa<e
into Hawkshaw Hall, when she should become the

mistress of that establishment? or might she not

secrete him at some humble but respectable dwelU
ing in the neighbourhood, so that she might see

CHAPTER XCVI.

THE ESAMOUEED 8QUIEB.

We must now return to Saxondale Castle.

returned to his wife in the bar, to take the first ' him frequently and under circumstances of proper

opportunity of giving her an account of all that had precaution ? She did not entertain the slightest

occurred. feeling of affection for Mr. Hawkshaw : she only

received his addresses and purposed to accept him
as a husband to suit her own selfish views. She
wanted an established position — she wanted to

separate from a mother whom she regarded witli

mistrust, aversion, and every feeling that was dif-

ferent from respect and veneration— she wanted

Three ' also the means and opportunity of indulging her

weeks ha I elapsed since the accident with Mr.
^

licentious passion for young Paton. But did she

Hawkshaw's spirited steed which had happened to ,
therefore love Frank in reaUty ? The feeling she

Lord Harold Staunton. He had remained confined
{

experienced for him she regarded as love—but it

to his room for several days, at the termination of i
would be desecrating that pure and ha*llo\Ted seuti-

which he announced himself as being perfectly re-
j

ment to affirm that it was a true and genuine love

stored to health and strength; and though he had which fanned those devouring fires in the heart of

since ficqucntly complained of pains in the back Juliana Farefield. It was a fervid passion— but

and limbs, yet it was sufficiently evident that no ! not a real love : it was a feeling of the sense, and
serious consequences were to be apprehended. He not a sentiment : it fed upon the gross aliment of

continued to reside at the Castle, notwithstanding hot desire, and not upon the sweet manna of chaste

his aunt and sister had taken their departure ; and i
and hallowed rellcctions. Had she really loved him

it began to be whispered amongst the domestics
;

in the true meaning of the term, she would have

that lie was to marry Lady Saxondale. It was
I

fluwn in the face of the world to become his wife,

known that the contemplated alliance between Lord
\

even while he was the humble and obscure page—
Saxondale and Lady Fiorina Staunton had been

suddenly broken off, and that Edmund had accom-

panied his guardian Lord Pctersfield on the special

mission with which that nobleman was charged to

the Imperial Court of Vienna.

Meanwhile Squire Hawkshaw had continued un-

remitting in his attentions to Juliana Farefield,-^

not only unremitting, but, if possible, doubl

Ihem.

she would have set at defiance all the convention-

alisms of society in order to ensure her own hap-

piness and prove her devoted affection for its object.

Therefore it was not a genuine sentiment which
Juliana experienced towards Francis Paton—but a
passion consisting only of a gross sensuality.

The time having now come, as we have above
stated, for Mr. Hawkshaw to make a formal offer of

He was completely infatuated with that his hand to Juliana, he resolved to avail himself of

superb creature ; and she took good care to retain

him captive in the snares wherewith she had caught

him. He was a constant visitor at the tJastle,

the first opportunity. This was easily found: for

Juliana was enabled to be as much alone with him
and as often as she thought fit. Lady Saxondale

and every day was seen walking or riding out with interfered not with her: wliile she on the other hand
Juliana. Still he had not as yet formally propused

for her hand. Be it remembered that he liad firmly

resolved to allow at least a month to elapse from
the night of the ball at the Deuisons' ere ho cou-

feesed his passion and proll'ered his suit. It had
cost him many an effort to keep back the tender

avowal: but he had succeeded in doing so, under the

mtorlered not with her mother and Lord Harold
Staunton.

It was a gorgeous morning in the middle of

August,— tlic sun pouring its flood of unclouded

cft'uigence upon the old castle, the river, and the

surrouniling scenery,—when Mr. Ifawkshaw con-

ducted Juliana forth at about eleveu o'clock to walk
impression that it would not be delicate or proper in the garden. She had tlirown on a simple straw

to manifest precipitation in such a ea^e. The bonnet, with a light scarf over her shoidders; and
month however had now drawn to a close. It was ' she looked most euchautingly handsome. With all

in the middle of July when the Denisons' ball took : the natural keenness of her penetration, she had at

place : it was now the middle of August—and Mr. ' once discovered by Mr. Hawkshaw's maimer that the

Hawkshaw hailed with delight the termination of wished-for moment was now at hand. The flush of

the interval which he had imposed upon himself as ' am icipated success and triumph was upon her
a period of preliminary wooing.

|
cheeks, mantling richly through the delicate olive of

But did Juliana ever think of Francis Paton? her complexion; and the light of joy danced in her
Yes: she was constantly dQvouring him, as it were, magnificent dark eyes, brigiiter tlian if it were the

with all the intense fervour of her sensuous euu's beams that were reflecting there. Her hair

nature. The imago of that beautiful youth was for the morning-toilet was arranged in massive
always uppermost in her mind; and when alouo bands; and though she and her admu-er sought the

she revolved a thousand schemes for the gra- shadiest avenue in the garden, yet was the entire

tification of her passion after the ceremony
of marriage with Mr. Hawkshaw should have
furnished a cloak for her proceedings. She de-

termined, as soon as couverJent and practi-

atmosphere so permeated with the gorgeous »ui>-

light, that llie luxuriant masses of that raven hair

shone witli the richest gloss. There was a dewy
moisture too upon her lips, which made them look

e*ble alter the nuptial ceremony, to adopt some redder than any one of the blushmg roses whicL'
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embowered the path sought by herself and her

admirer—and riper than any luscious fruit that

hung to the garden-trees. Though the morning-

dress that she wore ascended to the throat, thus

concealing the grand contours of her bust, yet

was the swell of her bosom indicated by the

rising and falling of the corsage of that white

drapery; and its heavings could be felt by her

Companion's arm as she leant upon it. Her

looks— her air — her demeanour— her brilliant

beauty,—everything about her, in fine, was but too

well calculated to rivet the chains which she had

forged around the heart of George Hawkshaw ; and

if he had ever hesitated to propose himself as her

husband,—which assuredly he had not,—he could ,

no longer have pos~ibly hesitated now.
I

" Miss Farefiuld," he said, after the exchange of

some casual and indifferent obserrations, "I have

made up my mind 1 have determined to— i

to speak to you this morning on a subject closely
J

regarding my happiness
"

I

"Indeed, Mr. Hawkshaw?" she observed mur-

muringly, at the same time affecting the most ,

delicious confusion.

"Yes, Miss Farefield Juliana dear Ju-

liana!" he exclaimed, gazing upon her in rapture:
|

" can you not comprehend me ? I am not a man '

accustomed to make flattering speeches— I am
frank-hearted and ingenuous——such I believe is

my nature but if you will accept the hand, as

you already possess the love, of one who will make
your happiness the study of his life, that individual

now kneels at your feet
!"

And suiting the action to 'the word, George

Hawkshaw did fall upon one knee; and taking the

lady's hand, he pressed it to his lips. She mur-
mured some words which were half choked by the

enthusiastic feelings of triumph and success which

agitated in her bosom, and which the unsophisti-

cated admirer attributed to a maidenly confusion.

Encouraged and delighted by those few murmuring
words, and by the manner in which they were

uttered, he started up from his knee—and gazing

with renewed rapture upon her downcast blushing

countenance, he said, "Tell me, Juliana— tell me

—

will you be mine?"
" I will," she responded, still faintly and tremu-

lously ; and Hawkshaw, flinging his arms around

her, strained her superb form to his breast at the

same time covering her warm glowing cheeks with

fervid caresses.

" You will be mine ?" he said in exultant tones

:

" this is the fulfilment of the dearest hope I ever

cherished in my life ! Juliana, you cannot concv-'ivo

tlie joy that you have poured into my heart ! And
lot me tell you that it is the heart of an honest man
wliich you possess—a heart that never loved before

—a heart that is your's, and your's only. Give mo
your arm, dear Juliana—and let us walk hero

toi^ethcr for a little while. I feel that I could

become eloquent to a degree in promising all that I

will do to ensure your happiness ; and 1 am coniident

that you will reciprocate this strenuous endeavour

(in my part. Wo are not mere children, Juliana—
we understand our own feelings—and what we
proinise wc know that we shall perform. On my sido

there is the fullest coulidence that 1 shall be happy
w ith you : tell me, dear Juliana, that you feel an

equally strong couvictiou of being happy with me?"

For a moment Miss Farcfield's heart was smitten

with remorse at the idea of the basely treacherous

part which she was playing^ towards a man wIm
addressed her in such honest terms and in such

noble language. Bat that compunctious feeling

quickly passed away—her selfishness became para-

mount once more—and the words to which she gave
utterance, were spoken with every appearance of a
congenial frankness and candour.

" My dear George, I have loved you from the

first moment we met at Mr. Donison's. Perhaps I

may even admit that on former occasions when in

Lincolnshire, I did not behold you with indiffer-

ence
"

"Oh, Juliana! is this possible? may I flatter

myself that it is so?"—and the confiding noble-

hearted Hawkshaw again spoke with exultant

enthusiasm.

"It is true, dear George—it is true—most true,"

murmured the artful Juliana, appearing to be

plunged into the modest confusion of a maiden
from whose lips an avowal of the heart's feelings b
elicited by the influence of sincerest love.

Mr. Hawkshaw was overjoyed by that assurance,

which he firmly believed : for what will not a man
believe when he is lip-deep in love, and when the

things which he is called upon thus to put faith in,

are so intimately connected with that love of his ?

He and Juliana continued to walk together for

three whole hours, until the bell rang for luncheon.

Those were three hours of elysian bliss to the fine-

hearted Squire; and they afforded Juliana an op-

portunity for setting to work all the tactics of the

most delicate finesse. She had not only won the

love of the Squire—but also his implicit conlJdence.

It was her purpose to retain both, though all the

while resolving to deceive him. She Lad to affect a

passion which she did not feel : but this she did the

more easily, because while responding to her

admirer in the language of love, she pictured to

herself that it was Frank Paton to whom she was

speaking. Thus substituting the image of Frank

in its youthful, delicate, and almost effeminate

beauty, for the image of George Hawkshaw in ii«

fine handsome manliness, she contrived to speak

more from the heart than she would otherwise have

been enabled to do. And when Hawkshaw's arm
encircled her waist, she tutored her fancy to believe

that it was young Pafon's ; and she felt a thrill of sen-

suous ecstacy sweep fervid andglowing through her

entire form. And when too Mr. Hawkshaw pressed

his lips to her's, it was still in imagination young
Frank's mouth that thus grew to her own; and as

the boiling blood ran like lightning through her

veins, the effect was to impart a more rapturou*

fervour to her kisses.

At length the summons for luncheon, ringing

forth from the belfry over the enttance-tower, sprin-

kled the hot stagnant air with its metallic sounds
;

and Mr. Uawksh.iw led back his intended into th<

Castle. After the repast the Squire requested i

private interview with Lady Sasoudale—which was
of course iminoiliatoly accor.lod : for hor ladyship

had received a rapilly whispered hint from Juhana
to the effect that she had receiveil an offer of Mr.
ILiwkshaw's hand. Lady Saxondale led the wv
to the library; and tlicre, without much circumlo-

cution, the Squire informed her of the stop he itad

taken, and requested her assent to the



THE MTSTERIES OF THB COTTBT. 39

Lady Saxondale, playing ^the maternal part to per-

fection, represented how dear to her was the welfare

of her elder dauj^bter — how jealously she had

watched over that beloved child's happiness—bow
pleased and gratified she was to think that her

larling Juliana had won tlic esteem and affection of

80 worthy a gentleman as Mr. Hawkshaw—and how
cheerfLdly she (Lady Saxondale) gave her consent

to the alliance.

Tlie speech was altogether a very beautiful one,

eminently touching and pathetic : the only mis-

fortune was the utter hoUowness of the sentiments

themselves and the guileful hypocrisy of the lips

from which they came. However, Mr. Hawkshaw
regarded it as a genuine outpouring of maternal

[ove and affection ; and taking her ladyship's hand,

lie pressed it to his lips in token of gratitude for

her kindness in consenting to part with such a

matchless treasure as her daughter Juliana.
" I avail myself of this opportunity, Mr. Hawk-

shaw," said Lady Saxondale, " to make you in

return a certain communication—which indeed I

am bound to make, now that ycu will so soon become
one of the family. You must have perceived that

Lord Harold Staunton entertains a most affec-

tionate regard towards me; and I do not know
tliat there is any indiscretion in avowing that I

reciprocate his love. He has offered me his hand.

I liave spoken to him most seriously on the subject.

I have bade him remember that there is a con-

siderable disparity in our years ; and I have be-

sought him to study his heart well ere receiving

an affirmative answer from my lips. He has replied

with all suitable frankness and candour. In a word,

therefore, I propose to consult my own happiness

by accompanying Lord Harold Stauntoa to the

altar."

" I congratulate your ladyship," answered Mr.
Hawkshaw, " upon a prospect which, from all that

you have said, is so well calculated to consolidate

your happiness. From what I have seeu of Lord
Harold, 1 have every reason to adjiire and like

him. But when once you have obtained the in-

fluence of a wife over his lordship," added the Squire,

with a good-natured smile, " I hope you will prevent
him from mounting strange horses and taking
daring leaps."

'• Depend upon it, my dear Mr. Hawkshaw,"
.nswered Lady Saxondale, while a blush rose to her
cheeks ;

" that I value his life too much to permit
him to risk it again in so venturesome a manner."
The Squire took leave of her ladysliip, and then

proceeded to bid farewell to Juliana also: for he
had some important business to transact at Gains-
borough that afternoon, and had ordered the groom
at the Castle to have his horse in readiness at three

o'clock. It was now close upon that hour ; and there-
fore the Squire could no longer delay taking his de-
parture. He found Juliana alone in the drawing,
room; and when ho had bade her a temporary
farewell—only until the morrow—he inquired where
Lord Harold was? She answered that she thought
he had ascended to his own chamber.

" I will just seek him there, to shake him by the
hand," observed the good-hearted Squire : " for as
we are both to enter the family soon," he added with
a smile, " we must maintain all friendly coirtcsies.

Besides, under existing circumstances, it is but right
I should acquaint him with what has taken place

between you and me to-day—and also congratulate

him on the change which his position is likewise to

experience. One kiss more, dear Juliana—and I

am off."

The kiss was given and retttrned; and Squire
Hawkshaw, quitti ig the drawing-room, repaired to

:
Lord Harold Staunton's chamber, which was on a

higher storey and in a remote part of the building.

I On knocking at the door, he was desired to enter;
and he found the young nobleman making some
cliange in his toilet. He proceeded to mention hi«

engagement with Juliana, and likewise to offer

suitable congratulations on Harold's intended mar-
riage with Lady Saxondale. It struck him for the
moment tliat a somewaat strange expression passed
over the exceedingly handsome countenance of Lord
Harold,—an expression which seemed to spring
fnom the writhing sense of internal pain: but as it

immediately passed away, and Staunton recovered
his wonted cheerfulness of look as he reciprocated

those congratulations, the Squire thought no more
of the ciicumstance : or if he did, he attributed it

to the lingering effects of the severe fall from tha
horse.

'Why are you going so early to-day. Hawk-
shaw ?" asked Lord Harold.

"I have some little business at Gainsborough,"
rrsponded the Squire. "In fact, a large farmer,
who owes me some money, has called a meeting
of his creditors at a tavern there : and as he is a
worthy good fellow, I am going to give him what
help I can."

" You fft-e going to ride across ?" asked Harold.
" Yes : and on that same thorough-bred, too, that

you were so venturesome with. I am afraid that

you sometimes feel the pain now? And yet let

me see—it must be a good three weeks ago "

"Ah! but it was a very serious fall," rejoined

Harold. " I am going to have two or three hours'

fishing, under the shade of those trees yonder, till

dinner-time."

" You seem to be fond of manly sports," observed
Hawkshaw. "Ah! you have got a pistol-case here:"
—and the Squire, who possessed a perfect knowledge
of evei'y descrijition of fire-arms, opened the bos.
" Double barrelled, eh ?" he said, taking up the only
one it contained; for the other was not there,

although the case was formed to contain two.
" This is a beautiful , istol—and an excellent makcr'i
name too—one of the first in London."

" Yes : they are first-rate pistols," observed Staun-

t;m, turning aside to put on a shooting-jacket ia

which he was going on his fishing expedition.
" Where is the other pistol ?" asked the Squire

:

"there ought to be a pair—it would be a great

pity to lose one. Besides, one of these days you
and I will have a shooting match. I will order

my groom to bring over some pigeons from the

Hall But where is the other pistol?" he again

asked.

" Oh ! I loft it behind in London," responded
Staunton, now bending over a long wooden case

which contained some fishing apparatus for which he

had sent a few days previously from Gainsborough.
" Oh ! no matter," said the Squire. " I have got

a splendid collection of fire-arms ; and when wc do
have our match, I will bring over a couple of rifles,

which will bo better than pistols. Are you a good
shot, Staunton? 1 mean with pistolg."



40 THE MY3TEEIE3 0» THE COUBT.

" I—I—am considered to be so. But confound

this fishing rod! there is something wrong with it."'

" Let me see," said the Squire, hastening forward

to render his assistance. " I Icnow all about fishing-

tackle ; and if I had known you wanted it, could

have lent you a better gear than that But, good

heavens ! my dear fellow, what is the matter with

you ?"—for Lord Harold's countenance was as white

as a sheet ; and upon it was an expression of inde-

gcribable anguish, blended even with horror.

" Nothing, nothing—only those pains," was the

quick and somewhat excited response.

"Ah!" rejoined the good-hearted Squire, "you

must really take cai'e of yourself, Staunton. You

were perhaps more shaken than any of us fancied

at the time. But let us look at this rod. There

!

now it is all right; and J must be off—for it's

past three o'clock. Do take o&^e of yourself. Not

too much exertion, mind!—for these sprains, and

aches, and twinges do bang uncommonly about one."

With these words, Mr. Hawkshaw shook Lord

Harold cordially by the hand, and then hurried

from the chamber. Having threaded the long

corridor towards the staircase, he rapidly descended

the flight—reached the hall— and issuing forth,

mounted his spirited sleed, which was in readiness.

Putting a crown-piece into the hand of the groom

—for the Squire was generosity itself- he gallopped

•way, made the circuit of the grounds, and thus

getting on the rear, or northern end of the castle,

proceeded along the bank of the river through the

fields in the direction of Gainsborough.

He had ridden about a couple of miles ; and on

reaching a gate, Mr. Hawkshaw was stooping for-

ward to open it, when several horses, that were

in the field which he was about to enter, gallopped,

as if they were mad, but only in frolicsome sport,

across the meadow. The thorough-bred which the

Squire bestrode, instantaneously pricked up its ears,

manifesting that sudden excitement which spirited

horses are wont to do under such circumstances
;

and swerving abruptly on one side, the animal

threw the Squire completely over the gate into the

next field. His hat fell off—his head came in

violent contact with a stone—and he was completely

stunned. In a few minutes he came back to con-

iciousness : and found an exceedingly prepossessing

—indeed beautiful youth, bending over him—bath-
ing his face with a wot handkerchief, which had
been dipped for the purpose in the river that flowed

close by.

" Are you much hurt ?" inquired the youth, in a
gentle voice, expressive of sincere sympathy and
concern.

"No—I think not," said Mr. Hawkshaw: and
then making an attempt to rise, he found that he

was much better able to do so than might have been
expected from the severity of his fall. "Thank
God ! there are no bones broken at all events. A
little pain in the head—but that is of no great con-

sequence. Tell me, my young friend, is there much
'>f a contusion on the forehead ?"

" No mark is apparent there at all," replied the

youthful stranger: " but I folt a considerable swell-

ing on the side—the hair however covers it."

"So much the better!" ejaculated the Squire,

overjoyed at this intelligence. " Nobody need
know anything of my misadventure. But where is

Uie horse i"

" He made a long circuit, and then came back.

There he is—just behind the hedge. 1 would have

caught the noble animal, but did not like to leave

you till I was assured that you were returning to

consciousness."
" It would have been more seemly," exclaimed

the Squire, " had I expressed my heartfelt thanks

first to you, my young friend, before I inquired for

my horse:"—and as he thus spoke, Mr. Hawkshaw
took the youth's hand and shook it warmly. " Yes,

I am indeed most grateful—you have evidently done

me no small service. Why, one might have died

if left to one's self in such a state—or been kicked

to death by those half-wild horses there, that are

scampering about—and which, by the bye, were the

cause of the accident. But we must know more of

each other," continued the Squire: and now that

he surveyed the youth more attentively, he observed

that he was poorly and indeed shabbily dressed,

although his linen was scrupulously clean, and

everything about him denoted as much neatness as

the threadbare garments would allow their wearer

to display.

" I thank you, sir, for your kindness," answered

the youth: " but I am a stranger in these parts

—

my stay here will not be long
"

" Wait a moment !" cried Mr. Hawkshaw : and

hastily opening the gate—for he felt but little in-

convenience now from his accident—he fetched his

horse from where it was browsing on the grass, and

led the animal through the gate, which the youth

civilly held open for the purpose.
" Now, my young friend," continued Mr. Hawk-

shaw :
" I repeat that we cannot part in this man-

ner. In the first place, let me announce myself.

Here is my card: my residence is a few miles

distant in that direction. How long are you stay-

ing in these parts .'' where are you at present resid-

ing ? and will you shift your quarters to the Hall ?

You shall be as welcome there as if we had known
each other for as many years as we have minutes."

"Again do I thank you most sincerely for your

kindness," responded the youth: "but I cannot

avail myself of it. It were however churlish and

rude not to say that on some future occasion, should

I revisit Lincolnshire, I shall assuredly do myself

the pleasure of calling at Hawkshaw Hall."

" Well, I take that as a promise," exclaimed the

kind hearted hospitable Squire. " But remember
—it must be as faithfully kept as my invitation i»

sincerely given. And now tell me whose acquaint-

ance it is I have had the pleasure of forming F"

" I have no card with me," replied the youth»

"but my name is Paton."
" Then let me henceforth call young Mr. Paton

my friend," said Uatvkshaw, again grasping Frank's

hand. "But come now—don't thiuk mo rude—and
don't be angry with me for what I am going to

say. Is there nothing I can do for you? I have

told you that I mean to regard you as a friend;

and you must look upon me iu the same light. Y'ou

are very young—and I dare say that you have been

brought up in a manner above your present means.

Now, don't bo offended—for I do not seek to wound
your feelings : no, not for the world ! Perhaps if

you had a good friend—a siucoro friend—a friend

who would take you by the hand—a friend, in short,

who would not let you want for a few hundred

pounds to give you a fair start iu life "
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Frank's countenance had become the
colour of crimson ; for he knew that all this

was said in consequence of the shabby
apparel which he wore. But at the same
time he experienced a deep sense of gratitude
towards his new friend, whose frank genero-
sity of spirit it was by no means difficult to
penetrate.
"To cut all this short," said Mr. Hawkshaw,

" will you come and take up your quarters with
mo at the Hall ? It is not very far distant ; and if

you go to (jainsborough, there is a van leaving
at six o'cIo(;k that will put you down at
the park-gate. Are you staying at Gains-
borough P"

"Yes— I am staying there for the present,"
replied Frank, who did not like to aay too much
concerning himself; because his business in

Lincolnshire was, as the reader may sus-
pect, of rather a .secret as well as of a delicate
nature.
"And may Task," pursued Hawkshaw, whether
you are rambling here with any fixed purpose, or

No, 58.—TIIIKU .SEKIES

only through curiosity ? Perhaps you were on
your way to see that fine old castle yonder ? I

have just come from thence ; it ia Lady Saxon-
dale's."

" Yes," observed Frank, with diflRculty veil-

ing his confusion at all the various associations

conjured up by the mention of that name :
" I

was going to while away a few hours by looking

at the cattle. As for your invitation to stay at

the Hill], I again express my sincere thanks;
and with regard to all the other kind things

yon said, and tho offers you so generously but
delicately made "

"You refuse thorn?", said Mr. Hawkshaw:
and he gazed upon the youth with growing in-

terest as well as curiosity. " Are you alone at

(Tainsborough 'i have you parents, relatives, or

friends tlieie ':"

" No ; 1 came upon a little husinesB of a pri-

vate nature, which perhaps ^vill not detain mo
beyond to-morrow. And now, sir, with your
poraiirtsioii. 1 shall bid you farewell."
" And you will .sufler mo to douothingfor you "f
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Baked Hawkshaw. "I see that you are a young

gentlftnau in speech— in manners in everything

But will you be offended if I ask you for your

addn « in Gainsborough, that I may leave there

Boise little token of my gratitude for thcserviqe you

hav« rendered me ?"

" Again and again do I express my gratitude,"

rcspoDiled Frank, "coupled with the assurance

that I require nothing. On some future occasion

we shall perhaps meet again. And now farewell,

•ir."

With these words Frank hurried away in the

direction of Saxondale Castle, while Mr. Hawkshaw
proceeded to mount his horse, saying to himself,

" Ho is a nice youth—a very interesting youth

—

but somehow or another I can't make him out. I

slioidd like to know more of him :"—and lie was

half inclin(Hl to ride back and renew the conversa-

tion ; but fearing that his ijood intentions might be

inii'rpiutedas mere inqui3itiveness,or even construed

into downright impertinent curiosity, he galloppeJ

away towards Gainsborough.

Meanwhile Francis Paton had hurried onward
until tJie sounds of the retreating horse's hoofs no

longer readied his ears; and then slackening his

pace somewhat, he thought to himself, "This Mr.
Hawkshaw is evidently a warm-hearted and excel-

lent man. Had I wanted a friend, accident would

have sent me one in him."

But his thoughts were speedily diverted into

another channel : for as the reader may full well

suppose, it was not to survey the line old castle that

Francis Paton had comedown into Lincolnshire —
but to obtain an interview with the daughter ot its

mistress. Trusting to circumstanct's to furnish him
with the desired opportunity, he approached nearer

to the grounds ; and skirting the park-railing,

plunged his looks into tlie enclosure of the spacious

garden within. On reaching a gate, and finding it

unlocked, he thought there would at least be no

harm in entering the park; and once there, he

naturally enough approached the garden all the more
readily and likewise the more anxiously because he

behold a form in white drapery moving in the

midnt of a shady avenue near the extremity. Nearer
and nearer he drew—but cautiously, in case it should

n»t be the object of his search, although his heart told

hi n that it was—until at length he was nigh enough
to clear up all doubt. Yes : it was she—Juliana
Farefield — the idol of his youthful heart— the

dearly-beloved image that his soul cherished!—it

was she, robed in the same white drapery which she

had worn in the forenoon, when walking in that

very same spot witb George Hawkshaw !

Would she resent his appearing before her ? would
she feel annoyed and indignant on beholding him in

that mean, shabby attire ?

Such were the misgivings which swept hurriedly

through the mind of Francis Paton, and kept him !

transfixed with suspense and apprehension for up-
wards of a minute. But no, no —it was impossible

!

she could not have forgotten him! she could not

have ceased to love him! she would not discard

hiin because he came in poor apparel ! And if she

did why, then the test would be accomplished

;

and it were better that he should learn his fate than

linger on, entertaining hopes which after all would
be never destined to receive fulfilment. Now was
the moment to breathe her name!—she was passing

near the shrub—she was barely four , jrds from
the spot where he was concealed

!

"Miss Farefield— Juliana," murmured Frank:
and he held his breath with renewed suspense.

" Who calls ?" she ejaculated with a sudden start

:

then stopping short, she swept her bright looka

around. "That voice—Oh, that voice
"

A thrill of joy shot through the youthful heart of

the lady's devoted lover : for in those accents there

seemed to be wafted the assurance of continued

affection, of delight, and of hope. He sprang for-

ward—a cry of joy burst from Juliana's lips: he
leapt over the low palings of the garden—he would
have thrown himself at her feet—but she caught

him in her arms.
" Dearest, dearest Frank," she murmured, press-

ing liim again and again to her bosom, and covering

his cheeks, his lips, and his forehead with the most
impassioned kisses. " Dearest, dearest Frank, is it

indeed you ?"—and more fervidly still did she em-
brace him—more glowing and rapturous were the

caresses she lavished upon him.

"Beloved Juliana Oh, my beloved one!"

—

and he could soy no more : his voice was choked

with unutterable emotions of bliss, and joy, and
ecstacy : and if he had leisure for a single thought

apart from those feelings, it was in self-reproach

that he had for an instant doubted her constancy or

suspected her love.

"My own dear Frank—my heart's dearest Frank,"

she said, drawing herself the least thing back, but

still keeping her arms thrown round his lithe and

slender form: "let me look at you—let me gaze

upon your beautiful face—let me look into the

depths of those handsome eyes!"—and as she thus

spoke, with the rich blood mantling upon her own
hot cheeks, her regards, half tender, half dovoaring,

wandered from feature to feature of that youthful

countenance which was indeed of the most exquisite

beauty.

"Then you do love me, Juliana?" murmured
Frank, with a sweet smile that revealed the brilhancy

of his ivory teeth : but he was allowed to say no mor^
at that instant—for his lips were sealed by those of

the impassioned lady, who again and again pressed

him to her bosom.
" Love you, Frank ?" she said, in a deep earnest

voice :
" lovo you ? Oh, yes - 1 love you beyond

the power of language to describe. You know that

hair—he shrank into the shade of the densest shrub ' I love you ! Did not your heart t^'ll you so ? or else

iust within the raiUngs, on the outer side of which i why did you seek me again ? Yes, beautiful and
he stood, so that it screened him from her view, adorable boy—I love you—by this kiss I love you

!

How should ho bo received? had she forgotten ' And by this—and this—and this
!"

hmi ? or, at least, had she ceased to love him?
| "Oh, my own Juliana," murmured Frank; "•

CHAPTEE XCVIL

THE TEST OF LOVB.

The moment that Frank Paton became convinced-

the form he beheld wa^ that of Juliana — the

moment he caught sight of her splendid counte-

nance framed by those massive bands of glossy raven
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thousand anxieties are now deared up—a tbousand

cruel fears dispelled
!"

"AK, wicked boy!" responded the lady, now
Blightly relaxing the embrace in wUieh she held him

and looking with a sweet deprecating archness upon

his counteuance: " did you, then, think I had for--

potten you ? Why hare you not sought me before ?

But come—we have much to say to each other

:

there is a shady arbour at the end of this avenue

—

we will proceed thither and converse. There is no

fear of interruption, Come, dearest Frank, come 1"

—and she ;^aily and blithely led the youth along.
i

They reached the bower formed by thickly twin-

ing jasmine intermingled with roses, the flowers

of which were in full bloom, and the whole sup-

ported by an over-arching trellis-work. Into this

bower — one fully fitted for the sighs, and the

kisses, and the language of love — JuUana Fare-

field conducted Frank; and they sat down side by

side. She retained one of his hands between both

her own ; and then she looked at him—long and

earnestly at first—it was with fondest adoration,

this gaze of her's, fixed upon his glowing coun-
;

tenance - for the natui'al paleness of his cheeks

was covered now by the mantling blood ; and

then it was with a growing expression of regret

and sorrow on her part, as she surveyed the mean-

ness and poverty of his apparel.

" Dear<s8t Frank," she said, " you are not happy

—you are not prosperous in your circumstances.

I fear me that the world goes not well with you ?"
j

"Alas, no!" responded the youth: and deeper

grew the colour upon his cheeks—and he became

covered with confusion ; for he was now suddenly

seized with an intense dislike for the part that

he was enacting : he thought that he had al-

ready received sufficient evidences of Juliana's
|

constant and devoted love to render a test unne-

cessary ; and he was about to throw himself at

her feet aud reveal the motive for which he had

come in tha . mean garb—when the thought sud-
:

denly flashed to his recollection that he had

solemnly and sacredly promised his father, ere

quitting London, that he would put her to that

test, and that in no moment of weakness or in-

fatuation would he abandon it ere ascertaining the

full result.

"You were going to say something, Frank

—

you stopped short suddenly," said Juliana, con-

tcmpliiting him with renewed, or rather with re-

doubled attention. " I see but too plainly, my
dearest boy, that things are not well with you

:

but, thank heaven! it is in my power to remedy
them. Frank," she continued, in a half-repruachful,

half-tender tone, " if you wanted for anything, why
did you not write to me? You know that I am
not without money; and even if I were, every jewel

that I possess should have been placed at your ser-

vice. Good God! luy darling Frank, to think that you
may have been in distress—to think that you could

have lucked perhaps the necessaries of life Oh,
the thought is more than I can endure !"

Again did she seize him in her arms—again did

Bhe press him with almost convulsive violence to her

highly swelling bosom—and again, too, did she

lavish upon him the wannest, most impassioned

caresses. Then she released him from her arms;
at.d as if he were indeed the bviglil aud beautiful

iilol 'jf her adoration, she sat gazing u-poa him with

a voluptuous tenderness. Again was his purpose
shaken : again did he feel more than half-inclined

to avow his object in presenting hicnself before her
in an almost pauper raiment;—and there was a
moment, teo, when his heart swelled with a sense of

the proudest feeling that he might, if he chose, pro-

claim himself to be rich—that he had found a lathot

and a mother—and that they had promised to endow
him with a fortune in case he should find JuUana
all he hoped and wished, and should in due time lead

her to the altar. But the very thought that he was
in a condition to proclaim this triumphant intel-

ligence, had the etfect of reminding him of tho

solemn sacred vow which he had pkdged to his

parents that the test should be persevered in until

the very end.
" Now tell me, dearest Fraak," said Juliana, per-

ceiving that he remained silent,—perceiving also

that conflicting thoughts were agitating in his mind,

but of what natu e she could not guess :
" tell me,

my own dear Frank, what you have been doing

with yourself? what has happened to you since we
parted? It is nearly six weeks—Oh! it seem*
an age. But, thank God ! it has only been for so

short an interval—because whatsoever you may
have suffered, has not therefore been of long con-

tinuance. Ah! did you think that because on that

day when you were driven by my wicked mother
from Saxondale House,—did you think that my lips

would echo whatsoever taunts had liowed from her's .'*

Did you think, my own dear Frank, that I could ha

so cruel or unjust as to visit upon you whatsoever

deeds your sister might have doae ? No, no : you

should have known me better—you should have

known me better! But, thank heaven! you are

come back to me at last
!"

"Yes, dear Juliana—I have come back to you
with only one hope in my heart :"—and Frank
gazed most adoringly, most enthusiastically upoa
the splendid countenance of the patrician laiy.

" And that hope, Frank P" she murmured. " Ah

!

you need not tell me what it is, I can understand it

full well: because I likewise have cherished such

a hope,—the hope that our loves might bo re-

newed !"

" But let me explain this hope of mine, dear

Juliana," continued the youth, now remembcrinjj

the entire lesson which the Marquis of Eagledoaix

had given him ere he left Stamford JNInuor.

" You love me, Juliana - I know you do : the past

has proved it—the present confirms it. Bat love

has likewise a future, as well as a past and «

present; and it is of this that I would speak to

you !"

" Proceed, my dearest Frank," murmured Ju-

liana, suffering her head to droop upon his shoulder,

B<t that his cheek rested against her polished

brow, and tho long curls of his hair fell upon her

own massive bands. " The music of your voice sinks

deliciously into ray heart. Proceed, dear Frauk—
I love to listen to jou."

" Well then, my own Juliana," ho continued, ea-

tertaining not the sli^'htest doubt as to the result of

the test to which he was upon the point of put-

ting her, and longing to hurry it over that no

might give her the assurance that it was nothiHg

but a test, to be crowned by joyous revealing* ou

his part relative to his own position,—"since you

will listen thus palieatly, I will speak. I saiJ
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that love has a future. What is to be the future

of our love? I come to you, poor—unhappy

—

an obscure and unknown youth : my apparel de-

notes my condition—you yourself liave already pe-

netrated it—and you have given me your sym-

pathy. Nay, more—you Lave assured me, in

words as delicate as they were kind, that if I

Lave suffered privations, it was my own fault for

not applying to you—and that if I am still

Buffering under the cruel circumstances of the

world, you will endeavour to amend them. For

all this, dearest Juliana, accept my heartfelt,

devoted thanks. No words are capable of ex-

pressing my gratitude!"
" Not gratitude, Frank," murmured Juliana, in

accents laden with a senuous languor :
" but speak

to me of love."

'• It is of love, dearest, that I am about to speik,"

he continued. " I have said, therefore, enough to

convince you oi my position. You behold it -

you Lave understood it. But i)oor as I am
in purse, my heart is rich in bouudlcss, illimitable

love for you. There are two alteruativcs between

which 1 have to choose. An oppoitunity presents

itself for me to seek my fortune in a far-olf laud.

Tiiat is one alternative. The other is, that if jou

will bestow your baud on rac, you will raise nic to

your own rank in life, and I may have a chance of

obtaining a livelihooJ in my native country. Those
,

are the alternatives, dearest Juliana: -my decision

depends upon the next words that issue from your

lips."
I

If the Hon. Miss Farefield did not start—did not
!

even raise her head from the youth's shoulder,

when he thus undisguisedly, frankly, and even boldly

demanded her Laud in marriage,—it was because

Bhe was seized with a perfect stupor of astonish-

ment. But he himsilf noticed not the effect which

his words thus produced upon her, inasmuch as he

could not behold her countenance : his cheek rested

upon her temple. And she was astounded ! As the

reader is well aware, she had regarded Frank only

as the object of a passion that devoured her—only
as the means of assuaging tlic fires that were con-

suming her— only as a being whom she could cherish

as the idol of a secret and illicit amour. But to

become his wife—to sacrifice herself to one who had

been a lacquey -to wed the poverty in which he

seemed to be steeped—to descend from tlie pedestal

of her patrician rank, and become the object of

scorn and contempt on the part of all who knew
her—to abandon likewise the brilliant prospect of

becoming mistress of Ilawkshaw Hall, with a hus-

band whose generous coufi lence she felt assured of

being able to abuse in all circumstances where her

own particular pleasures and f.incies might be con-

corned,—to consummate, in a word, all these tre-

mendous sacrifices no, Juliana Farefield was

utterly unprepared for such a result 1 She was as-

tounded therefore at a demand, whioh, notwith.

standing the fervid passion she experienced for

Frank, she could i)ot help regarding as a monstrous

audacity on his part. Ah ! it would have been very

different indeed if he had revealed to her the whole

truth—that he had found a father in the rich Mar-
quis of Eagledoan—that ia duo course he was to he

publicly acknowit'dgeu as that great nobleman's
son — and that his sire would give liim a

t forti^uc, which, if not so largo as -Mr. n4wk-

shaw's, would nevertheless be an ample one ;—
very different, we say, would it have been, if

Juliana had beard all these things from Frank's
lips ! Then she would have followed only the dictate*

of that powerful passion which she believed to be
love— <7»e7» she would at once Lave clasped that

charming youth in her arms, murmuring an en-

thusiastic "Yes:" and throwing a veil over what
he might have been in times past, she would have
been proud, when she thought of him as her
husband, for the present and the future. But as

she knew nothing of all those things which young
Paton might have revealed to her, had he chosen,

she was at once struck with the seeming au-

dacity and presumption of his demand ; and not

for a moment did she think of making what ap-

peared to be so stupendous a sacrifice. Neverthe-

less, slie could not endure the thought of losing

iiim altogether; and she asked herself wherefore

her original plans could not be carried out—that she

should wed Mr. Hawkshaw and that Frank should

contitme her paramour ?

For upwards of a minute did she remain motion-

less, half reclining in his arms, with her head

resting upon his shoulder: then she slowly raised

her countenance^and assuming her most winning,

most seductive look, she said, "Listen to me,
Frank."

" Proceed, dearest," he responded : for there was
nothing in her mien or her manner to throw a damp
upon his hopes.

"Listen, my dearest boy," she continued; "and
I will tell you what 1 think, and what 1 propose after

all you Lave said. As for tLe alternative of your

fleeing from your native land to seek your fortune

in other climes, it is cruel of you to hint at such a

thing; and you must know perfectly well that I

could not endure the thought. Then, as to the other
]

alternative, we must look at it calmly and delibe- I

rately. Of what use would it be, Frank, for us to
j

wed in order to be poor ? 1 have no fortune ; and
|

I could neither endure poverty myself, nor behold j

j'ou suffer it. You know that I love you devotedly—
|

passionately ; and you love me in return. We must
make the best of circumstances; and they perhaps

are not so unfavourable as you may apprehend.

Now listen, dear Frank—and let me not see a

shade gathering upon that beautiful countenance of

your's: it must always brighten up with smiles to

beam upon me, as mine shall ever beam smilingly

upon you. Dear Frank, 1 have received an offer of

marriage "
;

" Ah !"—and the youth gave a quick spasmodic

start, while the colour which had been slowly fading

away from his couutenance during the latter por- ,

tion of Juliana's speech, suddenly vanished altoge-
j

ther. I

" \Vhy do you start thus ? why do you turn

pale ?" she said, pressing his hand to her bosom,

and at the same time looking with impassioned
,

earnestness into his countenance. " Hear me to the

enii. 1 have received, as I was saying, an offer of :

marriage. In a worldly point of view, it is an ad-

vantageous one—though I need hardly assure you
j

there is no affection on my side : for all the love i

that my heart had to bestow is your's—and your's

only, Well, but this marriage will give me a social

position, and will also give uie wealth; and you, my
dcjuest Frank, shall continue to be the leal object of
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my love—you shall have no care for your livelihood

—no need to push your fortune in other realms "

" And would you, Juliana," interrupted Frank,

in a voice that was not merely low, but likewise

hollow and gloomy—sad, and even startling to hear

fn)m the lips of one so young,—" and would you,

Juliana, be guilty of such tremendous deceit towards

a husband, and doom me to the degradation of being

a hireling favourite—a pensioned paramour ?"

" Dear Frank, how strangely you talk ! One
would really think," continued Juliana, "that you

were 'affecting to speak like a Puritan :"—and she

gazed upon him searcbingly, to see if he could

possibly be in earnest.

" O Juliana," he exclaimed, with a sudden out-

burst of emotion :
" do not, do not let me think that

it is you who have been speaking in a manner suf-

ficient to astonish and bewilder me!—do not destroy

the brightest dream that ever shed its golden in-

fluence upon the human heart! Recall everything

you have said—tell me that you were seeking to

put me to the test—that you were compelling me
to pass through an ordeal for the purpose of as-

suring yourself tbat I am worthy to become your

husband!"
" Frank, dear Frank, I am at a loss to compre-

hend you ;"—and Juliana would have been really

and truly angry, had not the youth seemed so

eminently handsome at the moment, with the ex-

pression of lofty pride upon his brow, and of- an

earnest entreaty on his eyes and his lips, that she

could not bear to reproach him.
" Look me in the face, Juliana," he said, his voice

again becoming sad and mournful : "look me in the

face—not as you are doing now, with all the blan-

dishments of your beauty : but look at me seriously

and steadily, and tell me deliberately and frankly

whether you ere now expressed your precise mean-
ing, and whether you still adhere to it—that you
are to marry another, but that you will continue to

regard me as as 1 Ciinnot speak tbe word

again I And yet pause, Juliana, before you answer

me. llemember that your love has been given to

me, and tliat we are already the same as husband

and wife in the sight of heaven. Can you in

honour—can you in delicacy—can you in decency,

accompany another to the altar? can you so far

deceive the confiding heart of some fond and no
doubt good and honourable man, ty suffering him
to suppose that it is a virgin bride whoat he is

to receive to his arms?"
"Frank," responded the Hon. Miss FarofieM, the

flush of mingled indignation, shame, and hujiilia-

tion rising to her countenance—for she was now
truly indignant, and unable to conceal this anger of

her's: " you are abusing the position to which my
love has raised you in respect to myself. It ill

becomes .yow, Frank, to make my weakness a sub-

ject of reproach: and did 1 love you less, 1 should

be more offended still at this lecture which you are

taking upon yourself to nad me. Come, my dear

boy—let me hear no more of sue:i speeches from
your lips. Have I not offered to do all that woman
can for you? 1 must ensure my own position: and
our happiness may remain uniiiterrupte<l. Dear
Frank, tell me tlial you are satisGed with what I

have proposed; and I will no longer be angry with

vou for the manner in which you addressed me.

A.ad now, do nut be offended, my dear boy : but

take whatsoever I have about me at this momcni
^here is gold "

Thus speaking, Juliana drew forth her purio!
but with a sudden cry of indignation and aversion

—

of wounded pride and bitter disappointment

—

Francis Paton sprang up from the seat in the
arbour, dashed the purse from her hand, and bend-
ing upon the astounded and even affrighted lady a
look so stran^re, so wild, and so full of ineffable

feelings, that it was never afterwards effaced from
her memory, ho cried, " No—everything is at an end
between us ! I have put you to a test, and I have
discovered your real character. Thank God that I

I have done so ! The veil of infatuation has fallen

from my eyes. Beautiful serpent that you are, there
is guile on your lips—poison throughout your en-

tire being ! Farewell—farewell, for ever !"

,

With these words he turned and fled precipi-

j

tately.

I

"Frank, dearest Frank!" exclaimed Juliana,

speeding after him :
" come back to me—come back

to me, I conjure you!"

I

But he heeded her not : the paling was reaeJied

—

he sprang over it quickly : he flew across the park
—and in a few minutes was out of sight.

CHAPTER XCVIIL

HAWKSHAW HALL.

As if flying away from a spot where the spells of a
worse than Circean enchantment were to be avoided,

Francis Paton sped across the fields, reckless of the
course he was taking, and having no thought for

anything but the magnitude of that disappointment
which had succeeded the bright hopes so recently

entertained. Indeed, he hurried onward as if for

the purpose of outstripping that very thought,—

a

thought which kept pace with him—haunting him

—

circling him round about—appearing here, there,

and everywhere—racking his brain, torturing hig

soul, sending pangs through his heart—making him
feel as if the earlh had nothing that he now need
live for. In this manner the unhappy youth sped
aling through the lielils lor more than half-an-hour

I

— until at length, wearied and e.\hausteil, he tlrrew

himself upon a bank beneath a verdant hedge; and
covering his face with his hands, burst into tears.

This outpiiuring of his sorrow proved a relief,

I

and by degrees he found himself enabled to relK ct

I

with eompiu-ative calmness upon everything that

had just occurred. But for the first few niotnenls

he could scarcely brnig himself to believe that it

WHS all a reality: it a|)peiir-d like a dream. Was
it |)()ssiiile that Juliana had never loved him as he
eouhl only wish to be loved?—waa it possible that

he had merely sc-r\cd her sensual phaniasy, and
that he had been regarded as one who would accept

the lot of a profligate lady's paramour? Oh, that

he shoidd have bi-en insulted by such a degradation !

1 — oh. that he should have been subjected to such a
humiliation! To have been a liveried lacijuey in

her mother's service, was mortifying enough, now
that his eircumstuuces wei-e so altered: but to be

deemed so lost to all honourabk;* principle as to be

proll'ei-ed a position which was inlamy ilsilf, was
enough to make his heart feel as if tiery se-irjiiuns

,
were writhing arouud it. And then, loo, to have
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seen the mask so completely torn away from the

countenance of her whom he had so fondly loved

—

to be compelled to look upon her henceforth as a

snake wearing a beautiful skin—to have the con-

viction 80 rudely forced upon him that she was a

lump of moral rottenness—corruption throughout

from head to foot—steeped to the very lips in de-

pravity Oh, all this was sufficient to make him
mistrust the whole world in future—almost sufficient

to iaduce him to escape from it as from a morass

swarming with reptiles!

Ah ! these were stern and severe truths indeed

for Francis Paton to admit into his soul : but never-

theless they were truths, and not to be rejected.

But the loDj^er he sat meditating on that verdant

bank where he had thrown himself, the more did

he see reason to appreciate the wisdom and the fore-

sight of his father, the Marquis of Eagledean, who
had so earnestly conjured him to put Juliana Fare-

field to the severest test. Ah ! and he, in his in-

fatuation—in his blind besotted confidence—in his

fervid and enthusiastic trustfulness, would at one

moment have abjured that test as an insult to her

love—an outrage to the evidences of affection which

she was lavishing upon him. Love ! it was a

mockery ! no : it was the baseness of a depraved

passion. Evidences of affection!—no: they were

the blandishments and the allurements in which

the feelings of the profligate woman expressed them-

selves.

Francis Paton remained for more than half-an-

hour seated upon that bank, giving way to his

reflections. Suddenly, he looked at his watch, the

chain of which he had been hitherto careful not to

display, as the appearance of jewellery would but

Jiave ill-assorted with the studied penury of his

garb, ile looked at his watch, we say—and he

found that it was six o'clock. The evening was de-

licious : but he had no power to appreciate the

beauties of nature in the present condition of his

mind. It was true that he had grown calmer

througli that half-hour's reflection; but still he was
very far from being completely tranquillized. He
was unhappy—restless—uneasy.

Rising from the bank, he wandered on again in a

listless mood—not perceiving which direction he was
taking, nor caring whither he went. On, on he

walked at a quick pace : for the excitement of his

mind was still sufficiently strong to make him pro-

ceed thus hurriedly : but it never once occurred to

hiiii to cast a glance around and assure himself

whether he were proceeding towards Gainsborough
or not. In this strange condition of mind, the

youth continued his way tlirough the fields. An-
other huur had passed : again he looked at his watch
— it was seven o'clock. Yet, it was only in a sort

of mechanical manner that he thus thought of tho

time, when he did not think of the path that he was
pursuing: but presently the thought suddenly flashed

across liis memory, that he was thus wandering
aimlessly and without purpose. He now stoiiped

short and looked all around. Sasondale Castle was
no longer to bo seen : nor was he near any town
thai might he Gainsborough. He was in the wide
open country, with here and there a few isolated

eottiigcs ilotting thfe beautiful landscape. He began
to I'Diiiputi' thai ho must have walked some six or

si'von Miili's since i)aiting from Juliana. He felt

weary and 'uiut, alike from fatigue and want of

I

food : but he had no appetite—he craved nothing-
he was sick at heart. He must however get back
to Gainsborough as soon as possible : for his valet

Edward, who had accompanied him into Lincoln-

shire, would be uneasy at his protracted absence.

Bending his steps towards the nearest cottaga,

which was still at least half a mile distant, Francia

Paton thus reasoned with hiqaself i

—

" lastead of giving way to sorrowful feelings, I
ought to thank heaven for having followed my
excellent father's advice and put Juliana to this

test. Perhaps if I had at once told her that I
had found parents who were enabled to give me
a fortune, she would have consented to marry
me: and, Oh! what an alliance would it have
proved ! Better, better far to place a viper in my
bosom ! Could I have expected that as a wife

j

she would remain faithful to me? Ah! 1 should
j

have believed it—I should have put confidence

in her—my soul would have given her all its

most loving trust—and some day, sooner or later, I

should have been startled from my dream—I should

have awakened to find myself deceived ! Oh, it is

a fortunate escape, and one that should fill my heart

with gratitude instead of with useless repiniiigs ! But
yet—but yet, it is hard to have had the golden bowl
of hope thus rudely dashed from my lips to be

broken at my feet : and it is difficult to banish that

bright and beautiful image— ^oo bright aud too

beautiful—from my mind !

"

While thus meditating, the youth reached the

cottage, which stood in a narrow lane intersecting a

wide expanse of verdant meadows. A peasant

couple, evidently husband and wife, with three or

four little children, were sitting at their evening

meal. Frank asked for a cup of milk : it was im«

mediately supplied him ; and not choosing to remu-
nerate the woman in a direct manner for her hos-

pitality, he put some silver into the eldest child's

hand, bidding him " purchase a toy with it the next

time his father took him to Gainsborough." He
then inquired how far he was from that town ?— he

was told eight miles. How far was he from Saxon-

dale Castle ? for he wished to ascertain what dis-

tance he had walked .~ince parting from Juliana:—
he was told seven miles. Could he obtain any con-

veyauce in the neighbourhood to take him to Gains-

borough, for he had lost his way aud was much
wearied? But at the very moment that he had

put this last question—and before it was answered

—

a gentleman on horseback rode up to the front of

the cottage.

" Here's the Squire !" exclaimed the peasant,

rushing out to see what Mr. Hawkshaw wanted.

It was a glass of ale or cider, whichever might

happen to be in the place : for Mr. Ua« kshaw was

thirsty. Frank's first impulse was to stand aside

from the vicinage of the open door, so as to avoid

being Seen by the Squire : for he did not wish to

undergo the process ol another interrogatory at that

gentleman's hands—nor to have the paiu of de-

clining a renewed invitation which might possibly

be put in respect to a visit to tho Hall. But Mr.

Hawkshaw had caught sight of him; and in a

hurried whisper he asked the peasant wheUuT a

youth of such-and-such a description was not iu

Iho cottage? On roeeiving a reply in the atlirma-

(ivc, together with an account of ihe various in-

quirics Frank had bccu wakin;j, the gooU-hcoilyJ
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Squire sprang from his horse—rushed into the cot

tage—and seizing the youth by the hand, ex

claimed, "Now that you are on my territory, ]

take you prisoner. You have lost your way—you

have been wandering about—you want a convey-

ance to take you back to Gainsborough—and you

shall have one from the Hall : but only on condi-

tion that you come and dine with me first. My
houso is barely two miles distant ; and if you are

too much fatigued to go so far, I will scamper home
and send down a gig to fetch you. Come, give your

assent at once : for I shall take no refusal."

" Indeed, Mr. Hawkshaw," responded Frank, " I

know not how to decline your courtesy without

seeming positively rude and churlish. But the fact

is, my servant is at Gainsborough : he will be very

uneasy "

"Your servant?"— and the Squire could not avoid

the ejaculation : for it certainly struck him as most

singular that this shabbily dressed youth, of poverty-

stricken appearance, should be attended by a valet.

" Well," Hawkshaw immediately continued, fearful

that he himself had been guilty of a rudeness, " the

moment we get to the Hall, one of my men shall

take a chaise-cart across to Gainsborough and fetcls

your servant."

At this moment the sounds of a vehicle coming
along the lane were heard ; and a gig, in which a

stout jolly-looking man was seated, came in sight.

" This is most opportune !" ejaculated Hawkshaw,
looking through the cottage-window. " Here's

Farmer Sladden—a capital tenant of mine, by the

bye—and he will drive you on to the Hall. It won't

be a quarter of a mile out of his way."

Frank could no longer refuse. He was too tired

to think of walking any farther ; and he had more-

over conceived a friendship for the kind, i'rank-

hearted Hawkshaw. He was likewise dispirited

enough to feel that the companionship of such a

host would be far from disagreeable ; and ho there-

fore accepted the proposed arrangement, with due
acknowledgments of gratitude.

" You have nothing to thank me for, my young
friend," said the Squire. " I owe you a great obli-

gation :"—then rushing forth from the cottage, he

beckoned Farmer Sladden to stop.

Tlie gig drew up accordingly. Frank entered it:

Mr. Hawkshaw requested Mr. Sladden to drive the

young gentleman as far as the Hall; and remounting
his horse, which the peasant had meanwhile been
holding, he rode on a little in advance. In a short

time a large and itnposing-luoking mansion, in the

Elizabethan stylo of architecture, gradually stood

forth from amidst the stately trees of an immense
park ; and Farmer Sladden informed his young com-
panion that it was the Hall. He added that far as

the eye could sweep all around, did Mr. Hawkshaw's
domain extend. In a few minutes the porter's

lodge at the entrance of the park was reached—the
gates flew open—and the gig followed Mr. Hawk-
shaw up a gradual ascent of gravel road to the

entrance of the Hall. There Frank alighted, thank-
ing Mr. Sladden for his courtesy; and the worthy
farmer drove away.

"Now, my young friend," said the Squire,

when he had conducted his guest into a spacious,

lofty, and hanJsomely furnished apartment; "tell

me at once where your servant is to be found in

Oainsl)orough ; and one of my grooms shall go

>ver and fetch him without delay. We will then

liave dinner: fori dare say yoa are hungry —and
ny appetite is marvellously keen. I am uncommon
^lad I was detained so long at Gainsborough, since

it has afforded me this unexpected pleasure of meet-

ing a second time with you."

Frank mentioned the hotel at Gainsborougl*

where the servant would be found : and pulling out

a well-filled purse, he begged that Mr. Hawkshaw's
groom would become the bearer of the requisite

funds to settle the account at that hostelry. While

in the gig, Frank had fastened his handsome watch-

chain in the usual manner to one of the button-holes

of his waistcoat; and the sight of this appendage,

together with the production of the amply furnished

purse, made the Squire wonder more and more

what possible mystery there could be about his new
friend, and why with such adequate means his ap-

parel should be so wretchedly mean and shabby.

The youth was however still too much abstracted to

refl.ect that these circumstances must indeed appear

strange to his host ; and therefore he thought not of

volunteering any explanation. Of course the Squire

spoke not a word calculated to show that he sought

one.

The groom was despatched to Gainsborough ; and

immediately afterwards dinner was served up. Tiie

repast was alike substantial and excellent: there

were no other guests; but until the dessert was

placed on the table, a couple of footmen, in hand-

some though somewhat old-fashioned liveries, re-

mained in attendance. The discourse, therefore,

which passed between Mr. Hawkshaw and young

Paton, was only upon indifierent and every-day

subjects. But when the cloth was removed, and

the board was covered with fruits and wines, the

domestics withdrew; and then Frank, who in the

meanwhile had found leisure for reilection as to the

singularity of his position, thought that it was time

to give a few words of explanatiun.

" Mr. Hawkshaw," he said, " in the first place I

must renew my thanks for this generous bospitalHy

on your part
"

"Not a syllable, Mr. Paton!" interrupted the

Squire. " I have already told you that I consider

myself your debtor. Thank heaven, the hurt I re-

ceived has proved much more trivial than might

have at first been anticipated."

"I am rejoiced to receive this assurance," answered

Frank. " But I was on the point of observing that

you must doubtless consider it strange to have be-

held me wandering about in such a manner; and

also," he added with a mournful look, " that I should

be so poorly apparelled, although possessed of the

amplest means."
" I don't seek to penetrate into your affairs, my

young friend," observed the Squire ;
" and if you

consider it necessary to give mo proofs of your re-

spectability, I can tell you at once I don't want

them. Your speech—your air—your manners, are

those of a young gentleman : but even if you wsre

not, it would be all the same—for I am not mcjjcly

under an obligation to you, but I have likewise con-

ceived a great interest on your behalf."

" For this reason, therefore, Mr. Hawkshaw,** re-

sponded Frank, " and in return for that generous

assurance, I consider it my duty to tell you some-

thing respecting myself. Nay, permit me to do so.

There is perhaps some little romance in the talc
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that I am abuut to narrate; and at all events it

will serve for conversation as well as any other

topic."

" If you ro^irfl the matter in this point of view,"

observed Hawkshaw, "you shall have your own
way. Now, fill your glass—and let us enjoy our-

selves. I am sorry to see that your spirits are none

of the best : but I must hope to contribute towards

cheerinfj them ."omewhat. I dure be sworn it is

•ome love-matter : but pray do not for a moment
fancy tjjat I seek to make light of it—as I myself

must plead guilty to having recently surrendered up
[

my heart to the keeping of the most beautiful and
;

Tirtuous of her ses."
|

Frank heaved a profound sigh : for he could not

help envying Mr. Hawkshaw the mingled confi-

dence, satisfaction, and pride with which he was
j

enabled—or at least thought himself enabled—to
]

gpeak of the object of his affection.

" Yes," said the youth, " you have discovered the

true key to the reading of my unhappiness. I

have loved where I ought not to have loved. But

permit me to give you some few words of explana-

tion. And first of all, start not when I tell you that

but very recently I was in a menial capacity, though

having been well educated and properly brought up.

However, such was the case. I was a menial,

wearing the badge of servitude—an obscure and

humble individual—more than half suspecting that

my parentage was good, and yet without any cer-

tainty upon the subject. Indeed, I had not the

remotest idea who my father might be—though, as

I have already hinted, I had some reason to imagine

my mother was a lady of rank. Well, Mr. Hawk-
shaw, it was my good fortune—as I thought at the

time—but my misfortune as I now discover it to

be—to become the object of what I took to be love

on the part of a young lady of marvellous beauty.

1 will not mention her name : I -w ill not even give

you the slightest idea of her portraiture. God for-

bid that, having loved her as I hava done, I should

do her an injury by proclaiming her secret ! Suf-

fice it to say that I saw she loved me. I loved her

in return. Yes : ardently - fondly—adoringly did

I love her! She was to me the object of a worship

:

her image sat enshrined in my heart'like an idol in

a temple. I would have laid down my life for

her: there was no sacrifice possible to make that

I was not prepared to make if called upon, and
if such sacrifice on the part of so humble an
individual as I was then, would have benefited

her. Methought that she loved me as fondly and

as well. Mr. Hawkshaw, inasmuch as I have not

mentioned her name—as I shall not mention it—and
as not a syllable will pass my lips to furnish an idee

of her identity, should you over meet her in the

world—there can be no harm in confessing that she

gave me the utmost proof which woman could give

of her attachment."

Francis Paton stopped short : he wished he could

have recalled the statement he had just made : he

was fearful he had gone too far. It now struck him
that Mr. Hawkshaw had casually mentioned, a few

hours back, at the time of the accident, that he had
just come from Saxoadale Castle. Ho therefore

knew Juliana: possibly he might some day learn

that he (Francis Paton) had boon in Lady Saxon-
|

dale's service—and should this fact come to his

inowledge, he mi;jht put two and two together;

and thence arrive at the C'jnclusion that Juliana her-

self was the heroine of tlie present narrative. Such
was the transient fear which shot through the

youth's brain. But it was only transient : for on

a second thought, he saw that it would be very diffi-

cult indeed for Mr. Hawkshaw to imbibe any such

suspicion or frame any such conclusion. Frank had

been speaking vaguely : he had not said that it waa

a lady in the same house where he was a meniai,

who had formed an attachment for him. But would

it not appear strange that he should this day have

been seen in the vicinage of Saxondale Castle ?

might not this circumstance lead Mr. Hawkshaw to

suspect^ something? Again did Frank see the

perilous ground on which he had been treading, and
the danger there was of seriously compromising

Miss Farefield -which he was far too generous-

hearted and too magnanimous to do. He therefore

at once saw the necessity of deviating somewhat

from the truth of his narrative, and making it ap-

pear that the lady of whom he was speaking, resided

in quite a different neighbourhood from that in

which he had first encountered Mr. Hawkshaw.
Such was the train of reflections which swept

rapidly through the youth's brain ; and though it

has required a long space to record them, yet in

reality they occupied but a few moments. Mr.
Hawkshaw, perceiving that he paused and reflected,

attributed this to the peculiar mood of his mind at

the instant.

" Yes," continued Frank, " this lady of whom I

am speaking, gave me the utmost proof of love : and
methought that it was a real love, the sincerest and

the fondest. Then came a whirl of circumstances,

hurrying me on to the solution of the strangest

destiny. I suddenly quitted the family where I wm
in service—I was separated from the object of my
adoration—the mystery of my parentage was cleared

up—I found that my preconceived suspicions were

correct— my mother was a lady of quality—and

more than this, I discovered that my father was a man
of exalted rank. My fortunes changed all in a moment.

After years of separation, my father and mother

were brought together again. They are now mar-

ried. You understand, Mr. Hawkshaw, from what

I have told you—that I was not born in wedlock

:

nevertheless, I was the oS^spring of the tenderest

and most faithful love. My parents are immensely

rich : my father will give me a fortune whensoever

I am prepared to settle in life. A few days back he

learnt the history of my love for this lady of whom
I am speaking. How did he act ?—not sternly and

implacably, as many fathers would—but generously,

kindly, and considerately. He said, ' Gro to where

the object of your affection is at present to be found

;

appear before her in the meanest and poorest costume;

suffer her to think that you are steeped to the lips in

poverty ; tell her a tale of hopeless prospects in this

country, and of offers to amend your fortunes in •

foreign clime : then ask her to become your wife.

If her love be sincere, she will make every sacrifice

rather than renounce you: if it be a mere gross

passiou, selfish and egotistical, she will refuse. By
those means, my son, you will put her to the tost.

If she come out worthily from the ordeal, I will

settle upon you two thousand a year : but if it prove

otherwise, you will be rejoiced to think that yon

have escaped from your infatuation in respect to

one so utterly undeserving of your regard.*—Ttiua
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•poke my father, Mr. Hawkshaw ; and 1 came down
to Gainsborough. For it is in the town of Qaias-

borougfh, at this moment, that for a few days the

lady of whom I speak is staying: she is there on
a temporary visit to some elderly relatives, who,
though not so well off in the world as her own
family, arc nevertheless highly respectable."

The reader will perceive, in the latter portion

of Frank's speech, those ingeniously contrived vari-

ations from the real circumstances of his story,

which, while they did not impair the general truth

ol' the narrative, were perfectly sufficient to conceal

the identity of his heroine with Juliana Fare-

field.

" Kaving arrived in Gainsborough," he continued,
" I dressed myself in this humble apparel which

you see, and appeared before the young lady. I

adopted the course which my father had recom-

mended. But upon the details of the scene which
ensued I cannot dwell farther than to give you the

briefest outline possible. Would you believe it,

Mr. Hawkshaw? she refused to bestow upon me
her hand—but she shamelessly proposed to make
me her pensioned paramour! She said that she

would marry—she woulcl contract a brilliant alliance

—one that would give her riches ; and that though
he would take a husband's name, yet that my
image alone should rule in her heart. I scorned

her proposition—I repudiated it with loathing and
horror. I fled from her presence. Cruelly excited,

I wandered out of the town, along the bank of the

river, not knowing nor caring whither I went."
" And it was under such circumstances as these,

tlmt I met you ?" observed Mr. Hawkshaw, deeply

empathizing with Frank's affliction. "Ah, my
poor young friend! you had indeed enough upon
your mind at the moment ; and yet you could so

generously bestow your ministrations upon me !

Yiu will forgive me for having made certain

oQers "

" Forgive you, Mr. Hawkshaw !" ejaculate d the

youth :
" how can you address me in these terms ?

Shall I ever forget your generosity ? You fancied

ino poor—you offered to give mo a start in life—it

was most kind, most noble ! For the present there
are circumstances which induce my father to preserve
an incognito before the world —he has a nephew to

rrclaim: but rest assured that when the moment
comes that there is no longer any need for pre-

iorving this mystery, I shall write to you from
London—I shall tell you who he is—he himself will

write to you—and he will thank you for your kind-
ness towards his son. He bears one of the proudest
names of the British aristocracy : and well assured
am I that you, Mr. Hawkshaw, whenever you visit

the metropolis, will be a welcome guest at his

house."

" I shall bo delighted, Mr. Paton," returned the
Squire, " to renew in Lo'ndon at some future period
the acquaintance that has commenced thus singu-
larlj between us in Lincolnshire. And perhaps I
shall have the pleasure of seeing you again before
long: for, as I ju>t now hinted, I am about to

change my bachelor condition for the marriage state :

and after the nuptial ceremony I shall rcjjair with
my bride to K)ndon. Ah, my young friend ! how
diifcront is she whom I shall soon lead to the altar,

Jrom the heartless creature of whom you have been
speaking I The object of my affection is all amiabi-

lity, virtue, and excellence. She has b«en reared

by an aOTocti mate motijcr—a woman of strong mind,
aud who knew how to perform her duty to her

cliildren. The object of your love is handsome, yoa
Bay: 80 is the object of mine—grandly handsome!—
but therein is the only point of similitude between

the two. Ah ! what a tale of shameless profligacy

have you revealed to me. Thank heaven, you have
been discreet and delicate enough not to mention
that lady's name : for if by chance I ever met her

in society, I could not possibly help testifying the

contempt and abhorrence with which her conduct

has inspired me. You have indeed experienced a

most fortunate escape ; and instead of being down-
cast and unhappy, you ought to be cheerful and
glad."

Frank sighed—but made no answer: the image of
Juliana had been too deeply impressed upon his

heart to be effaced all in a moment ; and he wished
that she were far less beautiful than she was

!

The conversation was interrupted by the entrance

of a footman, to announce that the groom had re-

turned from Gainsborough, accompanied by Mr.
Paton's valet, who had brought his master's luggage

with him.
" Now, my young friend," said the Squire, whea

the footman had withdrawn, " I do not intend to

part with you so easily as perhaps you may imagine.

You must at least give me two or three days of

your company here. You need not go near Gains-

borough—the residence of your faithless one : but I

will do the best I can to amuse you. There is to be
a grand ball at some friends of mine—the Denisona'

—to-morrow evening: and I shall be delighted to

introduce yuu. You will meet all the nobility and
gentry of the neighbourhood, with their families.

Do not say nai/ ! Would you pine and mope for the

sake of a worthless woman ? Come, Mr. Paton, take

my advice—seek rational pleasure and recreation,

as the best means of driving her image from your
memory."
Frank had drunk half-a-dozen glasses of wine

;

and his spirits were already somewhat cheered.

He thought the Squire's advice sound and good.

It was not merely his wish, but also his duty, to

triumph over tiie unfortunate attachment which he
had formed. He had moreover received such kind
hospitality from Mr, Hawkshaw, that he did not
feel himself justified in running away the first thing

in the morning. And now, another idea flashed to

his mind. He had parted from Juliana, leaving her
with the impression that he was indeed the poor

humble and obscure youth he had represented him-

self to be : he regretted that he had not tarried at

least long enough to make her aware that it was not

really uuJor such circumstances he had sued for

her hand—but that he was merely putting her

affection to the tost. He did not wish to expose

her to the world : but his own sense of pride would
not sutfer him to leave her under the impression

that it was a poverty-stricken, homeless, broken-

down youth whom she had rejected. And again,

too—so long as she laboureil under that impression,

she might fancy that he had been only influenced by
selfish motives in endeavouring to win as a.wife the
elder daughter of the proud and magnificent Lady
Saxondale. He could not endure the thought <rf

bsing deemed thus selfish—thus egotistical; and
therefore did the idea suddenly spring up in hk
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mind that his own pride and sense of honour required

that Juliana should be disabused upon all those points.

Nov, it was reasoaable to suppose that she would

be at the ball on the ensuing evening. What if he

were to appear there also? He would not ex-

pose her : he need not speak to her—he need not

evea seem to notice her : but she would see him

there, elegantly dressed—introduced by Mr. Hawk-
Shaw ; and as the Squire was acquainted with her,

he would no doubt take an opportunity of whisper-

ing in her ear "that Mr. Paton was a youth iu

whom he felt interested—that he had only recently

discovered his parentage—that this was noble,

though he himself was illegitimate—that his pros-

pects were brilliant—and that he had a fortune

at his command !"

Such were the thoughts which swept rapidly

through the youth's mind ; and perfectly consistent

they were with his tender age - his inexperience in

the world—and the natural feeling of pride that he

entertained on account of his altered circumstances.

Had he been twenty-eight instead of eighteen, he

would have possibly r fleeted and acted otherwise

:

but as it was, he suddenly resolved upon the course

which was thus chalked. out. He accordingly ac-

cepted Mr. Hawkshaw's invitation to remain a day

or two at the Hall; and the Squire was heartily

glad at the decision to which he thus came.

Perceiving that his youthful guest was very much
wearied, Mr. Hawkshaw proposed that he should

retire for the night; and with a cordial shaking of

the hands, they separated.

CHAPTEE XCIX.

WEiL indeed might Francis Paton be wearied

and exhausted, after the many long miles he had

walked that day, and the excitement of mind through

which he had passed. Scarcely, therefore, did he

lay himself down to rest in the handsome but old-

fashioned chamber to which he was shown, when
sleep fell upon his eyelids.

On awaking in the morning, the sun was shining

in at the window. He looked at his watch, and
found that it was nearly ten o'clock. Springing

from the couch, he rang the bell; and his valet

soon made his appearance. All that Frank required

of him was to put out a more suitable apparel than
that which he had worn on the preceding day ; and
when this was done, Edward was dismissed while

the youth performed his toilet—for he was neither

affected or fastidious enough to need assistance dur-

ing the process.

But while he was thus engaged, he reflected more
seriously and more deliberately than he was enabled
to do on the preceding evening, on the course he
had resolved to adopt by appearing at the Denisons'
ball. All the motives above specified, and which he
had already weighed, remained undisturbed: but
there was a danger, which now occurred to him that

made him hesitate. What if Lady Saxondale should
herself be at the ball, and should take it into her

head to denounce him as the brother of a female
highwayman ?—thus renewing the malignant spirit

in whicli she bad expelled him from he* mausiou.
lei would !>he dare do this? would she lake so buKl
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a step when she found him in the companionship of

a man of such evident wealth and standing as M».
Hawkshaw? No: it was not probable. Besides,

Frank could not see how her ladyship entertained

any spite against himself: he was unaware that she

had discovered his amour with her daughter; and
therefore he came to the conclusion that if she be-

held him at Mr. Denison's she would pass him by
unnoticed—perhaps not even recognize him at all.

But still there was another consMeration : might
not Juliana, on beholding him tbeie, become over-

whelmed with confusion, and thus betray to Mr.

]

Hawkshaw that she was the lady of whom the

I

Squire had heard so sad a tale ? We have already
' said that Frank did not seek to expose her: he was
too generous—too noble-minded—and there was a

j

sufficiency of love lingering in his heart to render

I

him averse to the infliction of any unnecessary pain
upon Miss Farefield. Should he, then, go to that ball ?

Ah ! did he not know that Juliana had an immense
power of command over herself? Yes, surely;

—

and on second thoughts, he calculated she would pass

him coldly hy, with the air of one who had never
seen him before in all her life. Therefore, every-

thing considered, Frank decided upon remaining
fixed in the resolve formed on the preceding evening.

Having completed his toilet, he descended to the

breakfast-parlour ; and Mr. Hawkshaw, who was
already there, rose to welcome — not the poor-

lookiug youth of the previous day—but an elegantly

dressed young gentleman. The Squire had been up
for hours : as early as seven o'clock he was gallop-

ping over his estate; and returning by nine, had
taken a tankard of ale and a somewhat massive
sandwich to ailay the cravings of hunger until his

guest sliould descend to the breakfast-table. And
sumptuously provided was this breakfast-table, to

which they both sat down : the board literally

groaned beneath cold viands, pies, and poultry

—

ham and tongue— various sorts of potted meats and
marmalade—besides some fish, fresh caught from
the river that morning. The Squire did the most
ample justice to his own good tuiugs: and if he had
confessed to Frauk the little incident of the tankard
of ale and the huge sandwich, the youth would hava
stared in most unfeigned wonder at the havoc which
Mr. Hawkshaw was still enabled to make among
the comestibles.

" I have been thinking, Mr. Paton," said the
open-hearted gentleman, " what I can best do to

amuse you to-day. I sha'n't ofier to take and intro-

duce you to any of my friends in the neighbourhood

;

because I know that the mere ceremony of morning
calls is irksome and uninviting enough. Besides,

you will see all the elite of the county at tho

Denisons' in the evening ; and then you can take
your choice iu respect to those whose acquaintauco

you may choose to form. I myself usually mako
one call every day," he added, with a smile; " and
you can guess upon whom—the lady who is to bo

Mrs. Hawkshaw: but I will send a note presently

to excuse myself for this one occasion "

" 1 beg and beseech that you wdl do nothing of

the sort," interrupted Franl^. " 1 should be truly

sorry to deprive you of the pleasure of paying your
accustomed visit. 1 myself shall be well pleased to

ramble through your beautiful grounds "

"No, my dear Mr. Paton," said the Squire; "I
am not going to leave you to your own resourcet.
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80 not another word upon that subject. But, by

the bye, did you go and have a look at Saxondale

Castle yesterday ? Ah ! I dare say you were in no

humour for anything of the kind
"

" Nevertheless," responded Frank, successfully

concealing the agitation which this allusion to

Juliana's home conjured up, "I did approach near

enough to that fine old edifice to see as much as I

cared for. But I have no great taste that way: I

feel no particular interest in seeing antique build-

ings. I would much rather go and take a long

ride or walk through the midst of the charming

Bcenery which I behold from this window."

"As for walking, my dear Mr. Paton," replied

Hawkshaw, with a smile, "you must have had

enough of it yesterday : so if you please, we will

take a good ride together. According to your pro-

ficiency in horsemanship, can I accommodate you.

If you like a somewhat spirited steed, be it so:

but if you prefer a quiet gentle animal, but a

fast trotter withal, such a one shall be at your

service."

" I must confess," said Frank, " that I should

prefer the latter: for I cannot pretend to have any
equestrian skill at all."

The Squire and his guest now rose from the

breakfast-table, and proceeded to the stables. Mr.
Hawkshaw possessed a large stud, comprising some
of the finest horses in the county. He had a pack

of hounds and harriers ; and an hour was spent in

the inspection of the equine and canine departments

of his spacious establishment. All the while he

conversed with such frankness of heart and in such

cheerful spirits, that young Paton felt himself con-

siderably elevated from the despondency and gloom
into which he had previously been plunged. It was
impossible not to catch some portion of the Squire's

exhilaration : besides, Frank was little more than

eighteen years of age, and that was not a time of

life when disappointment in love renders the vic-

tim so utterly disconsolate as to think seriously of

quitting the world and turning hermit.

Mr. Hawkshaw and his youthful guest, mounting
the horses that were gotten in readiness for them,

rode forth across the country. There was a variety

of beautiful scenery on the Squire's estate, with the

contemplation of which Frank was much charmed :

for his was a mind that could appreciate the loveli-

ness of nature, and receive, as it were, poetic in-

spirations therefrom. Nor less was he in reality

curious and interested with regard to fine specimens

of architecture : be had therefore done himself an
injustice when at the breakfast-table he affected an
indifference with regard to Saxondide Castle. But
this, as the reader has no doubt understood, he did

for the purpose of preventing Mr. Hawkshaw from
starting a proposal to take him in that direction.

After a long rido, a fartn-house was reached,

where the Squire purposed to halt and take lunch,

He was well known there, although it was not upon
his own estate; and most welcome were he and
Frank made by the occupants of the homestead.

Having refreshed themselves, they remounted thoir

horses and returned to the Hall by another route,

so that Frank had farther opportunities of behold-

ing the charming scenery of that part of the country.

It was about four o'clock when they reached the

mansion; and the interval until dinner time was
occupied by an inspection of the interior of the

I house itself There was a fine library, tcunatjag

chiefly of old works accumulated by Mr. Hawk-
shaw's father, who was much more of a hook-worm
than his son and successor. There was likewise a

;
fine gallery of pictures ; and there were a few good

busts and statues. Thus, in the inspection of these

objects of interest, the time passed away quicklj

enough till six o'clock, when dinner was served up.

After the repast Frank and the Squire adjourned

to their respective chambers, to dress for the grand
ball that was to take place at the Denisons' that

evening.

It was with a beating heart that Frank performed

this toilet; and now he did suffer his page Edward
to assist him : for he was resolved to lose none of

the advantages that dress mi^ht bestow. Not that

he entertained the slightest idta of endeavouring to

assert so complete an empire over the heart of

Juliana, as to pave the way for a reconciliation, to

be crowned by marriage. No: he vowed within

himself that everything should indeed be at an end
between herself and him. But if the plain truth

must be spoken, it was with a feeling of boyish

vanity, natural and intelligible enough, that Frank
on the present occasion made the best of all the

resources and advantages of the toilet which were

at his disposal. When it was achieved, he could not

be otherwise than well satisfied with his own appear-

ance : for he looked eminently handsome. The well-

cut garments set off his slender and symmetrical

figure to the fullest advantage : the evening costume
became bis somewhat feminine style of beauty most
admirably. The flutter of his heart's feelings sent

up the colour to his cheeks, which were usually of a
classic paleness; and when he descended to the

room where Mr. Hawkshaw was waiting for him,

the worthy Squire felt quite proud of the interesting

youth whom he was about to intrnduee to the circle

of his acquaintances ; for he foresaw that Frank's

presence there would cause a complete sensation.

The old-fashioned chariot,—which had belonged

to the Squire's grandfather, and which the Squire

himself so very seldom used, save and except when
going to evening parties,—was in readiness soon

after eight o'clock. The place of destination was
about seven miles distant; and it was reached at

nine: for in the country such entertainments as

these commence at an earlier hour than in London,
Mr. Denison's mansion was of an immense sise,

and contained suites of apartments spacious and
lofty enough to remind one of the baronial halls ot

former times. The family itself has already been
spoken of as one of the oldest and richest in all

Lincolnshire. The father and mother were kmd-
heartcd hospitable persons : the old gentleman was
sure to form a friendship for any one who would
praise his wines—the lady was as certain to take a
liking to any one who appeared to relish the sub-

stantial fare served up at her board. They had
several sons and daughters, most of them married

and settled in different parts of the same wunty

:

these were all present at the ball of which we are

speaking. Most of the guests had arrived when
Mr. llawkshaw's carriage drove up to the front of

the mansion. There were perhaps three hundred

persons altogether asfemblod ; and, as the Squire

had hinted to his youthful companion, these con-

sisted of the elite of the entire nci^hboitrhood for

several miles round.
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It was with a heart beating more Tiolentlj than

while performing his toilet or during the drive

tlither, that Francis Paton, arm-in-arm with Mr.

Hawkshaw, followed the powdered lacquey up the

spacious and well lighted staircase, to the first of

the suite of rooms which were thrown open for the

reception of the company. It was here—in what

was called the Ante-Koom—that Mr. and Mrs.

Denison had stationed themselves to receive their

guests. Immediately upon crossing that threshold,

Frank swept his quick glances around : but amongst

the ladies and gentlemen who were lounging there

previous to passing into the next apartment, which

was called the Saloon, he discerned not Juliana

Farefield. The footman announced Mr. Hawkshaw
in a loud voice; Mr. and Mrs. Denison at once

came forward to receive him. Cardial shakings of

the hand took place ; and the Squire hastened to

observe, " Permit me to introduce a young and

very particular friend of mine—Mr. Paton. He is

on a visit to me at the Hall ; and I have taken the

liberty of bringing him hither, knowing that he

would be welcome."
" We are delighted to see Mr. Paton," said Mrs.

Denison, at once, and with more cordiality than

would have been shown in tlje less genial circles of

London fashionable life, extending her hand to

greet the youth.
" Any friend of my friend Hawkshaw," said old

Mr. Denison, " is sure to receive a kind welcome
here:"—and he in his turn shook Frank by the

hand.

Some other guests were announced at the moment

;

and the Squire, accompanied by Frank, strolled into

the Saloon, where the bulk of the company were

assembled, and where tea and coffee were served

up. This was an immense apartment; and it was

not with the first quickly sweeping glance that

Frank was enabled to discern whether Juliana was

there or not. All around—on chairs, ottomans, or

sofas—elegantly ajiparelled ladies and well-dressed

gentlemen were seated. Here ind there small

groups were standing to convert : and in other

parts ladies were siltmg, while gathered around

them, was a knot of young gentlemen standing in

that gracefully lounging attitude which is so often

seen. The immense apartment was flooded with

the light poured forth by three superb lustres, and
which was reflected in the magnificent mirrors, as

well as by the diamonds and the costly ornaments

worn by the guests. Amongst the female portiun

thereof, there was no insignificant display of beauty

;

•nd bright eyes, as well as mirrors and gems, shone

brighter in the powerful efiFulgence streaming from
the lustres.

Mr. Hawkshaw, with Frank on his arm, strolled

through the Saloon, nodding familiarly to those

with whom he was most intimate—bowing more
formally to those with whom he was less acquainted

—and also looking around to see if a certain huly-

guest had yet arrived. Need we say that the objec t

of his eyes' research was Juliana Farefield ?—ami
thus was it that, without having the most distant

suspicion of the f'lict, he and his young friend wcrr
both alike on the look-out for one and the same
being. She was not however there ; and having

reached the extremity of the room, the Squire an^i

Frank sat down, while a footman hastened to serve

hem with coflee.

As Mr. Hawkshaw had foreseen, Frank's appear-
ance at once created much curiosity and interest.

All eyes had followed him as he walked through the

apartment, leaning on the Squire's arm: the ex-

quisite beauty of his countenance—his symmetrical
and graceful figure—the aristocratic polish which
appeared to invest him as naturally as if he had
passed all his life in patrician halls, attracted the
notice of every one present, and made him the
" observed of all observers '' Who has he—this in-

teresting young stranger? Such appeared to be
the general question, whispered in some parts of

the room—asked by means of a rapid exchange of

glances in others. The Squire and Frank did not

remain long alone where they had seated themselves

:

some of the principal male guests approached to

shake hands with their friend Hawkshaw— and they
were of course introduced to Mr. Paton. A little

knot was soon collected there ; and the youth
became engaged in discourse with his new acquaint-

ances. Presently Mr. Denison approached; and
seizing an opportunity when Frank was talking to

some others, the old gentleman whispered to Hawk-
shaw, " You have brought us quite an acquisition

this evening. I can assure you that a great num-
ber of ladies have already been asking Mrs. Deni-

son who the interesting young stranger is."

"He is connected with one of the highest and
noblest families of the British Aristocracy," re-

sponded the Squire aside to Mr. Denison. " He is

well ofi", too," he added with a smile ; " and if it be
any satisfaction to the fair sex, you may safely

whisper that on the day of his marriage his father

will give him a fortune of a couple of thousand a-

year."

" Indeed !" said Mr. Denison. " He certainly is

a most interesting and fascinating jouth. Does he
purpose to make a long stay in Lincolnshire ?"

"I am afraid not," responded Hawkshaw. "I
mean to keep him as long as I possibly can : but I
know that he is very anxious to get back to

London."

"That's a pity," rejoined the old gentleman.
" However, we must make the most of him while he

is in the county. By the bye," he added jocularly,

at the same time poking the Squire in the ribs, "are

you serious in your intentions in a certain quarter?

you know where I mean. Come now, Hawk-
shaw, don't make a mystery of it. All the county
is talking of your constant visits to the Castle. But
it is also rumoured that Lady Saxondale herself is

likely to change her condition—and that Lord
Harold Staunton is to be the happy man. I don't

know how true it may be : but you at least ought to

be in the secret."

" Well, I supi)0se," responded the Squire, laugh-

ing, though amidst some little degree of confusion,

" there is no use making a mystery of it. All that

you have surmised is correct. But don't go and tell

every body that I am engaged to Miss Furefiold. I
only proposed yesterday ; and you arc the first per-

son outside the walls of Saxondale Castle that I have

mentioned it to. I would much rather keep it as

luiet as possible till the event comes otF: for when
:

t.iicse things get known, one is stared at, and so ban- i

lei-ed—and 1 really can't bear jesting on such a

point."

" Well, well," answered Mr. Denison, laughing in

Lis turn, "I will keep your secret, Hawkshaw. B«t
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the music has struck up in the ball-room ! I munt

go and get Mrs. Denison to find a suitable partner

for your young friend here—for of course h6

A splendid band, which had been procured from

Lincoln, had commenced playing at the moment
when Mr. Denison spoke of it ; and the company

were beginning to move through the immense

folding-doors of the Saloon into the adjacent

apartment, where the dancing was to take place.

Mr. Denison, retracing his way across the Saloon,

returned to the Ante-Room where his wife was

receiving the guests. At this moment the footman

announced Lady Saxondale and the Hon. Miss

Farefiield. Mr. and Mrs. Denison hastened forward

to receive these two brilliant arrivals; and when

the usual greetings were exchanged, the lady of the

mansion said, "But how is it that Lord Harold

Staunton is not with you ? I felt certain that your

ladyship would have ensured us the honour of his

presence."
" He went on a fishing excursion yesterday," re-

sponded Lady Saxondale,—" remained out till late

—and caught a severe cold. I can assure you, my
dear Mrs. Denison, that he deeply regrets his inabi-

lity to wait upon you this evening. I am afraid we
ourselves are rather late—the company appears to

be already numerous "

"The ball is about to open," responded Mrs.

DenisoD : then addressing herself to Juliana, she

said, " Will you permit me to introduce as your
;

partner for the first quadrille, such a charming

acquisition which we have received this evening,

and whom Mr. Hawkshaw brought us ?"

" Indeed !" said Juliana, with a smile : for she

little suspected what she was about to hear. " Who
is this phoenix of whom you are speaking ?"

" Mr. Paton," replied Mrs. Denison. " Look ! he

IS standing at the farther extremity of the Saloon,

talking to Lord Blackwater and Sir John Knightley.

What an elegant youth
!"

Fortunate was it alike for Juliana and Lady
Saxondale that at the very moaient Mrs. Denison

mentioned the name of Faton, both she and her

husband turned their heads to look through the '

wide open doorway into the Saloon where the youth '

was standing. For while on the one hand Lady '

Saxondale turned pale, on the other hand the colour
|

mounted in its deepest crimson glow to her daugh-

ter's cheeks. Yes: sure enough, there was Frank,

elegantly attired—looking as if he had never been

otherwise than the occupant of splendid drawing-

rooms—the handsomest, the most tastefully dressed

and the most interesting of all the guests present
j

upon this occasion !

|

Lady Saxondale was utterly ignorant of all that

had taken place between Frank and her daughter

on the preceding day: she did not even know until

this instant that he was in Lincolnshire at all. She
had for some time past ceased to think of him—

!

though the moment the name was mentioned, it

conjured up into her mind all past circumstances

with regard to himself and Juliana. Her ladyship

was astounded and bewildered to behold the youth
there—elegantly dressed—looking as if he were as

perfectly at home in a splendid drawing-room as if

he had never dwelt in a servants' hall—and intro-

duced, too, by Mr. Hawkshaw, her daughter's
intended husband! I

I On the other hand, Juliana was equally astounded

and bewildered. What could it mean ? how came
he thus handsomely dressed ?—he who on the pre-

vious day had appeared before her in the meanest

garb! But how had he fallen in wi*h the Squire?

Had there been explanations between them ? had
Frank betrayed her secret ? had Hawkshaw decked

him out in order to bring him thither to consum-

mate a terrific exposure of herself? For an instant

she felt as if siie could pray tiiat the door would

open under her feet and swallow her up • but the

next moment she said to herself, "No—Frank
would not betray me : he is too generous. There

is some strange coincidence, the mystery of which
has to be explained. In any case, however, I have
a difficult part to play. Courage, courage !—and
above all things, calmness and composure 1"

"And pray, who is this Mr. Paton ?" asked Lady
Saxondale, in a somewhat cold and proud tone : for

she thought it best to ascertain at once under what
circumstances the youth could have formed the ac-

quaintance of Mr. Hawkshaw, and thereby gained

an introduction to the mansion where he was now
found.

" Oh !" quickly replied Mr. Denison, "he belongs

to one of the best and higAiest families in the king-

dom: he is very well off too—at least a couple o(

thousand a year. Hawkshaw told me so just now
—he knows all about him—but I hadn't time to

learn any more particulars, for the music struck up
and I was coming to ask Mrs. Denison to select a
partner for Mr. Paton."

At this moment some new guests arrived : Mr.
and Mrs. Denison hastened to greet tliem; and
Lady Saxondale stepped aside with Juliana to ex-

change a few hurried observations.

" Can you read this mystery ? " inquired th«

mother.
" I confess that I cannot," answered the daugh-

ter.

" But is it possible, think you, that this boy has

told Mr. Hawkshaw-^—"
"No—I do not think so," interrupted Juliana,

the liveliest carnation again mounting to her fea-

tures. " He would not do it ; and if he had, the

Squire would not make a scene here. No—it is

ridiculous
!"

"Well, you know them both best," said Lady
Saxondale. " But you will not tiiink of dancing

with that boy ? No doubt he has invented a tissue

of falsehoods to impose upon Mr. Hawkshaw ab <ut

his rank and his fortune. Indeed, the whole tliiug

looks ominous, Juliana."
" Mother, recollect our compact," said the daugh-

ter impressively. " The aft'air is mine —leave me to

manage it. Depend upon it I shall know how. On
your side, breathe not a word relative to Frank's

antecedents : you had better pretend not to know
him."

" I shall certainly follow your advice," answered

Lady Saxondale, half haughtily, lialf sarcastically.

" Now, Miss Farefield," said Mrs. Denison, " when
you and her ladyship have taken a cup of colfoe, I

will introduce Mr. Paton to you. Permit me to

escort you both into the Saloon."

We must here observe that at the spot where

Francis Puton and Mr. Hawkshaw were located at

the farthor extromify of that immense apai'tiin'iif.

they could not see what was taking place iu ihe
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ante-rooin where the Denisona received their guests

;

and it happened that just.at the moment when Lady

Saxondalo and Juliana looked through the' doorway

and beheld Frank in the manner above described,

neither he nor the Squire were glancing in the same

direction at the time. But Frank had heard, from

some remark which had been made close by, that

Lady Saxondale and her daughter were expected to

be present at the ball ; and he had therefore armed

himself with all his presence of mind—all his cool-

I

ness —all his self possession, in order to meet the

' crisis, whenever it should arrive, in a becoming

manner. On the other hand, Mr. Hawkshaw—as

;
we have already seen in his conversation with Mr.

i Di'nison—did not wish it to be generally known at

I

once, that he was engaged to Juliana : he had

!
remained a bachelor quite long enough to dread the

sly jokes and bantering jests of his friends at the

' approaching change in his condition. He therefore
' had made up his mind not to rush forward with

a marked and pointed eagerness to greet Juliana

I

when she should make her appearance.

j
And now Lady Saxondale, accompanied by her

daughter, and escorted by Mrs. Denison, entered

the Saloon, after the above-described little scene in

the ante-room. The mother was, as usual, invested

with that well-bred but graceful dignity which sat

upon her like a superb mantle elegantly worn;
and no one who looked upon her exceeding hand-

some countenance, would for an instant suppose

that on entering that brilliantly lighted suite of

j

apartments she had experienced the mmutest in-

cident calculated to excite her vesation or her

alarm. As for Juliana, she likewise wae collected

and self-possessed to all outward appearance,—re-

flecting the calm and high bred dignity, mingled
with the graceful ease and elegance, which cha-

racterized her mother : but her heart was fluttering

and palpitating, not through any lingering appre-

hensions on account of Francis Paton's presence

there, but at the idea of meeting him again so un-
expectedly and under such unaccountable circum-

stances.

" Here are Lady Saxondale and her daughter !"

observed Sir John Knightley, with whom Frank
and Mr. Hawkshaw were conversing at the mo-
m«ut.

"Ah!" said Frank, affecting just that degree of

interest which might be supposed to be excited by
the mention of a name of no small consequence in

the county :
" that is Lady Saxondale ?"

"Yes—and the other is the Hon. MissFarefii'ld,"

rejoined Sir John. "Do they not look more like

sisters than mother and daughter?"

"Take care, Knightley, what you are saying,"

observed Lord Blackwater, in a jocular tone, and
with a sly glance towards Hawkshaw. " The Squire
is smitten in that quarter, you know."
"Come, let us go and pay our respects," inter-

rupted Sir John Knightley: and taking his lord-

ship's arm, tliey lounged with fashionable ease

towards the ottoman on which Lady Saxondale
and Juliana had that moment seated themselves.

Frank, more absorbed than he had fancied he
should have been, was looking in a furtive and
sidelong manner towards Juliana at the moment
when Lord Blackwater made that allusion to Hawk-
shaw ; and tlicTcfore it was lost upon him. As for

the Squire himself, he was likewiso to<» intent in

gazing upon the object of his adoration to notic«

the little circumstance. Thus did those two con-

tinue totally unsuspicious that the same being wa»
engrossing so large a share of each other's atten-

tion.

We must now interrupt the course of our nar-

rative to describe a little incident that took place

at this particular juncture. Mr. Denisun had re»

mained in the ante-room, conversing with soma
gentlemen, after his wife had escorted Lady Saxon-
dale and Juliana into the Saloon. Scarcely had
those ladies thus passed into that splendid apart-

ment, when a footman made his appearance and
handed Mr. Denison a letter. Apologizing to thQse

gentlemen with whom he was discoursing, for

leaving them for a few minutes, Mr. Denison
stepped aside to read the epistle which, having

come by the evening mail from London to Lincoln,

had been sent over to his mansion. Its couteuta

ran as follow :—

" Stamford Mauor, London.
"August Uth, 18«.

" My dear Denison,
" You will no doubt be surprised when you perceiva

the signature of your old friend Years have elapsed

since we met and since we corresponded : but I know
your kind heart too well to entertain so injurious a sus-

picion as that the friendship which commenced in our
school-days—was renewed at college—and was continued
for some years afterwards, is in any way impaired, (^
your part, by the lapse of time. You may believe in my
sincerity when I assure you that I long to shako you by
the hand.
" I am once more in England : but for the present it

suits me to preserve a strict incognito- I am married to

the object of that love which I confided to you long years

ago, and which has never ceased to animate my heart.

But though you were acquainted with that lore of mine,
you suspected not all the circumstances attending it.

You knew not that I was a father. Such however WM
the case. I cannot now enter into particulars : these
shall be given when we meet—which I hope will be
soon.
" My object in penning these few lines, is to inform

you that my beloved son, Francis Paton, is at the present
time in Lincolasliire. He is to be found at the principal

hotel at Gainsborough It is possible—if circumstances
cause him to prolong his stay there—that he may need
the counsel of one who, through friendship for his father,

will advise him kindly and conscientiously. Is it, there-

fore, asking you too much to seek him at that hotel f
Show him this letter—and he will confide to you the
object of his visit into Lincolnshire. But forget not, my
dear fri^-nd, that for the present I do not wish it to be
known that I am in England.

" Your's most sincerely,

" EAGLEDEAN."

Mr. Denison read this letter with feelings of

mingled astonishment and gratification—astonish-

ment that the youth whom accident had brought

to his house should be the son of his oldest and
most valued friend—and gratification to think that

he should thus have already been enabled to show
him some little attcntioq, even before knowing who
he was. But Mr. Denison was a discreet man

;

and he determined therefore to observe inviolably

the secret which had just come to his knowledge.

Putting the letter in his pocket, he at once passed

into the Saloon, and advancing straight up to

Francis Patou, began to converse with him in the

kindest and most friendly manner. Mr. Hawkshaw,
perceiving that Frank was thus the object of special

attention on the port of the host, did not now
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•cruple to leave him for a few minutes while he from Francis Paton's lips to alter hia sentiments in

proceeded bo pay hia respects to Lady Saxondale any way with regard to the former.

and Juliana. Mr. Dcnison then took Frank's arm ;
" By t!ie bye," observed Lady Saxondale, after «

and gently leading him away into the ball-room, still brief pause in the discourse, "you have a friend

continued to converse in the most affable manner, here with you this evening, Mr. Ilawkshaw?"

though upon general and indifferent topics. They "Yes—and it was owing to that horse of mine,

passed though the ball-room—traversed a smaller —you know," he continued with a smile, " to which

apartment—and then entered a conservatory filled I allude?—that I formed Mr. Paton's acquaintance,

with evergreens, orange-trees, rare plants from the In short, I met with a httle accident yesterday—

I

tropics, and a variety of choice flowers. This place did not mean to tell you of it—but since it is neces-

was lighted with wax-candles; and in its coolness sary to account for my falling in with that Terj

was most refreshing after the heated atmosphere of interesting young man "

the other rooms. |

" ^^ accident '(" said Juliana, in a low ton«, and

." My dear young friend—for so you must permit pretending to fling upon the Squire a look full of

me to call you," said Mr. Denison, " I wish to know apprehension, which Mrs. Denison could not help

whether there be any way in which I can serve noticing; and she was at no loss to suspect the

you ? whether you need the counsel or succour of cause, although she certainly little thought that it

one who feels a deep interest in you t But stay !" was assumed.

he exclaimed, perceiving that the youth gazed upon
]

" Oh ! but it was nothing, I can assure you," said

him in surprise: " read this—and then you will the Squire. " I was thrown at a gate—not leaping

understand wherefore I am thus familiarly address- it -it was all my own fault—sheer carelessness on

ing you." I

™y P*'^'' However, Mr. Paton, who was passing

Frank took the letter which Mr. Denison handed along at the time, rendered me the requisite assist-

him; and having perused it, he remained lost in ance; and the result was his visit to me at the

thought for upwards of a minute, while a profound Hall."

sadness settled upon his countenance.
|

" And does he purpose to make a long stay ia

Mr. Denison," at length he said, "I return you Lincolnshire?" asked Lady Saxondale, as if merel/

my sincerest thanks for the kind feeling you have in a conversational manner.

demonstrated towards me. Before I left London, ' " No—it was with some difficulty I eoild in-

my father mentioned that he had an old friend duce him to remain a day or two with me. Ha
residing in this county, to whom he ofiEered to give is a well connected youth "

me a letter of introduction : but I thought not that " Do you- know anything of his family?" inquired

my stay would be prolonged—indeed, it was by Lady Saxondale, still with the same seeming indif-

mere accident that 1 became Mr. Hawkshaw's ference, .

guest
"

I

"No—but I have heard enough from his lips to

" Then Mr. Hawkshaw is acquainted with all to be assured that he is of the highest respectability,

which this letter alludes?" said Mr. Denison, in- Indeed, his whole appearance,— his manner— his

quiringly. conversation, stamp him as the well-bred young
" No," responded Frank ; "he knows nothing be- gentleman."

yond the mere fact that my parents are rich and Lady Saxondale drew herself up slightly, but

noble—and that I myself, alas ! am the offspring of made no farther remark : she remembered be*

a love which, at the time of my birth, bore not the compact with Juliana, and did not choose to

sanction of marriage." violate it.

" But the purpose for which you are come into " I dare say," observed Mr. Hawkshaw, address-

Lincolnshire ?" said Mr. Denison. ing himself to Miss Farefield, " that you will be-

" Yes-Mr. Hawkshaw is to a certain extent come acquainted with my young friend in the course

acquainted with that," rejoined Frank. "It is of the evening, and I am sure you wUl bo pleased

•omewhat a long tale to tell
•" with him."

" And evidently not a pleasant one," interrupted Mrs. Denison was at the moment making some

the worthy old gentleman, grasping the youth's remark to Lady Saxondale; and Juliana said, in a

hand and pressing it kindly. " We will not con- low quick whisper, to Mr. Hawkshaw, but with an

verse any more upon the subject now. To-morrow arch smile upon her countenance, " And shall you

you and the Squire must come across and dine with not be jealous, my dear George, if you see me

us. For the present, endeavour, my dear young dancing with that handsome youth whom you have

friend, to enjoy yourself and enter into the gaieties brought hither to turn all the ladies' heads ?"

of the' evening. And now let us return to the " Not I indeed
!

" he responded, also with a s mile.

Saloon, where Mrs. Denison wiU be proud to find but which was as replete with frankness and in-

you a suitable partner." genuous confidence as that of his intended was

Ag»n taking the youth's arm, Mr. Denison con- hypocritical and feigned. " I think too highly ol

ducted him away from the conservatory, through you, my dearest Juliana, to be jealous."

the ball-room, back into the Saloon. !
" I am glad to hear you speak thus," she re-

In the meantime Squire Hawkshaw, as already sponded, " But have you mentioned to Mr. Patoa

stated, had proceeded to pay his respects to Lady that—that we are engaged ?"

aaxondale and Juliana, who were seated with Mrs. !
"No: I don't talk of those things. Of coiiwe

Denison. He placed himself next to his intended; the Denisons and many others suspect it
"

and for the first few minutes Mie conversation was "To be sure!" rejoined Juliana: "but I agree

confined to mere drawing-room generalities; but with you it is much better to say as little as possih^r

Juliana, as well as her mother, was convinced by on such a subject. How elegantly Mr. P.iton ia

4iie Squire's manner that he had hoard iwt a syllable
,

dressed '."—and this remark she made to ead^avou*
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{f prissiblo to olicit from the Squirfi the cause of the

discrepancy between the'youtli's apparel on the

present occasion and that which he had worn on the

preceding day.

"Yes—he dresses with great elegance. But,"

added the Squire, laughing, "it was not exactly

so when J. first met him yesterday. He told me in

confidence what brought him into Lincolnshire- and

I should not breathe a syllable to anybody else but

yourself
"

"Ah! dearest George, you and I, you know,"
obserred the wily Juliana, with a tender glance,

"have no secrets from each other; and whatever

Tou may tell mo, is of course sacred and in-

violabiei"

"Poor fellow !" continued the Squire, still speak-

ing in a subdued undertone :
" he is over head and

e:'r8 in love—or rather teas "

" Ah ! then he is not now ? Does he consider

himself fortunate in his escape ?"—and it was with

a palpitating heart but with unmoved countenance

that Juliana asked the question.

"Well, I think he has good reason to believe

himself so. But pray don't mention a word of all

tliistoyour mother or any one elsa."

a,<.'ivi,ti^;^

CO.— ntlRD SKKIES.
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"Not for ttio world!" rejoined Juliana. "Pray
jzn oa. 1 see that tlicre is aoinctliiiig very romantic

and interesting about this youth— all the more in-

teresting too, my dear George," she added with

witL'hiin;^ cajolery, " since you yourself have formed

a friendship for him."

"The fact is," proceeded Hawkshaw, "ho was in

love with some lady whose name he very discreetly

Bupprossed, and of course I did not question him
upon ihe subject

"

"A lady in this neighbourhood?"
" Properly belonging to London, but staying at

Gainsborough just for the present. My young

friend's fortunes have recently changed : so be came

to put her to tlie test— dressing himself out in the

shabbiest and meanest style
"

"Oh, what a device!" observed Juliana: and she

mffected to titter gaily, while inwardly she was

racked with thy bitlerest feelings. " And what was

the result.''
"

" Unpropitious to my young friend's views. But

where is he ?" suddenly exclaimed Hawkshaw. " I

left him with Mr. Denison at the other end of the

room. Pray excuse me for a minute—1 must not

leave him alone, as he is a perfect stranger here

:

Le will feel awkward and embarrassed in the midst

of a crowd of persons unknown to him. And mind,

dear Juliana—not a syllable to your mother of all i

have been telling you !"

" Oh, fear not, dear George! You "know you can

trust me."

Mr. Hawkshaw flung upon her a look full of ten-

derness; and then rising from the seat where he

had been carrying on this whispered discourse with

Juliana—while her mother and Mrs. Denison were

conversing together on their side—the Squire pro-

ceeded towards the ball-room. At that instant

Mr. Denison and young Paton were returning into

the Saloon ; and they accordingly encountered the

Squire on the threshold between the two apart-

" I shall leave you, Mr. Paton, with your friend

Hawkshaw for a few minutes," said the worthy old

gentleman, " while I go in search of Mrs. Denison

thut she may do the honours of the house towards

you."

With these words he hurried away, and was tra-

versing the Saloon, when he perceived his wife in

company with Lady Saxondale and Juliana. He
immediately accosted the group, saying to his spouse,

" I was looking for you, my dear, that you may
fulfil your intention of introducing Mr. Paton to

Miss Farelield."

" Mr. Patou's appearance beneath your roof, Mr.

Denison," said Lady Saxondale, "seems to have

excited quite a sensation. I have been asking Mr.

Uawkshaw who his young friend is
"

" And Mr. TIawk^haw has told you, mother," in-

terrupted Juliana, with a quick deprecating look

at her parent—as much as to remind her of the

)>reviously expressed desire that she would not

meddle in the matter,—"Mr. Uawkshaw has told

you precisely what Mr. Denison himself had al-

ready stated."

" To be sure !" ejaculated this gentleman. " Am
I to understand that there is the slightest doubt as

to Mr. Paton's respectability ?"

" Oh, far from it !" exclaimed Jukana. " My
mother could not possibly mean such \ thii;g. li

is sufficient to find Mr. Paton within these walls to

be assured of his respectability."

" But what is more," rejoined Mr. Denison em-
phatically, " I can answer for it—I will guarantcie

it. There may perhaps be seme little mystery at-

tending him, but which will all be cleared up in

good time. Suffice it to say that I know who h«

[

is "
"Indeed!" said Lady Saxondale, fixing her eyeg

keenly upon the old gentleman, to ascertain, if po*
! sible, to what extent his knowledge thus reached.

" Yes—1 know that hia father is a nobleman of

very high rank," responded Mr. Denison.
'

" Is this youth, then, the Hon. Mr. Paton?"
inquired Lady Saxondale :

" or Lord Paton—
or

"

I

" Unfortunately," answered Mr, Denison, in a
subiiued voice, " there is a circumstance connected

with his birth But I need say no more
Suffice it to add that I do know who his father is

— he is a very old friend of mine—immensely rich,

and fully able to give his son a proud position in

the world."

" Dear me, Mr. Denison," said his wife, " how
came you to learn all this P I am sure I am de-

lighted to hear it; for I felt quite an interest in

that youth the moment I beheld him "

I

"This is no time for explanations," interrupted

Mr. Denison. " I only tell you what I know and
what I will guarantee. Come, my dear," he added,

still speaking to his wife, " let Mr. Paton join the

next quadrille with Miss Farefield, if she will per-

mit us to introduce him f"

!

" Oh ! with much pleasure," said JuUana, in a
most courteous and affable minuer.

!
Thereupon Mr. ana Mrs. Denison hastened away

to fetch Frank; and Juliana whispered quickly to

her mother, " You perceive therefore that Hawk-
shaw has not been misinformed, and that the youth
has not devised any false statements."

j

" It is altogether a mystery," replied her ladyship,

" which I cannot comprehend."
" But at which I am less astonished than you,

mother," responded Juliana :
" for I all along knew

' that there were strange things connected with the

' parentage of Francis Paton."

I

" He is approaching, Juhana," said Lady Saxon-

dale. "Take care, take care how you play your

cards—or you will lose Mr. Hawkshaw."

j

A few moments after these words were uttered,

the Dcuisons came up with Frank ; and the lady

of the house introduced him in the usual manner.

Lady Saxondale bowed with a cold and distant

reserve—Juliana with as much affable courtesy aa

under the circumstances she dared show : but with

,

all the power of control >he was enabled to exercise

' over her feelings, she could not prevent the colour

from coming and going rapidly on her cheeks.

Frank, on the other hand, was very pale, but per-

fectly collected. As he pave his arm to Juhana, he

felt that her hand trembled as it touched him ; and

a galvanic gush of indescribable emotions was sent

thrilling through his entire form.
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CHAPTER C.

THB CONBEEVATOET.

Mrs. Dbnison remained ia conversation with Lady
Saxondale—Mr. Denison hastened to receive some

fresh arrivals of gentlemen — Juliana and Frank
passed on into the ball-room, neitlier of them giving

utterance to a single word. Mr. Hawkshaw, well

pleased in the generosity, of his heart to perceive

that his young friend had thus become introduced

to his intended bride, joined a knot of gentlemen

who, like himself, did not dance, and fell into con-

versation with them.

Frank and Juliana entered the ball room. The
first quadrille had just terminated : in a few minutes

the second would commence. They took a seat

during the interval. Both felt the embarrassment

of their position : but each was inspired with very

different sentiments from those which animated the

other. On the one hand Frank merely wished to

assure himself that Juliana was already acquainted,

through the medium of Mr. Hawkshaw or Mr.

Denison, with his altered position : but if not, it

was his purpose to make it known, so far as he

dared with due regard to _his father's incognito.

When once this should have been accomplished,

there need be no farther intercourse between them

:

for although Frank could not so suddenly fling oif

the spells which the lady's beauty and fascinations

had cast upon him, yet was he firmly resolved not

to suEFer himself to be betrayed into any weakness.

On the other hand, Juliana felt that she had a

difficult and delicate course to pursue. She had no
longer any doubt, after all she had just been hear-

ing, that Frank's social position was indeed greatly

changed ; and she was most anxious to learn whether

he would now constitute a match sufficiently eligible

to warrant her in jilting Mr. Hawkshaw. If so, she

was prepared to take that step. Although now ac-

quainted with the stratagem which Frank had exe-

cuted to put her to the test, she had such confidence

in her own charms, her fascinations, and her en-

dearments, as to flatter herself that she need only

bring them all into full play in order to reduce him to

the condition of a suppliant at her feet. Neverthe-
less, with aU her natural effrontery—with all her

spirit of intrigue—with all her worldly-minded cal-

culating disposition, she could not help feeling em-
barrassed and awkward during the first few minutes
they were thus thrown together on the present

occaision. Moreover, her pride would not suffer her

to be the first to break the silence which still reigned

between them ; and there was also a certain amount
of rancour and bitterness in her mind at the test to

which young Taton had so ingeniously put her.

Frank likewise experienced all the awkwardness
of this silence ; and if he did not immediately speak,

it was that he knew not how to commence the con-

Tcrsation. He more than half regretted having

flaced lu.uself in such a position. He began to

comprehend that it was his own little pride and
boyish vanity, more than anything else, that had all

along urged him fc bf> present at this bull; and lie

felt somewhat humiliated in his own eyes—lessened

in his own conceit—diminished in his own opinion,

at the thought that he should have been guilty of

such weakness. But soon ho began to reflect that

having become Miss Farefield's companion for tke

present, he had no right to treat her with a reservo

or coolness that could not fail to be shortly noticed

by other couples lounging or sitting in the ball-

room; and notwithstanding all circumstances, he

saw that he was bound to treat her at least with a

show of external courtesy and politeness.

"Do you prefer to remain seated here. Mis*
Farefield ?" he inquired, not knowing what else

to say: "or would you rather walk a little?"

" I am perfectly well contented," she responded,
" to do whichever Mr. Paton thinks fit:"—and as

she thus spoke, in a tone of mingled reproach and
archness, she accentuated his name.

" The quadrille is about to commence," he said

:

" shall we stand up and take our places ?"

" With pleasure. Are you fond of dancing ?"

" Perhaps," he rejoined, in a cold ironical tone,

"you meant to ask me whether I could dunce?

You forget. Miss Farefield, that I was well educated

and trained at Southampton, before circumstances

reduced me to a menial condition."

" This observation on your part, Mr. Paton," she

replied, in a voice that trembled as if her feelings

were indeed much hurt, " is must ungenerous and
uncalled for. When I asked you if you were food

of dancing, I meant no more than would have been

intended by yourself, had you put the same question

to me. I think, Mr. Paton, if you will condescend

to tax your memory, you will find that while you
were as yet in ignorance of your parentage, I ex-

pressed the conviction that your birth was infinitely

superior to your condition at the time."

"True!" murmured Frank : and the recollection

that Juliana had spoken nothing but the exact

truth, struck him with a feehng savouring of re-

morse for the coolness which he himself was now
maintaining towards her : moreover, he felt that ha

had been unjust in the harsh rebuke he had adminis-

tered—a rebuke, too, which according to her assur-

ance she had so Httle deserved.

" Yes—it is indeed true that I thus spoke to you
at the time," she said, perceiving that there was a

change in his countenance, and penetrating the

feeling which had produced it. " Had it not beou

my conviction that you were of gentle birth, never,

never But I ought not to be speaking thus !

After what took place yesterday, I presume that I

am to consider everything to be at an end betweea

us?"
" Miss Farefield," answered Frank, again recover-

ing the perfect mastry over himself, "I have a
j

few words of explanation to address to you : but it

is impossible they can be spoken in this ball-room, I

For your sake, mueh more than for mine, the
|

greatest discretion must be used. When the dance I

is over, if you will favour me with a few minutes'

attention, we may perhaps find an opportunity to !

speak in that conservatsry which opens from th«
j

iuljoiniug apartment."

The quadrille now commenced ; and Juliana, per-

ceiving at a glance that Mr. Hawkshaw was not

amongst the lookers-on in the ballroom, resolved

to play off all the artillery of iier charms upon
Francis Palon—but at the same time not to do this

in a manner that should be noticed by the guests

g<!nerally: for if in the long run she should either

lose Frank, or else come to the conclusion that Mr,
iluwkshaw was the prcfcrublo match, she did not
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wish to stand a chance of alienating the latter. But

there are a thousand and one ways in which an

artful and designing woman can play the game

of witchery and fascinatioa unpcrceivod by those

jround. A tender glance quickly darted and as

quickly withdrawn—a gentle pressure of the hand

•—a half-stifled sigh, to be heard only by him whose

ears it is specially intended to reach—and that mo-

mentary fond clinging which the routine of the

dance allows—these are the means by whicTi the

artful fair one may, under such circumstances, con-

duct the campaign against the object of her wiles.

Frank saw it all—felt it all—but Could not com-

prehend it all. Did she really love him ? did she

regret the scene of yesterday ? was she making as

much amends as, without too much self-prostration

of her own pride, she could possibly oITer.'' ought he

to pardon the circumstances of the previous day ?

ought ho to make allowances for tliem, considering

her position? In a word, what ought he to do?

what ought he to think ? He was bewildered : and

he was too young, as well as having been but too

recently under the spells of this dangerous woman,

to remain insensible to those pressures of the hand

—those tender looks - those softly subdued sighs

—

those transient but raptured clingings to him in

the mazes of the dance. And it was not all acting

nor simulation on Juliana's part : for, as the readei*

is aware, she did love this beautiful youth—that is

to say, loved him after the fashion of her own sen-

suous nature; and at all events it was a strong pas-

sion on her part. But at length the dance was

done : the couples promenaded round the room

—

and Frank conducted Juliana into the adjacent one.

Tbither they strolled without the appearance of

premeditated design, and as any others might

have done. No one was there : they passed into tlio

conservatory—and here likewise they were alone.

We should observe that Miss Farelield was dressed

for the present occasion in a stj^leof simple elegance.

She was arrayed in white : for the oHve of her skin

was of that delicate and transparent tint which ren-

dered this virgin attire perfectly compatible with

her complexion and her style of beauty. Indeed, it

served to set it off to the utmost advantage. She

usually wore her hair in bands: but this evening she

ai)pe!ired with it showering in myriads of luxuriant

ringlets down upon her shoulders ! Oli,' how bright

was the gloss upon that raven hair I how it shone

with a natural glory, all its own ! A single

camelia with a circlet of pearls made it look darker

than the darkest night: and yet it was a lustrous

cloud which thus framed the superb countenance.

The low corsage of the dress displayed the sculp-

tural richness of the bust: the excitoincnt of the

dance and of her own feelings sent the rich blood

glowing and mantling upon lier checks. Altogether

she appeared of a more splendid beauty on this

occasion than ever she had seemed bel'ore in tlio

eyes of Francis Paton. lie felt troubled and be-

wildered, fully aware that the spell of almost irre-

sistible fascinations was upon him, yet equally well-

knowing that it was his duty to shake tlieui ofl'

—

apd more than half fearing, as he had thought on
the previous day, that t'nis splendid creature was
but a snake wearing the loveliest skin.

"And now, Frank," she said, in a low molting
BQurmuring Voice, and fixing vipon lii.ii those lustrous

»y ts that were briml'ull of passion, " you have souio

words to address to me. Kemember that wc cannot

remain too long here—we shall be missed—we shall

be sought after
"

"Miss Farefield," responded the youth, endea-

vouring to speak as coldly and collectedly as h»

could, " I will not detain you many minutes."

"Wherefore do you address me in this formal

manner ?" she asked, with rejjroachful look and
voice. "Am I no longer Juliana to you?"

" How can you be '<" exclaimed Frank, at this

moment feeling that he had regained complete

power over himself, as all the incidents in the

arbour on the preceding day trooped through bis

mind. " Did you not tell me that you meant tu

marry another ? By what right, then, can I address

you with the insolence of familiarity ?"

" Insolence—familiarity ! Oh, dearest Frank, is

it possible that such words as these are to pass be-

tween us ?"

" Listen, Miss Farefield," interrupted the youth,

drawing himself up in a dignified manner. " Yea-

j

terday I offered you my hand—and you refused it.

!
It is therefore as a rejected suitor that I stand be-

' fore you. Think you not that I have my owa
feelings of pride? and is it possible that what took

place in that arbour can be recalled? No—impos-

sible ! But I would not have you think that I was
selfish and egotistical in seeking the hand of the

elder daughter of the tilled and brilliant Lady
Saxondalo ! Circumstances have much altered with

me of late—but not in the sense that I gave you to

understand yesterday. It is true that what the

world may call a stigma rests upon my birth:

nevertheless my parents are of noble rank—my
father possesses immense wealth—aod he will shower

riches upon my head. He and my mother are now
married, they are acquainted with the love whict

I bad chtrished for you "

"Ah, then, dear Frank, you did love me—Oh,

you did love me! and you must love me still!"

—

and as Juliana thus spoke, she threw her arm
around the youth's neck; and ere he could disen-

gage himself from her embrace, she had imprinted a
kiss upon his lips.

Nevertheless he did so disengage himself: for he

had been speaking of his father and his mother

—their images were now in his mind—he remem-
bered his duty towards them—he remembered the

counsel he had received— and he was determined to

follow it.

" You draw yourself ayay from me," said Juliana:

and she spoke coldly and distantly, for her pride

had just sustained a severe shock.

" You told me that you would marry another—

and whoever the man of your choice may be," re-

sjionded Frank, " I will not be guilty of any out-

rage towards him."
" Ah, all this is intended as a bitter sarcasm to

myself!"—and now tears started forth Irom Juliana's

oyes—but tears of mingled spite and vexation.

"Do not weep," said Frank, much moved: for he

comprehended not the true source of those tears

" Heaven forbid that I should speak sarcastically o>

upbraidingly towards you! 1 only ^reminded yort

of your duty—or rather proclaimed what I felt t«

be mine."
" Ah ! now you speak kinder, Frank—and I aw

soot hid," said Juliana, taking his baud which wik»

not immediately w ilhdrawu : and she premised it
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tenderly. " Think you not that I am delighted to

boar of this change of fortune which you have ex-

perienced? Yes—most sincerely do I congratulate

you!—and all the more so, because, as you remem-

ber, I foresaw it. I all along knew, from the very

first moment I beheld you, that you were above

your condition—infinitely above it ! You told me
as much of your history wliich you yourself knew at

the time : do you not mean to make me your con-

fidante in respect to the remainder ? Who is your

father, Frank? Do not think that I ask out of

mere curiosity
"

" Miss Farefield, I cannot tell you now. Suffice

it to say that his title is that of a Marquis."

"Miss Farefield still Bliss Farefield!" she

murmured reproachfully and sorrowfully :
" is the

rupture then complete between us ? O Frank, I

forgive you for the cruel test to which you put me
yesterday: will not you forgive me for what fell

from my lips? You say that your parents are

acquainted with our love : was it they who sug-

gested that you should put me to such a test?"

" It was," rejoined Frank :
" I do not attempt

to deny it. But pray understand me. That test

I regarded as conclusive! I fled from you in dis-

appointment—in despair. I did not pause to tell

you that the representations I had made were false

—that I had purposely apparelled myself in mean
clothing to give a colour to my story : I did not

wait to tell you all this, because I was not master

of my feelings at the time. But subsequently, on

calmer reflection, I felt that I could not leave Lin-

colnshire without giving you the fullest explana-

tions. I did not wish to pass in your eyes as a

miserable needy adventurer, seeking a patrician

marriage as the stepping-stone to better fortunes.

I felt that if you looked upon me in this light you
would have but too good reason to despise me, and
to rejoice that you had refused me your hand. But
this is what I wish you to understand—that inas-

much as you loved me when I was poor, and
humble, and obscure, I felt proud and rejoiced at

the thought that fortune had suddenly placed me
in a position when I might on terms of equality

oIFer you my hand. All ! had you told me yesterday,

Juliana—Miss Farefield, I mean—that no matter

how poor and humble I might still be, you would
sacrifice everything to become my wife, how dif-

ferent would our feelings be at this moment ! Now
I have no more to say. Let me conduct you back
into the other rooms."

"No— not yet, Frank— not yet!" murmured
Juliana, again clinging to him—but not kissing

him this time, only looking up earnestly and ap-

pealingly into his countenance. " You have said

all that you have to say : hear me a few words in

reply. It is true that I spoke to you yesterday

in a manner that may have shocked you : but did

I not likewise speak with tenderness and with love ?

Did I not offer to make every sacrifice that one in

my position could possibly consummate? If I

dreaded poverty, it was as much on your account

as on my own—perhaps more on your's. To ac-

quire gold therefore, that I might conduce to your
comfort, I said that I would marry : and iiow groat

must my I'jve be for you, wlicn I was enabled to

tutor my soul to think of the marriage-tic as a

mei-e cxpt^-Uont for ensuring our hap[)iness, and not

M a barn-" a^jaiust it ! Do you not think, Frank,"

I continued the wily Juliana—but still tender and

[

impassioned, even at the time wlieu she was thus
' exercising all her astuteness and all the powers of

her sophistry,—" do you not think, Frank, that it

cost me a pang to propose that I would become a
' wite only to deceive a husband in order that the

progress of our loves might continue uninterrupted?

But perhaps you consider me a being lost to all

1
sense of delicacy and propriety Oh, Frank, can

it be possible that you entertain such an evil opinion

of one who loves you so tenderly and so well ?"

She was still clinging to him as s!ie thus spoke:

she was gazing up into his countenance with a look

of the most tender and impassioned appeal : she

j

had thrown into her voice all the most melting

cadences of its natural harmony: she omitted

no single one of the many blandishments which a

woman of artful nature and glowing temperament

could possibly exercise on such an occasion. Again

was Frank bewildered and troubled—agaift was ho

uncertain how to act or what to think. He disen-

gaged himself not from the half-embrace in which

she retained him; but lie averted his countenance

as if the only hope that remained for him was in not

beholding that beautiful—too beautiful face, which

was upturned towards his own.
" Frank," she continued, thoroughly prepared to

jilt Mr. Hawkshaw if young Paton would now suc-

cumb to her wiles,
—" Frank, is it possible that you

can forget the interview of yesterday ? Is it pos-

sible to efface it from your mind—to blot it out from

your memory ? If so, ask me once more whether I

will accompany you to the altar. Ah, it is a hard

thing for a young lady of my rank and position to

have to put this restraint upon her feelings and do

this violence to her pride, which I am doing now,

when sueing to him who is of that sex which gene-

rally sues to mine ! Yes, Frank—I ask you to recall

j

your decision of yesterday : I beseech you not to

1
judge me by it. I tell you that if you still love me

j

—if you think that you can be happy witli me—it

I

will be the most joyous day of my life when I tako

your name and look upon you as my husband. And,

Frank," she coutinueil, in a still softer, more tremu-

lous, and more murmuring voice, " ix'ineuiber that

I have some claim alike upon your indulgence and

your love : for am not I already the same as your

j

wife in the sight of heaven ?"

I

This lust appeal coinph'ted the trouble and bewil-

derment which were influoncingyoung Paton at the

I

moment. He felt that it liad gone to his vcryiieart

—that there was as much justice as there was truth

in it—that he owed her I'orgiveiiess because he o«'ed

her reparation. Infatuated boy ! ho did not pauso

to rollcct at the moment that it was not ho who iiad

seduced Miss Fareiield from the path of virtue: it

was she that seduced him —that he never should

have dared to make the slightest overture to her,

but that every oncouragonient and provocative liad

come from lierself. Of all this ho did not tiiink :

he heard the appeal—it murmured in his oara—it

thrilled through his brain -it went down into his

heart— it excited the most generous feelings of his

soul. He looked upon her as if she wore a young

creature who in all trusting love had surrendered up

her honour into iiis keeping, and to whom lie was

bound to make every possible atonement. Juliana

comprehended full well everything that was passiu'j

iu his miud: shu saw tho advantage she had{;.iiu«Hli
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and her bosom already swelled with the exultation

of approaching triumph -for she had rather, mueh
rather, marry this youth who was the object of her

passion, now that she knew him to be the son of a

wealthy Marquis, than she would wed George

Hawkshaw, although the fortune of the latter might

be greater than Frank could hope to receive from

his sire.

Another moment—and young Paton, forgetting

his father, forgetting his mother, forgetting all their

counsels—lost in the intoxication of love—entan-

gled in the maze uf witcheries and sophistries,

blandishments and appeals, which the syren had

put in play,— in another moment, we say, he

would have yielded-ho would have succumbed,

llis eyes were already bent adoringly upon Ju-

liuna—he was drinking deeper and quicker draughts

of Lethean bliss from her own warm and glowing

regards—his arm was tightening around her—he

was on the point of straining her to his breast, and

murmuring the affirmative which would have been

60 delicious to her ears and so fatal to his own hap-

I)iness,—when all in an instant the sound of a foot-

step and a loud cough startled them both up from

the trance of tlieir feelings.

Eapid as lightning was the look which Juliana

flung upon Frank, to bid him summon all his self-

possession, as she collected hers; and the next in-

stant she said, as calmly and quietly as if there had

been no excitement of feelings—no whirlwind of

emotions, " Yes, as you were observing, Mr. Paton,

this is indeed a rare collection of plants."

The next moment Mr. Hawkshaw made his ap-

pearance from behind the mass of evergreens and

exotic verdure. The first thought that flashed to the

mind alike of Frank and Juliana, was that he had

overheard all: for his countenance looked pale.

But this apprehension was cleared up almost as soon

as formed, when he said in his usual off-hand open-

hearted manner, " Well, you have sought the coolest

eput—and really I am not surprised ; for those rooms

are suffocating."

" I could not endure the heat any longer," said

Juliana :
" and I requested Mr. Paton to accompany

me hither for a few minutes. I felt as if I were

about to faint——"
" Indeed ! I am truly sorry to hear that," ejaca-

culated the Squire, with a look of concern. " I hope

you feel better now ?"

"Yes—much, much," responded Juliana. "And
now I shall take your arm, Mr. Hawkshaw, and

accompany you back into the Saloon. Mr. Paton,"

she added, turning round and flinging a rapid but

eignificant look upon the youth, " I have not for-

gotten that you have engaged me to dance again in

the third quadrille after the one which is next to

take place."

Frank bowed ; and Juliana, with a graceful salu-

tion in ackrowledgment, took Mr. Hawkshaw'a
arm.

" You are coming with us—are you not, Paton?"
said the Scjuire :

" for as you are comparatively a

stranger here, wo must not leave you alone."

Tlie youth muttered something, ho knew not

wliat ; and in a straugo state of bewilderment, ho

followed Mr. Hawkshaw and Juliana out of the

ct)nservatory. The terror wiiich at first seized upon
him, had left a sort of stupor behind : yet it was
only ua Juliauu's iu.vouut that he hud been thus

alarmed—for he still entertained not the remoteat

suspicion of the att.achment subsisting on the Squire's

part towards her, or the engagement formed between

them. But now that he haird Mr. Hawkshaw con-

versing with even more than his wonted hilarity

with Juliana, as she leant upon his arm, he felt

convinced that nothing had been overheard by him:
for he remembered how emphatically the Squire had
said on the preceding evening, that if he were to

meet the lady who had behaved in such a manner to

Frank, he could not possibly be civil to her.

As for Juliana herself, she was equally well

assured that the Squire had not caught a syllable of

what was taking place in the conservatory at the

time he entered. She attributed that appearance of

pallor on his cheeks to the flickering play of the

hghts, which were partially agitated by some little

currents of air which penetrated through the glass-

work in the conservatory. The young lady, thougli

still bent upon her project with regard to Frank,
was resolved to retain two strings to her bow even
until the very last: so that should one fail, she
might adopt the other.

Passing into the Saloon, Mr. Hawkshaw con-

ducted Miss Farcfield to the sofa where Lady
Saxondale was seated—while Mr. Denison inter-

cepted Frank and conducted him to the refreshment-

room : for the worthy host was anxious to pay all

possible attention to the son of his old friend the

Marquis of Eagledean. On returning to the Saloon,

the youth was introduced to a young lady of great

beauty, with whom he danced the nest quadrille;

and for each of the two following, other partners

were also provided by Mrs. Denison. Then Frank
recollected the hiut he had received from Juliana,

to the effect that he was to consider himself en-

gaged to her for the dance next ensuing: but for •
moment he hesitated whether to attend to it, or not.

He had re-awakened from the trance of fascination

—he was master of himself once again—he remem-
bered his father's counsel—and his conscience told

him that he should be doing wrong if he were to

yield to the influence of Juliana's endearments.

Still he felt that he could not so far insult her aa

to take no notice of the hint she had given him

;

and he resolved that though he would dance with

her, he would not again conduct her to the conser-

vatory. Approaching the spot where she and her

mother were seated,—Mr. Hawkshaw having ia

the meantime sought the refreshment-room,—Frank
made his bow: Juliana bestowed upon him a sw«et

smile and a tender glance ; and they proceeded to the

ball-room together.

" When the quadrille is over," said Juliana, " w»
will find an opportunity of exchanging a few more
words. But be guarded -bo cautious!" she imme-
diately added : fi>r as her eyes swept rapidly rouml

the ball-room, she perceived Mr. Hawkshaw amongst
the lookers-on at the extremity.

The warning would have been quite unneceeeary,

—inasmuch as Frank, now having complete contrcJ

over his feelings and his actions, was resolved to

give no encouragement to Juliana, but to show to

tlie utmost of his power that he was proof against

all her blandishments and endearments. She her-

self, throughout this quadrille, was particularlf

guarded,—the only indication of tenderness whicb

she bestowe<l, being the pressure of the hand -Ht*

uot evou a sitjuilicaut look, nor a sigh, nor a whis-
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per did she Vouchsafe. She jippeared to converse

wnly with the courteous and easy politeness which

A young lady miglit be eipected to observe towards

a young gentleman with whom she was but very

slightly acquainted. After the quadrille—and while

promenading round the roota—she bethought her-

self of a dozen different expedients to obtain five

minutes unobserved and unrestrained discourse with

Frank: but Mr. Hawkshaw was there— and she

dared not risk the danger of exciting his suspicions

by accompanyiag the youth a second time into any

ecluded place. The moment arrived when he must
oonduct her back to her seat; and as they were

proceeding thither, she hurriedly whispered to him,
" If we do not dnd an opportunity to converse pre-

eently, you must meet me to-morrow, soon after

mid-day, in the Castle garden, at the same spot

wlicre we met yesterday."

Frank made no reply. Indeed, if ho had wished
to give one, he could not : for by the time Juliana

Lad finished speaking, they were too near the spot

where Lady Sasondale was seated for him to do
otherwise than make his bow, leave Juliana there,

and turn away to another part of the room. Again
did Mr. Denison accost him: they joined a group
amongst which was Mr. Hawkshaw; and there they

stayed conversing for some time. Frank refused to

dance anymore; and he accordingly remained al-

togetlier with his friend the Squire, until supper
was announced. Then Hawkshaw proceeded to

conduct Juliana to the banquetting-room. Mrs.
Denison requested Frank to escort a young lady, to

whom she introduced him for the purpose ; and
when seated at the table, there was a considerable

interval between himself and Miss Farefield. We
need scarcely observe that the repast was of the

most sumptuous description, or that the hospitalities

of the host and hostess were administered in the

most cordial manner.

After supper the party began to break up : for it

was now two in the morning—and in the country,
'

where the guests have frequently long distances to

go on their return home, tbcse entercainments are

seldom protracted until as late an hour as in the
,

metropolis. Juliana found no opportunity of saying
j

another word to Frank in private upon this occasion

—a circumstance at which he was very far from
'

being disjjleasad.

Ere he and Mr. Hawkshaw t>ook their departure,
j

Mr. Denison said to the Squire, " Remember that I

you and our young friend are to dine with us to

morrow."

OHAPTEE CI.

ME. DENISOK.

Feank slept till a very late hour : for he was much
wearied with the excitement of feeling as well as

with the festivities through which he had passed.

Indeed, it was close upon eleven o'clock when ho

descended to the breakfast-parlour. Mr. Hawk-
shaw had been for a long ride, and had eaten his

first breakfast on his return home : ho however sat

down to table to commence a second one when
Frank made his appearance.

" We are to dine witli the Denisons this ov 'niiig,"

said the Squire. " Perhaps you would do v 11 to

write a letter to your father, and inform him that

you will not be home for a day or two ?"

" I could have wished to return to London to-

day," replied Frank ; " only that it would be moat
ungracious not to accept Mr. Denison's very kind
invitation."

"Ah! you would like to quit Lincolnshire to-

day?" said the Squire: then, with a laugh, ho
added, "And have you really no inclination to

visit Gainsborough and see that lady of whom you
spoke to me ?"

Frank felt that he was blushing, and scarcely

knew what reply to give; but Mr. Hawkshaw
seemed so busy with the viands as not to notioo

his young guest's confusion.

" Why should you think," asked Frank, after a
pause, and endeavouring to laugh also, " that I am
desirous to see that lady again ?"

" Because, my dear Paton," responded the Squire,
" it would only be consistent with the weakness of

human nature if you did entertain such a desire.

Besides, you are so young—so inexperienced "

"However," interrupted Frank, speaking with
the firmness of a fixed resolve, " I have made up
my mind that I will not see that lady again."

" And you act very wisely," rejoined Hawkshaw.
" Now, take my advice, my dear young friend—for
so I am sure you will permit me to call you : shun
that lady, whoever she may be, as if she were a
reptile. I have been thinking very seriously over
all you have told me—because the more I see of

you, the more lam interested in you; and I should

be very sorry to think that you were ensnared oj

entrapped by such a base, heartless, intriguing

creature. I don't know much of the female sex:

but this I do know—that such a woman as the one
you have described to me, must be capable of any
sophistry, hypocrisy, and dissimulation, in order to

carry a point. Therefore, if you give me the assur-

ance that you do not intend to use any exertion to

see her again, it will be taking a weight off my
mind." •

'• My dear Mr. Hawkshaw, I cannot thank you
sufficiently," responded Frank with grateful fervour,
" for t!ie kind interest you take in my behalf. I

should be unworthy indeed of such a generous friend-

ship, if I did not give you the pledge you ask.

And that pledge I do give you, solemnly and
sacredly

!"

The Squire shook Frank's hand in the most warm-
hearted manner: he oven wrung it with effusion ;—
and then he hastened to observe; "The truth is,

my young friend, if I thought that you were at all

inclined to throw yourself again in the way of that

syren, whoever she may be, I should not consider

myself justified in keeping you at the Hall ansthor
minute. Much as I should regret to lose you so

abruptly, it would be my duty to urge your speedy

return to London. However, you have given me
the pledge—and I am satisfied. I must now inform

you that my friend Denison last night took an op-

portunity of telling me that he received a letter from

your father, who is a very old friend of his. Your
father, as I already know from your lips, is preserv-

ing an inccignito,—he enjoined the strictest secrecy

to Mr. Denison—and Mr. Denison has not violated

it. He did not tell me therefore who your father

is ; and of course I did not seek to know. Stop ! do

not tell mo that secret, Frank ! I would rather not
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learn it at present. When you return to London

and inform your parents that you have formed

the friendship of blunt George llawkshaw, you can

then, with thcii permission, write and tell me what-

soever you may have to unfold. In the meanwhile

you are a welcome guest here ; and I hope that the

friendship which has thus commenced, will last

throughout our lives. And now for the amuse-

ments of the day."
" Yesterday, Mr. Hawksbaw," observed Frank,

"you denied yourself the pleasure of paying a visit

to your intended bride; and from all that I noticed,

you did not see her last evening at the ball
"

"Oh, you sly dog!" ejaculated the Squire, with

a loud and somewhat boisterous laugh: "you were

looking out—were you—to see if I paid particular

attention in any quarter ?"

"No, Mr. Hawkshaw," was Frank's quick re-

•ponse; "I am incapable of undue curiosity. But

what I meant you to infer was, that I did not see

you pay any such particular attention : for if you

had, I could not have failed to observe it. Taking

it for granted, then, that you did not see your in-

tended bride last night, I cannot possibly think of

being so selfish as to engross you all to myself.

Therefore you must pay your accustomed visit—and

I shall indulge in a ramble through your beautiful

grounds."
" No, my young friend," replied Hawkshaw,

smiling :
" I do not mean to leave you to yourself,

or throw you so completely on your own resources.

I have already despatched a note which will leave

me free to remain altogether with you. So now, if

you please, we will take a scamper and shake off the

cfTucts of last night's dissipation."

There was no possibility of offering any farther

remonstrance to the good-natured Squire's plan of

proceedings ; and Frank accordingly suffered him

to have his own way. In resj;)ect to writing to his

father, he said that this would bo unnecessary, as

he must positively start for London on the ensuing

morning. The horses wore saddled : he and the

Squire rode forth—and several hours were passed in

the same manner as on the preceding day. At four

o'clock they returned to the Hall to dress for

dinner; and a little before five the old-fashioned

carriage was in readiness to take them to Mr. Deni-

son's. On arriving there, they received the kindest

welcome from their host and hostess, by both of

whom Frank was especially made much of. It was

a small party, the other guests consisting only of

•ome of Mr. Denison's own family.

In the course of the evening Mr. Donison took an

opportunity to conduct Frank into his .library ; and

there, making him sit down, he said, " My young

friend, I have to repeat the question I put to you

last night : whether there bo any way in which I

can serve you? You saw the letter which your

esteemed father wrote ; and you must speak to me
with the same confidence as if you were addressing

him. Banish all reserve—I am not disposed to bo

a harsh or severe Mentor "

Frank felt that it would be most ungracious

towards his father's old friond if he did not show
him at least the same degree of couruleuce which

he had placed in Mr. Hawkshaw; and he accord-

ingly proceeded to give him precisely the same
details as ho had already narrated to the Squire,

.still suppressing Jiiliuna's narac^ and still makmg

it appear as if the lady of whom he spKike was
temporarily residing in the town of Gainsborough,

Mr Denison listened in silent attention: he did not

speak a word until Frank had finished; and when
tlie youth had done, he appeared to reflect pro-

foundly for some time.

" Now, my young friend," he at length said,

speaking gravely and solemnly, but still with a

truly paternal kindness, "you will follow the advice

of one who is old enough not merely to be your

father, but your grandfather. Avoid this woman aa

the mariner would a rock on which his vessel must
inevitably suffer shipwreck : avoid her as if she

were a moral pestilence I You are too young, and
your life is too full of brilliant hope, for you to

sacrifice yourself to such a shameless profligate.

Am I not giving you the advice which your revered

father would proffer, were he present on this occa-

sion ?"

" You are, my dear sir— you are," responded

Frank, seizing the old gentleman's hand and press-

ing it warmly. " I have already pledged myself to

Mr. Hawkshaw that everything shall be at an end
between that lady and myself: I renew the same
pledge to you !"

"It is well," rejoined Mr. Denison; "and I am
gratified with this evidence of your sincerity. But
there is still something more that you must do*

and now I am again counselling you as if it were

your own father who in his loving care was proffer-

mg his best advice. That woman — for it is scarcely

possible to call her a lady after all you have told

me—will not leave you unmolested : she will take

the earliest measures to obtain an interview with

you—and for your own sake you ought not to incur

the risk of being drawn within the magic circle of

her charms. Therefore, my young friend, let me
entreat you to take a bold and decisive step, which

shall at once put that woman to confusion."

"What would you advise, sir ?" asked Frank.
" I would advise that you write a letter, tellin|

her that you have penetrated her character—that

you look with loathing and abhorrence upon the

woman who could make up her mind to become
the wife of an honourable man, merely for the pur-

pose of deceiving him, and using the sanctity oi

the marriage-state as a cloak for a guilty connexion

with a paramour. This would I do, my dear Frank

;

and in the name of your father I enjoin you to

adopt the course which I recommend. There are

writing-materials— pen the letter at once— and
entrust it to me for delivery."

Frank started, and gazed upon Mr. Denison

with a kind of vacant bewilderment. Was he

aware, then, who the lady was that formed the sub-

ject of conversation ? had he seen or heard any-

thing on the previous evening to make him suspect

the actual truth ? or did he mean to inquire pre-

sently the name and address of this lad3* ?

" My young friend," said Mr. Denison, looking

grave and serious, " I know more than you have

imagined—or perhaps not more than you at this

moment suspect. The female who has degraded the

sex to which she belongs—who beneath a brilliant

exterior nourishes the most detestable passions

—

and whose beauty serves but as a disguise for her

vices — that foul creature is Lady Saxondale's

daughter, Juliana Farefield
!"

Frank made no immediate observation. He did
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not eboose to deny an assertion which Mr. Denison
httd made with the positive manner of one who was
neither speaking on conjecture nor at random : and
yet, on the other hand, the youth was loath to

admit that his secret had been rightly read.

"No matter, my young freind," continued Mr.
Denison, " how I have made this discovery : you
perceive that I am better informed than perhaps
you at first imagined. But the topic is evidently

too painful a one to be dwelt upon at unnecessary
length. Follow my advice — pen a letter in the

sense I have suggested—aflfl leave the rest to me."
The youth felt that Mr. Denison was speaking to

him with the same authority with which hia own
father would have spoken, and with an equal

amount of true paternal kindness. He therefore

hesitated not to obey the suggestion he had re-

ceived ; and placing himself at the writing-table, he

took up a pen. But when he had written the first

tiaa he felt totally unable to proceed : his ideas

SO. Gl.

—

Tamo aeinEd.

were rapidly falling into confusion—and ho was «
a loss for the most fitting language wherein (o

shape the document.
" Suffer me to prompt you as to what you ought

to say," observed Mr. Denison : and as Frank

acquiesced, the old gentleman proceeded to dic-

tate a letter couched in terms of the most cutting

severity..

" Do you not think that this is going somewhat

too far?" inquired Frank, presently stopping

short.

" Would you use delicate language and mincing

phraseology towards a creature of such a stamp ?"

demanded Mr. Denison with something like stern-

ness in his accents. " Understand me well, Frank

—I wish you to write such a letter that Miss Fare-

field, notwithstanding all hor effrontery, will never

dare molest you again. ludood, if she possesse*

one single spark of prid«, she will endeavour to

banish you from hor though tit."



6f; THB MTSTERrES 0» THE COTTBT.

" But ie this generous," asked Frank, " towards

oe who has perhaps loved me ?"

•'Love!" ejaculated Mr. Denison. "Desecrate

not the term hy using it in such a sense. Is it pos-

eible that you can endeavour to blind yourself to the

full extent of Juliana's profligacy ? No : I think

too well of you to entertain such an injurious

opinion."

"Proceed, sir—proceed," said Frank: "I am in

your hands."

Mr. Denison continued the dictation of the letter;

and in a few minutes it was brought to a conclusion.

" Now," he said, as he locked it up in his desk,

"we will return to the drawing-room."
" But one word more, my dear sir," said Frank.

"Mr. Hawkshaw—is he to be made aware of all

this ? Does he already know as much as yourself ?

In a word "

"Mr. Hawkshaw," interrupted the old gentleman,
" will not, I think, speak to you any more upon the

subject : and you yourself will scarcely revive it in

his presence. To-morrow morning you are to start

for Loudon: and much as it would please me to

see more of you on the present occasion of your

visit into Lincolnshire, I cannot, in justice to your

own interests and to my friendship for your father,

counsel you to prolong your stay."

Mr. Denison and Frank now retraced their way
to the drawing-room, where coffee was served up.

An hour was then passed in agreeable conversation

upon variBus topics ; and soon after ten o'clock the

Squire's carriage was announced to be in readiness.

Having taken leave of the kind-hearted Denisons,

Frank accompanied Mr. Hawkshaw back to the

llall ; and on the following morning he took his de-

parture for L-^ndon. But he did not separate from

the Squire without expressing his fervid gratitude

for the hospitality he had received,—coupled with

the assurance that he should write to him with the

briefest possible delay.

But in the meanwhile, what were Juliana's

thoughts and feelings in respect to Francis Paton ?

It will be remembered that the last words she had

spoken to him on the night of the ball, consisted

of a hurriedly whispered entreaty that he would

meet her in the castle-grounds on the ensuing day.

Shortly after breakfast one of Mr. Hawkshaw's ser-

vants arrived at the castle, with a note from his

master, addressed to the Hon. Miss Farefield. It

was couched in affectionate terms, and besought her

to excuse him from paying his wonted visit that

day, as his young guest had claims upon him which,

in the true spirit of hospitality, could not be vio-

lated. Juliana, on the receipt of this note, foresaw

that Frank would not be enabled to keep the ap-

pointment she had given him. If the Squire re-

mained in constant companionship with him, he

could not possibly find an opportunity to come such

a distance as that between tho Hall and the Castle.

Juliana was profoundly vexed and annoyed at this

disappoiutmont: but she nevertheless went to stroll

in the gardens at about mid-day with the faint hope

that Frank might yet possibly come to her. Tho

time passed—and still he appeared not. The day

went by ; and not the slightest attempt was made

on his part to obtain an interview with her. Sh#

thought to herself that on the morrow he would bo

Bure to come : for she argued that Mr. Hawkshaw
must surelv have some business to attend to, of

some kind or another, that would leare Frank hia

own master for a few hours. Not for an instant

did she suspect that anything prejudicial to hef
schemes was taking place: nor did she apprehend
that after all that had occurred between herself and
the youth at the Denisons', he would be in a hurry
to leave Lincolnshire.

Tliis was the second day after the ball : it was the

one on which Frank had departed in the rooming
The hour of noon came— and Juliana again walked,

alone in the garden. She kept near the spot where
Frank had so suddenly appeared in her presence

three days back : and wistfully did she gaae through

the foliage in the direction by which she thought

he would come. But he came not. Presently she

heard footsteps approaching along the gravel-walk

behind : those footsteps were at once recognized

—

she knew them to be Mr. Hawkshaw's. Having,
as the reader is aware, made up her mind to keep
the two strings to her bow, she suddenly put on
her brightest looks, and sped to meet the Squire

with every appearance of affectionate delight.

" Well, Juliana," he said, after the wonted em-
brace, " I suppose you did not think to receive an-

other note of excuse froa« me to-day ?"

" Certainly not," she replied :
" it would have

been too unkind—almost unpardonable :"—and she

bent upon him a look in which love's beams ap-

peared to kindle. " I know very well that a guest

has claims upon one: but still one must not forget

the claims of others—at least not altogether."

"Eeet assured, JuUana," rejoined Hawkshaw,
"that even if Mr. Paton had remained at the Hall

to-day, I should have flitted away fi cm him for an
hour or two to visit the Castle."

"Ah! then your young friend is gone ?" said Ju-

liana, scarcely able to conceal her mingled astonish-

ment and vexation at this announcement ; but tho

next moment it occurred to her that Frank, though

having quitted the Hall, had probably remained in

the neighbourhood in a secret manner, as the only

means of being enabled to Bad an opportunity of

obtaining an interview with her.

"Yes," observed Mr. Hawkshaw, carelessly;

"he has returned to London. My own lumbermg
carriage took him as far as Lincoln—and he is now
no doubt journeying rapidly homeward."

" You soon lost him," said Juliana, not knowing
indeed exactly what she did say; for the hope

which she had formed, suddenly died within her

—

and she could scarcely doubt any longer that Frank
had really left Lincolnshire.

" Yes—he was anxious to get back to his parents.

And natural enough—as he has only so recently

discovered them. By the bye, dear Juliana, you

have not told me yet what you think of him ? la

he not a very nice young man ?"

" Oh! he is a mere boy—almost a child."

" Well, call him a boy, if you like," responded

the Squire, laughing. " Do you consider him a

nice boy P"
"

" My acquaintance with him was so short : I

merely danced with him twice, you know."
" True ! But one soon forms an opinion of per-

sons. For my part, I like him exceedingly : he ii

an amiable and generous-hearted youth—much in-

experienced in the worW, however."

" Necessarily so," observed Juliana :
" becaun

he is 80 young."
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" Last evening we dine(J at the iJenisons'."

"Ah! and Mr. Paton was with you, then? I

am sure that if he had remained any longer in

Lincolnshire, my mother would have been delighted

to have shown him every attention as a friend of

year's—because you know, my dear George, that

every friend of your'3 will always be welcome at

Saxondale Castle."

" Thank you for this assurance, my dear Juliana.

And now," continued the Squire, assuming a more
serious tone, " I am going to ask you a very singular

question : but I will soon explain my motive."

"Indeed! a singular question?"—and a queer

feeling that bordered upon alarm, though she

scarcely knew why, flitted across her brain : so true

b it that a guilty conscience is ever a fertile source

of apprehension.

"Yes—it may seem singular—but I hope not

impertinent:"—and the Squire appeared to hesi-

tate.

" How strangely you are talking, George !" cried

Juliana, fixing upon him a keen penetrating look :

but she read nothing in the honest open-hearted

countenance of Mr. Hawkshaw to warrant her ap-

prehensions.

" Well then," he continued, " I will come to the

point. Are you aware, Juliana, whether the day for

her ladyship's nuptials with Lord Harold Staunton

is fixed? or what arrangements her ladyship pro-

poses to make with regard to the ceremony ?"

"I have not yet heard. My mother is somewhat
reserved towards me upon those matters :"—and
Juliana experienced a great relief when she thus

discovered what the topic was that Mr. Hawkshaw
had prefaced with a somewhat alarming degree of

mystery. " The truth is," she added, in a confiden-

tial tone, " my mother perhaps feels that she is about

to take a step that the world may consider ridiculous
j

or impolitic— marrying a man so much younger

than herself—^"
"Oh! but if people consult their own happiness,"

exclaimed Mr. Hawkshaw, "they may defy the

opinion of the world."

"And yet you, my dear George, shrink somewhat
from announcing to your acquaintances our engage-

ment ? But perhaps," added Juliana, as if quite in

a careless manner, " you have mentioned it to one

or two ? I dare say, if the truth be known, you told

it to Mr. Paton "

"No: on my honour I did not!" responded the

Squire emphatically. "Did not you yourself the

other night counsel me at the ball not to make
it the subject of any confidential communica-
tion ?"

" Yes—I recollect. But wherefore did you ask me
just now those questions concerning my mother?"

—

and again did Juliana gaze penetratingly though
furtively upon the Squire's countenance.

" I was only thinking that since I have received

your assent to the proposal which I was venturous
enough to make you, my dear Juliana, I might next
solicit you to fix the day which is to render me so

happy—Oh ! so happy—I cannot find words to

express my feelings ! But in proffering such a
request, it occurred to me that much might depend
on Lady Saxondale's own arrangements. Probably
it would be suitable for the two marringes to take
place at the same time— unless her ladyship be
ciosirous that her own nuptials should bo celebrated

first. Tell me, Juliana—am I too bold—am I too

presumptuous—in expressing a hope that you will

not long delay the period which is to render me so

happy ?"

" I will speak to my mother to-day," answered

Juliana, affecting to bend down her eyes in confu-

sion: but at the moment the thought which was
uppermost in her mind, was the necessity of com-
muning seriously with herself, in order to arrive at

a positive decision how she intended to act.

" Do—I beseech you—speak to her ladyship to-

day," urged Mr. Hawkshaw.
" But our engagement has been so short," mur-

mured Juliana. "It is but three days since you
honoured me with the offer of your hand——"

"True, dearest Juliana: but are we not old

acquaintances ? have we not known each other for

years ? Pardon me for being thus urgent ! The
world need not know how long or how short our

engagement may have been. Come, Juliana—let

me not hear any scruples from those sweet lips of

your's. Recall not your promise that you will speak

to your mother this afternoon ! Wherefore should

the happy day be unnecessarily postponed ? Con-

vinced as I am of the sincerity of your affection fo

me^and judging the extent of it by my own—

—

But am I in error, Juliana, to speak thus trustfully

—thus hopefully ?"

"Oh! how can you question me thus? do you

doubt my love?"—and the artful young lady gazed

up with every appearance of earnest tendernesi

into the Squire's countenance.

"No, no, Juliana—not for a moment do I doubt

your love : and therefore you will not unnecessarily

postpone the day of our nuptials. This is the hour

when your mother is least likely to be engaged.

Go and seek her at once. I have business that

calls me to Gainsborough; and therefore I shall

take my departure. To-morrow, when I call, may
I hope, Juliana, that I shall receive from your

lips
"

"I understand you, my dearest George," re-

sponded Juliana, murmuringly. "Since you wish

it, the day shall be fixed."

" Then farewell for the present—farewell, dearest

Juliana !"

Having embraced the young lady, the Squire

sped to the stables, where his horse had been put
up without the saddle or bridle being taken off;

and mounting the splendid animal, he rode away
from Siixoudale Castle.

Juliana, instead of hastening to seek her mother,

continued to walk in the garden. She not only

felt the necessity, as already stated, of pondering

seriously upon the course which she ought to

pursue: but she thought it still just possible that

Frank might have remained in Lincolnshire.

Perhaps she might see him presently ? perhaps it

was after all only a stratagem on his part to escape

from Hawkshaw Hall? and perhaps he had ac-

cepted the Squire's offer to use the carriage as far

as Lincoln in order to lull that gentleman into the

belief that he was really serious in speeding back

to London ? But it Frank should not come, what

was Juliana to do? Oh! if he had deserted her—
if he had abandoned her—should she endeavour to

hate him as much as now she loved him? and should

slie marry Mr. Hawkshaw with the least possible

delay ?
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Hour after hour passed; and still was Miss Fare-

field walking in the garden. Frank made not his

appearance : the faint hope which had still lingered

in her heart, waned away ; and at length it died

within her. It was now close upon five o'clock; and

if he had stayed in Lincolnshire, he would have seen

her by this time. Her pride was hurt—her feelings

were wounded in their utmost sensitiveness. Never-

theless, she did not hate the youth : it was easier to

think of hating him than to bring her mind to that

point. The passion she had experienced for him
was still too absorbing—too engrossing, to permit

such a sudden change of sentiment. But what step

could she take to communicate with him? She

knew not where he dwelt in London : she knew not

who his recently discovered parents were. Besides,

even if she were well acquainted on these heads,

there was no time: for Mr. Hawkshaw was now
pressing that the nuptial day should be named.

Suddenly an idea struck Juliana. She might

name the day to accompany Mr. Ilawkshaw to the

altar—she might postpone it for a month; and in

the meantime she could adopt some course in order

to communicate with Frank. She herself could not

proceed to London on any pretence ; because Lady
Saxondale would not accompany her, and it would

be exposing her mother to scandalous surmises

—

indeed, to the downright loss of reputation— to

leave her alone at the Castle with Lord Harold
Staunton. Therefore Juliana must make up her

mind to remain likewise at the Castle; and what-

ever course she adopted in respect to Frank, must
be pursued by means of correspondence. But how
to discover his address? That was the question.

Perhaps he would write ? perhaps he had been re-

called to London by a sudden communication from his

father? perhaps he himself was at that very moment
Buffering much affliction on her account ? For she

could scarcely conceive that after what had taken

place between them in the conservatory, he had
suddenly surrendered her altogether. Was he not

about to yield to her arguments and her entreaties

at the moment when Mr. Hawkshaw made his ap-

pearance in the conservatory ? were not his lips

about to breathe the word which was to crown her

triumph? Surely, then, he had not the power to

shake off the influence of her spells within so brief

an interval, and in so abrupt a manner ? Juliana

still loved him—still longed for him—still craved to

have that beautiful youth entirely to herself; and
she was not the woman likely to abandon a hope
that was cherished or a project that was formed.

In the course of the evening she spoke to her

mother upon the subject which Mr. Hawkshaw had
named to her. Lady Saxoudale reflected for some
minutes; and then answered in the following man-
ner:

—

"It is quite certain, Juliana, that your marriage

with Mr. Hawkshaw caunot take \i\ace Jirst : be-

cause it would be impossible for you to leave me
alone at the Castle with Lord Harold. Already

perhaps there is some little indiscretion in his re-

maining here after the departure of his aunt and
sister : but still it would be over-scrupulous and
punctilious for any one to aflirm that a lady with a

grown-up daughter and a host of domestics at hor

residence, may not have a male guest staying with
her—especially when ho is about to become her

husband. Thus far therefore we may conclude that

no harm is done. But it would be monstrously

inriiscreet for me to remain with him here alone,

Tiierefore your marriage cannot take place first.

Nor can our's: because, as we must proceed some-

where to pass the honeymoon " and Lady Saxon-

dale could not help smiling bitterly as she thus

spoke "you on your side would have to remain
here alone at the Castle. That also would be im-

prudent, with a suitor visiting you. Therefore, ali

things considered, the two marriages had better

take place at the same time. One fortnight hence

do I purpose to bestow my hand on Lord Harold
Staunton."

" One fortnight ?" ejaculated Juliana. " The time

is brief, mother."
" I do not choose to prolong it," was Lsidy Saxon-

dale's answer.

"Ah 1 I understand!" said the daughter ma-
liciously: "you are in a hurry to obtain the name of

a wife with the least possible delay, so that in case

of an accident, you may not have that of a mother
again too soon ?"

Lady Saxondale became scarlet, and sprang to

her feet from the chair on which she was sitting

:

then, with a withering look, she said in a tone hoarse

with rage, " Take care, Juliana, that you don't

become a parent too soon to be agreeable to Mr.
Hawkshaw."
With these words her ladyship quitted the room

;

and proceeding to another, threw herself on a chair

and wept in very spite and rage. Yes : the proud
and haughty Lady Saxondale—the strong-minded
woman,—gave vent to her wrath in tears,—tears

which she could not possibly restrain ! How she

hated Juliana at that moment !—hated her far more
intensely than during the time of those scenes

which were wont to take place between them at

Saxondale House previous to the visit to Lincoln-

shire!—hated her indeed with a malignity that

seemed to crave for a bitter vengeance ! For soma
time past there had been no angry words nor ex-

pression of ill-feeling between the mother and
daughter: but now that ill-feeling was all revived

again—and Lady Saxondale wept because her rage

was so impotent.

She leant forward ; and resting her elbows upon
a table, buried her face in her hands, actually

I

groaning in spirit. Oh! if she could but fly to

^

some far-off clime, away from the theatre of her

;
machinations and intrigues—away also froui a land

! where there were those pitfalls which she herself

had digged with her own hands, and into any ono

of which a single false step would precipitate her
But no : it was impossible !—she must remain

in England to carry out her views—to accomplish

her destiny. The door opened ; and Lord Harold
Staunton entered the room. Lidy S.ixoudale did

not immediately perceive him : he advanced straight

up to the chair in which she was seated—and with

a kind of angry impatience, said, " Well, what ia

the meaning of these tears ?"

Still Lady Saxondale continued unaware of his

presence: she w^as so profoundly absorbed in her

own distressing thoughts, that though he had spoken

loud enough, she actually did not hear him,
" What is it, I say ? what is the matter with yoa

now ?" he domandeil. "A pretty prospect for our

married hfe !" ho added bitterly: and then Lady
Saxondale looked round.
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Quickly wiping away her tears, and composing

her features with a remarkable suddenness, she

said in a cold tone, " How long have you been

atanding there ?"

" But a few moments. Perhaps you were talking

aloud ere I entered the room, and were saying

things that you would rather should not meet my
ears ?"

" No : I am not aware that I was musing aloud.

But surely, Harold," she continued, with accents of

cold irony, " you do not expect our marriage state to

be characterized by happiness ?"

"Hap,iiness—no!" exclaimed the young noble-

man bitterly ; and a ghastly expression of anguish

swept over his countenance. " Happiness indeed

!

what happiness can there be for either of us again

in this life ? Would to God that I had never known
you ! would to heaven that I could recall the past !

I was a rake—a spendthrift—a good-for-nothing

extravagant fellow, a short time back ; and yet I

was happy. But from that fatal moment when you

cast your spoils around me, my peace of mind has

been destroyed—never to be given back again !"

" And pray, my lord," inquired Lady Saxondale,

fixing upon him a cold reptile-like look, " in what

strange mood is it that you have sought me now
for the purpose of telling me all these things ? It

is literally childish to pretend for a moment that I

had the power to persuade you to do certain deeds,

unless the readiness and the inclination were already

in you."
" Silence, woman \" ejaculated Staunton :

" you

are a fiend in the most glorious guise ! I have been

enamoured of your beauty - it still dazzles me—and

there are even moments when it enchants me : but

neverthless I loathe and abominate your character.

What have I become ? Dare I look inward ? No,

no I Dare I even look the world in the face?

Scarcely !—for in every one I meet, methinks I

behold an accuser."

" Harold, for heaven's sake hush these wild

words!" said her ladyship, now becoming really

frightened. "You know not who may overhear

them— the walls have ears
"

"But tell me, tell me, Harriet—I command and

conjure you," interrupted the young man, speak-

ing like one distracted: "is the secret positively

safe ? does not Juliana suspect it ? Why does she

look at mo so singularly at times, and with a cer-

tain malice in her regards? Ah! methinks that

there are moments when she also has that wicked

look which I have sometimes caught upon your

countenance,—not the wicked look of sensuality,

—

but a look that seems to be the reflection of a

soul capable of any mischief—a look as if a devil

were gazing out of your eyes."

" You are mad, Harold, to talk in this strain,"

, interjected the lady vehemently. "The reason why
Juliana sometimes regards you in a strange man-
ner, is because she has fathomed our intimacy.

Perhaps she may have watched when you have
sought my chamber at night But it is of no
consequence how she has made the discovery : suf-

fice it for me to inform you that it is made ; and
if when you entered the room ere now, you beheld

me weeping, it was with rage and fury because Ju-
liana had given me to understand a few minutes

before, that our amour was known to hor."
** Then jou assuie me that the otiier secret is

safe ?" said Harold, experiencing som* slight feeling

of relief. "But you do not know," he continued,

in a vacant and abstracted manner, " why I could

not accompany you to the ball at the Denisons' the

night before last. It was because I liked not to

meet that man Hawkshaw."
"Indeed!" ejaculated Lady Saxondale, with a

looked of unfeigned surprise. " And wherefore

should you have liked not to meet him ? how has

he offended you? Methought you were excellent

friends."

"Friends! Yes—good friends enough— there is

no reason we should be otherwise. And yet," pro-

ceeded Harold, still iu a nervous and abstracted

manner, " I have been haunted by a strange pre-

sentiment with regard to that man. The other day
— it was the one before that on which the ball took

place—he paid but a hurried visit to the Castle, if

you remember. In short, it was the day he pro-

posed to Juliana, as you told me. AVell, he came

up to my room to bid me good bye—he saw mj
pistol-case

"

"Enough, Harold—enough!" interrupted Lady
Saxondale, flinging around her frightened glance:

then, approaching her countenance close to that of

the young nobleman, she said in a 1 w hoarse

voice, " Fool that you are to continue talking in this

strain ! If ruin overtakes you ua it will be

your fault
!"

" Heaven forbid!" groaned the wretched Harold:

and he shuddered visibly from head to foot. "But
I must tell you about Hawkshaw's visit to my room

Why has he kept away so much for the last

two or three days—indeed, ever since that day ?"

demanded Staunton abruptly. " There is some-

thing ominous in it!"

" Nothing of the kind," answered Lady Saxon-

dale: then with a tone and look which savoured

somewhat of contempt, she said, " Are you a man
thus to conjure up images of terror to haunt yourself

withal? Hawkshaw has been hero to-day—he is

the same as ever—he has pressed Juliana to name
a time for their nuptials. They will take place the

same day as our own a fortnight hence. Mr.
Hawkshaw did not call for two days because he had

a friend staying with him. And now, Harold, you
must exert more courage "

"Courage!" he ejaculated: "it is an almost

superhuman courage that I am constantly exerting

to put on the outward appearance of composure.

But it docs not always serve mo ! The other day—
when Hawkshaw spoke of the missing pistol—I felt

that I grew white as a sheet—that all the blood had

suddenly stagnated in my veins Ah ! it was a

hideous, a horrible feeling that seized upon me at tliat

moment! Harriet, but a short lime back, when I was

a gay rollicking fellow about town, I laughed at the

idea of conscience : I believed not that tlicre was

one within me. But now I know that there w —
and a conscience, too, capable of inflicting the

stripes of a scorpion-scourge! Oh! there are mo-

ments when I feel as if I should go mad ! I have

become a being of strange contradictions—tossing

hither and thither upon the wildest and most

tumultuous sea. Sometimes I adore your beauty^

I feel that no sacrifice was too groat to possess you :

at other times I hate and abhor you with th«

strongest loathing "

i

" At all events you do nut disguise the truth,"
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observed her ladyship, with some degree of bitter-

ness. " But listen, Harold. Is it I who ftre forcing

you to become my husband P is it not you that are

forcing yourself as a husband upon me f

"

'• Yes !" he ejaculated, suddenly grasping her

robust but splendidly modelled arm with such

violence that his fingers closed around it as if they

were an iron vice :
" 1 do force myself upon you as

a husband ;—and beware how you attempt to de-

ceive me ! beware how you endeavour to thwart

me ! What ? all these crimes to go unrewarded

!

No, by heaven ! if I have waded through the Ked
Sea a sea of blood—it was for the purpose of gain-

ing the land of promise! I longed to possess you :

I succeeded. I longed for an established social

position ; and I must obtain it. Now do you un-

derstand me ?"

" I have understood you all along," answered

Lady Saxondale ;
" and I tell you, Harold, that if

you will only exercise proper caution—if you will

summon all your courage to your aid, so as to meet

valiantly and even defiantly these regrets and re-

morses which have crept upon you—and if in future

you will avoid giving utterance to your feelings,

even when you believe yourself to be unheard and

unseen—I will do mi/ best to soothe you ! You tell

me that I am handsome : I will use all my bland-

ishments to make you happy. Only you must

exercise caution : for an unguarded look— a single

word let drop—may bring the thunderbolt of ruin

upon the heads of us both."
" Yes—there is reason in your words," said

Harold, slowly and thoughtfully :
" and I must

endeavour to exercise a greater mastery over my-
self:"—but as he thus spoke, an expression of bitter

anguish again swept across his couateuauce.

CHAPTER CII.

IHB TWENTT-FIE3T OF AUGUST.

It was the 21sfc of August, and the clock in Solomon
Patch's boozing-ken was striking seven, as Madge
Somers entered the place. The very instant she

crossed the threshold, it struck her that the old

man and his wife suddenly exchanged singular and
even sinister looks as they caught sight of her : but

as they both alike addressed her the nest moment
with their accustomed friendliness of manner, she

fancied that she must have been mistaken. Passing

round into the bar-parlour, she beckoned Solomon
to follow her ; and when they were alone together,

she said, looking very hard at him, " Is anything

wrong ?"

" Wrong ? no ! What made you think so P' he
at once exclaimed.

" Only because it occurred to me that you and
your wife exchanged rapid looks of meaning as I

entered the place."

"Ah! it was because we'd been a wondering
whether you would come or not—and whether you
was really serious in expecting to get that informa-
tion as you wanted."

" Serious ?" observed Madge : " and how could
you think I was otherwise P Did I not leave fifty

pounds in your hands ? and did not that prove that

1 was Bcrious enough i"

" To be sure, to be sure !" responded the old muo.
"The fifty pounds is all right, and is forthcom-

ing."

"If I had not been able to put confidence in

you," rejoined Madge, " 1 should not have trusted

you with the money. And now tell me—have you

heard any one talking about the business? and do

you think that there will be a claimant for the fifty

pounds?"
" I ain't heerd say nothing partiekler about it,"

answered Solomon :
" on'y I know that Tony Wilkins

and some others has been on ihe look-out—but

whether they've learnt anytiiing or no, I hav'n't

heerd tell. Howsumever, they hav'n't for^^ot that

this is the evening you was to be here ; and me and
my wife had just been saying we wondered as how
whether you would come, when the door opened and

you made your appearance. That's why we looked
j

at each other as you saw us do."
|

"Well, and about another matter," observed

Madge. " I have not been able to come here since

that night you know what night I mean "

"To be sure—the Cannibal's affair:"—and old

Solomon placed his finger in a sly manner agaitist

the side of his nose. " I rayther thought you might
be keeping out of the way on purpose "

" Not I indeed ! What was there to keep out of

the way for ? I have been engaged I may say day
and night in this same search on which I have set

others—and all in vain on my part ! But have you
had the curiosity to peep down the well again ? or

have you been prudent enough to have the stones

cemented over, and the trap-door above nailed up P

In short, have you had carpenters and bricklayers

to put your house to rights again ?"

"Yes— completely," responded Patch, " It'«

pretty well the same as it was afore."

" And have there been many inquiries after Chif-

finP" was Madge Somers' next quer-tion. "But no
doubt there have. What have you said in answer
to them ?"

"Oh! not much. He hasn't been missing long

enough for people to begin to wonder. It is but a

week since the thing took place. But what will you
have—brandy, beer, or wine ?"

"Some beer and some cold meat—nothing else.

I shall remain till eight o'clock ; and then I must
be off, whether I get the information or not. I have

an appointment to keep at nine on tlie other side

of the Eegent's Park,—and it will take me an hour
to get there."

Solomon Patch went forth into the bar to draw
some porter for Madge's behoof —while his wife, to

whom he mentioned her wishes, proceeded to serve

her with the supper she had ordere^l ; and again did

the two old people exchange significant looks. But
this time Madge, who was in the parlour behind the

bar, observed tliem not.

She ate and drank ; and by the time her repast

w as over, it was half-past seven o'clock. Slie looked

very much annoyed, and gave utterance to several

ejaculations of impatience: for she began to fear

that the reward she had offered would find no
claimant on the part of any one giving her (he

information she required. Ten mmutes more passed

away—it was now twenty minutes to eight; and

she was just thinking to herself that her hope waa

certain to be disoppoiiited—when S»)loiu»n I'alcU

suddenly entered Irom the bar, where he had bt»oo
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serving liquor; and the womaa at ouce saw by his

look that he had something to communicate.
" Here's a cove as wants you, Madge," he said

;

" and though he hasn't told me, I think it must be

for the business you're come about. And he's got

some one with him."
" Who is it ?" demanded Madge impatiently.
" Here's the genelman to speak for his-self,"

answered the landlord : and the next moment Bob
Shakerly entered the bar- parlour.

He was followed by a man of even a greater age
than his own, and who was well clad, having alto-

gether a most respectable appearance. Madge
started up from her seat; and gazing upon this

person in a scrutinizing manner, seemed to be con-

sidering whether his features were at all familiar to

her. But they were not.

" Sit down, my friend," said old Bob Shakerly to

the individual whom he had thus brought with him

;

"and don't speak a word till I tell you. Now,
Madge," he continued, addressing himself to the

woman, "is it all right about the blunt?"
" Are you prepared to claim it ?" she inquired,

again looking at the stranger, as if more than half-

suspecting who he would prove to be.

"I am," rejoined Shakerly. "Come, Solomon,
produce the bank-notes—and then I'll out with what
I have to say."

" Is it to be so ?" asked the landlord, appealing to

Madge.
" Shakerly," she at once said, " I have no time to

lose. Is this Mr. Thompson that you have brought
with you?"

" It is," was the answer given by the old knacker.
" One word—and only one word, said Madge

;

"so that I may assure myself that this is no trick

on your part, Shakerly, to get possession of the
money."

"Eest assured, my good woman, whoever you
are," said Mr. Thompson, now breaking the silence

which he had hitherto maintained; " that I would
not become a party to any fraud or dishonesty. I
do not even know what all this means."

"Just one word in your ear, Mr. Thompson,"
exclaimed Madge ; " and then I shall know at once
that it is all right."

" Well, only one word," interposed Bob Shakerly

:

" for you can't have your information, whatever it

is you want, before the blunt is safe in my pocket."
" Your friend Solomon Patch has got it," rejoined

the woman ; " and therefore you can have no fear

of receiving it. Mr. Thompson, a single word in your
ear :"—and bending down so that her repulsive coun-

tenance well nigh came in complete contact with his

venerable though care-worn one, she said in a low
whispering tone," "If you were once the manager
of a company of players, can you recollect the

name of a man and his wife, having two children,

who were in your troop, and concerning whom you
are acquainted with some particular secret ?"

" Ah ! I know whom you mean— it strikes me at

once!" answered Thompson, speaking louder than
Madge herself bad dopd.

"Hush!" she immediately interjected. "Whisper
the name in my eur."

" Deveril," he replied, uttering the word in a sub-

dued' voice according to the intimation he had just

received.

" Enough," said Madge, with an air of satisfac-

tion: then turning to Solomon Patch, she added,

"You can pay your friend Shakerly the money.
Now go out into the bar together, and drink a
bottle of wine at my expense. I must have
ten minutes' conversation with Mr. Thompson
here."

The old landlord and Bob Shakerly accordingly
went forth from tlie bar-parlour, closing the door
behind them. The former speedily produced the

bottle wherewith the woman had bade them regale

themselves; and he invited Shakerly to follow him
into the tap-room, where they could drink it together
at their ease, and in the companionship of a pipe.

But old Solomon Patch did not instantaneously
light his pipe, nor begin drinking his share of the
wine. He took out a letter from his waistcoat-

pocket, tore off the blank half of the sheet, and
hastily wrote the following lines thereon:

—

"maj be hear, shea corned punktal 2 the time, she
should say as how she have gott a poiutmint at nine
t'other side of regency park, i rayther wonderd u didn't
as how cum but spoae you thort itt beat to kepe out ot
the way til u beerd what dodge she was up 3 so as i

prommessed i've sent thes fu hnes to lett u no."

Having completed this precious scrawl. Bob
Shakerly folded it up in such a manner that its con-
tents might not be read by the messenger to whom
he purposed to entrust it; and then he carefully

sealed it, stamping the wax with a farthing which
he took from his pocket. This being done, he
glanced round the room, where about a dozen persons
were assembled; and singling out Tony Wilkins,
beckoned this individual into a corner.

"So you hav'n't got the fifty-pound prize, young
chap ?" he said in a whisper.

" I've tried hard for it, though," was the response

;

" but you might as well look for a needle in a bottle

of hay, as arter that feller Thompson with such a
precious little information as Madge could give about
him. I suppose she's here—bain't she ?"

"Yes—but no matter. If you hav'n't got the
fifty pounds, I'll give you half-a-guinea to make
you some amends. But you must cut off at once
with this here note ; and mind and don't show it

to nobody. You can guess who it's meant for—cos
there's no address on the kiver."

"Enough—I understand," responded Wilkins,
and taking the note he put it into his wabtcoat-
pocket : then having received the promised reward,
he sped away to execute the commission entrusted
to him.

Solomon Patch, having thus sent off his emissary,
seated himself next to old Bob Shakerly ; and while
helping himself to wine,— and a precious compound
Solomon's wine was too,—he said to his companion,
" How come you to be so fortunate as to light upon
this chap Thompson and get the fifty pounds ?"

"It was all a accident," responded the knacker:
"and when I got up this morning, I no more
thought of the bit of luck that was going to tumble
in my way, than that you was a likely chap to make
me a present of a hundred pound yourself."

" Well, I don't think I be wery Ukely to do that,"

observed Solomon, with a humorous grin. " But
how came this luck to happen ?"

" In the first place, old friend," answered Shak-
erly, "you must remember that I was up hereatth*
Ooat, smoking my bakker, ten days or so back,

when Madge Somcrs come in and told all the folk*
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what she wanted doue, and put the titty poumla

into your hand. Well, I went away, thiakin;{ little

of it: for I wasn't going to waste my tune in look-

ing artor chapa of the name of Tlioiuijson—it was

more to my account to chop up hofse-ilesh to supply

them nice sassagcs which the pastry-cooks puts in

their rolls. But to come to the pint. Last night a

pal of mine told me as how he and another chap

was going to do a bit of resurrection-business, and

wanted to know whether I would dispose of the

stiff 'un for them amung my connexion. Well,

you're aweer, Sol, I don't do much in that there line

now : but when a job does tumble in my way, I

don't mind turning a honest penny or so by under-

taking it. Well, I promised I would make the

inquiry. So this evening—a little arter five o'clock

—I dresses myself up in my best clothes, as you

sees me now—and I toddles up to the West Epd of

the town, to call on a certain Dr. Fcrney, a genel-

man which patronises the harts and sciences—more

partickly the noble hart of body-snatching—which

was the way I first come to know him. Lord bless

you! I've knowed Dr. Ferney a long while
"

" No doubt, Bob. But don't spin your story out

•o," interrupted Solomon. " Well, you goes up to

this Dr. Ferney eh ?"

" I does. He hangs out in Conduit Street, 'Ano-

Tcr Square," continued the old resurrectionist.

" Of course I goes round to the back-entrance ; and

I'm showed into a back parlour on the ground-floor,

where a respectable old genelman was reading a

book. The doctor wasn't there at the time; and it

was the fault of the servant that I was showed into

that room. Well, presently in comes the doctor

his-self ; and the moment he seea me, he knows my
business is partickler ; so he says to this wenerable-

looking old file, 'Mr. Thompson,' says he, 'just

have the kindness to leave us alone together for a

few minutes.'—Thompson indeed! At that there

name I all in a moment recollects what Madge
Somers had said : but then the thought struck me
that there was a many Thompsons in the world,

and I'd no call to be sapparised at meeting with one

on 'em now and then. Still I don't know what it

was—curiosity perhaps—but at all events, summut
— that made me say to that old genelman, ' Bog par-

don, sir, for the impertinence ; but you don't happen

once to have been the manager to a troop of players f

'

—Mr. Thompson, who was j ust going to leave the

room, turned round short, looked at me uncommon
hard, and then said, ' I don't know who you are

:

but you evidently appear to know me. I was once

—and indeed for a very long time—in the position

you have mentioned.'—Now, Sol, my limbs isn't wery

active: on the contrairy, they're rayther sl.aky : but

I cut a double caper on hearing them words, for I

felt that Ma-dge's fifty pounds was as good as in my
pocket. So I begged Mr. Thompson not to leave

the room for a minute or two : and then I told him
there was a woman who was uncommon anxious to

•ee him, and who was looking for him all over the

world. He of course axed me what the woman
wanted, and all about it: but I couldn't tell him
nothing, for I didn't know nothing myself : but I

said it was wery important, and I thought was sum-

mut to his own advantage. I'd often seen that bit

of gammon stuck in newspaper advertisements ; and
I thought it would make him all the more ready to

oomo along with mo. Well, I raised his curiosity

and after a consultation with Dr. Ferney, Mk,

T'lompson agreed to accompany me. So while ii«

wont up-stairs to put on his shoes and coat—for it

eccms that he is living in the house, and had oa

dippers and a dreasmg-gown at the time—I axed

the Doctor it he would like to have the stiff uaj

but the Doctor rayther declined, as he didn't much
like summut that happened about the last one he

had of me. That was a woman named ^label

Stewart
"

Well, never mind who it was, Bob," interrupted

Solomon. '" Mr. Thompson agreed to accompanj
you, you was a-saying."

" Yes: but when I brought him up into this part

of the town. Tie didn't wery much like it. Howsum-
ever, I got him into tLe place : and what's more, I
have sacked the reward. Now, I mean to say there'a

many a chap which writes romances that hav'n't

never hit on a more singular coinci-dence" with

a strong emphasis on the t " thau this here."

" Very true, Bub," rejoined the landlord, refilling

the glasses. "But I say, hav'n't you an idea of

what it is that Madge wants witli this Mr. Thomp.
son ? I wouldn't mind giving summut to know

:

for depend upon it there's money to be turned by
it—or else Madge Somers wouldn't be giving her-

self all this trouble and shelling out her bluut into

the bargain. 1 'spose Thompson his-self had somo
suspicion of what was wanted of him ; and of course

you pumped him as you come along together <"

"There was nothing to pump," answered old

Shakerly. " Thompson had no more idea what
Madge Somers wanted with him, than the man ia

the moon. Quite t'otherwise : he seemed to think

that I must know summut of the business, and that

it was rayther odd I wouldu't tell him: but he
talked the best part of the time in praise of Dr.

Ferney, who, it seems, has been an uncommon good

friend to him. In fact, Thompson said that if it

hadn't been for the doctor he should have perished.

What he meant, I don't exactly know But I

say, if you are so anxious to find out what Madge
wants with him, why don't you go and listen a
bit?"

" It's too late now," answered Solomon. " Depend
upon it their conversation is precious near over:

for Madge has got an appointment to keep at nine

t'other side of ilegeucy Park. It's now past eight,

and she'll be going in a lew minutes."

At this moment the potboy entered the room, and
said in a low voice to Solomon Patch, "Madge
Somers is gone ; and that there gentleman which is

iu the bar, wants me to show him the way to the

nearest cab-stand: for he's quite a stranger in these

parts."

" I'll go and speak to him," answered Solomon

:

and leaving old Bob Shakerly to finish the wine, he
issued from the public room.

Mr. Thompson had in the meanwhile emerged
from the bar-parlour, and was now standing near

the door of the boozing-ken, waiting for the potboy

to conduct him out of the muze of Agar Town. Solo-

mon—putting on his hat—volunteered, with hia

wonted hypocritical civility to serve as the oid gen-

tleman's guide to the cab-stand at King's Cross, As
they proceeded thither, Solomon did his best to ex-

tract from his companion the nature of the business

fur which Madge Somers had so anxiously sought

him: but Thompson, plainly discerning the land-
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lord's object, dexterously evaded the questions thus

put; and Mr. Patca returned to his establishment

80 wiser in that respect than when he had issued

forth.

CHAPTEE cm.
THE VILLA.,

It was not forgotten at William Deveril's abode

that this was the evening on which that strange

woman whom he had rescued from the Trent, and

who in her turn had saved his life atid that of the

Marquis at the boozing-ken, was to pay him a visit.

Lord Eagledean dined with William and Angela on

the present occasion ; and as the young maiden was

no stranger to her brother's affairs, she speculated

with as much anxiety and interest as William and

the Marquis themselves, as to what would be the

result of the interview that was expected.

They were all three seated in that same front

parlour on the ground-floor which has been alluded

to in a previous chapter. The evening was exceed-

ingly sultry ; and the casement, which reached down

to the floor, stood partially open : but the curtains

were drawn over it inside; and the lamp was burn-

ing upon the table.

" We have been speaking," said the Marquis,

after a brief pause in the conversation, " altogether

of the expected visit, to the exclusion of other

topics : but two or three times I was on the point of

observing that with regard to our adventure of the

other night
"

"Ah, that dreadful night!" murmured Angela,

with a shudder: "what a providential escape! I

had a presentiment of evil - 1 dreaded lest some
treachery should be intended "

" And yet who could have foreseen it ?" said the

Marquis. " But I was about to observe that the

longer and the oftener I reflect upon the incident

of that night, the more I am convinced that the

wretched woman who had already sought to work
you so serious an injury, William, was the instigatrix

of that stupendous treachery."

"Lady Saxondale!" said our young hero. "Yes,

my lord, circumstances do indeed too plainly point

to her as the employer of that dreadful man who
80 righteously met his doom —fearful though it

were
!"

" It cotild have been none other than Lady Saxon-

dale," observed the Marquis. " Who else could be

istereited in getting rid of both of us at the same
moment ? And then too, we had previously re-

ceived proofs that she was in correspondence with

that maai. Moreover, his employer must have been

some one whoso proffered bribe far outweighed

whatsoever amount of money the miscreant might
have hoped to get from us. Yes, Lady Saxon-

dale—and Lady Saxondale alone—vras the instiga-

trix of that diabolic crime!"

"And has not your lordship as yet taken mea-
sures," inquired AVilliam, " to wean away Lord
Ilarold Staunton from the dreadful companionship
of Lady Saxondale ?"

" Not yet— not yet," replied the Marquis. " What
monsui'cs could I take ? Did we not expect some
startling revelations from ChifRn ? and was it not all

a snare to plunge us into destruction? la respect to

the complicity of Lady Saxondale therein, we our.

selves may be convinced of it—but we could not
es tablish the charge against her : we have no eri*

dence of its truth. If we were to accuse her of

hiring or engaging a detestable bravo to take our
lives, she would boldly and indignantly deny it.

But the time cannot be far distant when her cha-

racter must be fully exposed : it is impossible that

deeds so foul as her's can long be enacted without

involving her in ruin. This woman who is coming
to-night, will perhaps have revelations to make in

connexion with the fearful incident in Agar Town.
If she could but furnish us with positive proofs that

the villain Chiffin was employed by Lady Saxondale,

it would be all we should require to serve the two-
fold purpose in view : namely, to rescue my nepheir
from the power of that evil genius who has cast her

spells around him—and to compel her to give the

most signal contradiction to the calumny which she

has so basely propagated, William, relative to your-

self. But, ah ! methought I heard the garden gate

open."
" Doubtless it is the woman," observed Angela,

glancing towards a time-piece on the mantel : " for

it only wants two minutes to nine o'clock."

Silence now prevailed in the parlour, the three

occupants of which were plunged in a state of con-

siderable suspense. A single knock—but given

somewhat imperiously—was heard at the front

door: the female servant hastened to answer the

summons; and just as the time-piece began ringing

forth, with its silver notes, the hour of nine, Madge
Somers made her appearance.
" I am punctual," she said, in her terse abrupt

manner : and without ceremony she took a chair.

When thiis seated—with her face towards the

Marquis of Eagledean, Angela, and Deveril—hep

back was towards the half-open casement which the

curtains covered.

" Yes—you are punctual," said Lord Eagledean

;

"and as you may suppose, we are all three pro-

foundly anxious to learn what you have to commu-
nicate. This young lady," he added, glancing towards

Angela, " is Mr. Deveril's sister."

"Ah! his sister, eh?" observed Madge, with a
singular expression of countenance : but as it im-

mediately passed away, and her looks resumed their

usual harsh and rigid aspect, she said, " I told you,

,
William Deveril, that I would meet you here at the

expiration of a month—day for day and hour fop

hour—from the time when the appointment was
given in Lincolnshire- I have kept my word. But
of what avail would it be for me to boast this punc-

tuality, unless in the meantime I had discovered him
' whom I vowed to seek for ?"

"Thompson?" ejaculated our hero, with « sudden

start that denoted the feverish anxiety which gal-

, vanized him at the moment. " And have you found
' him ? have you been successful r"

" Assuredly," answered M.idge :
" or else where-

fore am I here ? Did I not assure you that if he

were still in the land of the living, I would find

! him out—and that if he were dead I would obtain

proof of his decease ? But he is alive—I have dis-

I

covered him. Scaicely an hour has elapsed since I
' pai-ted from that man whom I have thus so un-

woiiricdly sought."

"Then the secret which I imagined to have died.

I

with my poor father, is now knowji to you t" said
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Deveril, with increasing anxiety and suspense—

a

feeling that was fully shared by his sister and the

Marquis.
" Tbis secret was known to me all along," replied

the woman curtly. " I merely sought a corrobora-

tion from the lips of him who, after all you told me
in Lincolnshire, I felt assured could furnish it."

"And this secret—my poor father's secret?"

exclaimed our hero. " Oh ! keep me not in sus-

pense "

" Do not excite yourself, young man," interrupted

Madge. " I am not going to run away in a moment
—nor perhaps for an hour. Indeed, we have much
to talk about. But you speak of your father—of

him who died in Italy
"

" And who was so kind and excellent a father to

us '." ejaculated William, taking Angela's hand and

gazing affectionately upon her countenance, as he

thus referred to the tender care which she as well

as himself had received from the late Mr. Deveril.

"Your father—humph!" observed Marlge, in so

eingular a manner that the eyes of all three were

concentrated upon her in a moment. " Now, Wil-

Ham Deveril," she continued, "if I have not at

once entered upon the object of my visit—if I have

not rushed eagerly into those explanations which

you are naturally so anxious to receive—and if I

still feel it necessary to indulge in a few prefatory

words, it is because the secret I have to make known
is one of such importance "

At this instant the curtain which covered the

casement, suddenly flew aside and a man rushed in.

A shriek thrilled from Angela's lips, while cries of

horror burst from those of the Marquis and our

hero: for the bright blade of a dagger or clasp-

knife which the intruder held, gleamed above the

head of Madge Somers. She half-started from her

seat, as that sudden rush from behind and the cries

of alarm from those in front, simultaneously smote

her ears : but ere a single syllable issued from her

lips, the weapon was driven deep down into her

shoulder, and she fell like a weight of lead upon the

floor. The next instant the assassin was gone.

All this was the work of a moment—a single

moment. The man had no sooner made his ap-

pearance than the blow was stricken, and he

vanished like a spectre. Had his person been pre-

viously unknown to Deveril and the Marquis, they

would have been utterly unable to give the slightest

description of it : but the impression which seized

upon them both at the instant, was that he was

none other than Chiffin the Cannibal.

Angela flew to raise up the unfortunate woman—
the Marquis rushed to her assistance—and the next

moment William Deveril, without his hat—without

a weapon of any kind, dashed through the open
casement and sped in pursuit of the murderer.

"She breathes! she is not dead!" cried Angela,

who with her own hand had extracted the knife

from the wound, and with her kerchief was en-

deavouring to staunch the blood which welled

forth in a torrent the instant the weapon was
withdrawn.

The servants, who had been alarmed by the cries

which had reached their ears from the parlour, now
made their hurried and frightened appearance ; and
they were stricken with dismay on beholding the

terrific spectacle. But Angola, who in this awful

crisis prosorvcd all her pruseuco of mind, bade them

assist her in laying the womau upon the sofa

—

while the Marquis, hurriedly inquiring where the

nearest surgeon dwelt, sped away to procure his

assistance. During his absence everything was

done that could be thought of to arrest the flow of

the vital current ; and when the medical man arrived

in company with Lord Eagledean, he at once ap-

proved of the measures thus adopted.

The woman lived ; but she was entirely uncon-

scious of what was going on. The surgeon ex-

amined the wound, and expressed his belief that it

was not mortal, but that little short of a miracle

could prevent it from proving fatal. Angela at

once decided that Madge Somers should be taken

care of at the house, and not removed elsewhere

:

for whither could she be removed, save to a hospital

or a workhouse ? those who surrouuded her, being

utterly ignorant of the place of her abede. But

not for an instant did the generous-hearted Angela

entertain any other idea than that the unfortunate

woman should be cared for beneath that roof; and

she assisted her servants to convey her as gently as

possible to a bed-voom up-stairs. Tbe medical man
did all that was requisite on his side, and took his

departure, with a promise to call again at an early

hour in the morning.

It must not be thought that either Angela or the

Marquis had omitted to notice the abrupt pursuit

which William Deveril undertook after the assassin
;

and while an almost frantic terror had for an instant

seized upon the young lady, the direst apprehen-

sions took possession of Lord Eagledean, at the

thought that William might meet his death, un-

armed as he was, at the hands of the desperate

Cannibal. But, as we have seen, their own goading

alarms did not prevent either the magnanimous

young lady or the generous nobleman from doing all

in their power on behalf of Madge Somers : and it

was not until the surgeon had taken his departure

that they had a moment's leisure to express to each

other the sore misgivings they felt with regard to

our hero. He had now been absent nearly an hour

;

and Angela's terrors became torturingly poignant.

The presence of mind which she had preserved as

long as it was needed to enable her to minister to

the wounded woman, totally gave way; and, half

frantic, she was rushing forth without bonnet or

shawl to look for William. But the Marquis, h(jld-

ing her back, conjured her to compose herself,

—

vowing that he would undertake the search. At

the very instant, however, that the nobleman was

on the point of issuing from the villa, our young

hero made his appearance, breathless and exhausted

—his dress in disorder—his hat battered—his gar-

ments dusty—and with every indication of having

gone through some desperate struggle.

But Angela beheld not at the moment those cvi-

dences of a conllict. Wild with joy at William's

safe return, she flow into his arms and covered him

wich kisses; then the Marquis of Eagledean prof-

fered him his congratulation in his turn; and as

William asked hurriedly concerning the wounded

woman, Angola and Lord Eagledean now noticed

the plight he was in. The young lady was onco

more seized with terror lest he should have sustained

some injury: but ho speedily reassured her on thi«

point ; and then in reply to his own queries, sha

made him aware of all that had been done in

respect to Madge Somers.
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"Not merely because she is a fellow-creature,"

said William Deveril,—"nor merely because she

saved bis lordship and me from the pitfall pre-

pared for us, must she be ministered unto and
Burrounded with the most assiduous attentions:

but likewise because her life is indeed a most pre-

cious one so. far as I am concerned. For it is but

too evident that she is acquainted with some secret

of the utmost importance nearly and closely con-

cerning me."
"Kost assured, dear brother," said Angela, "that

she shall receive all possible care."

" I know it—I know it," exclaimed William

quickly :
" do not think, sweet Angela, it was a

hint I conveyed—it was merely a remark which
circumstances called forth."

" You are right, William," observed the Mar-
quis, thoughtfully and even solemnly :

" that woman
is indeed acquainted with some secret of vital im-

port to your interests:—otherwise she would not

have so carefully prepared you as it were for the

revelation she was about to make. But what it

could be, defies the possibility of conjecture."

"But you, my dear brother—you are sinking with

exhaustion!" exclaimed Angela. "You are over-

whelmed with, fatigue ! Eecline yourself upon the

sofa; and let me give you some refreshment."

The amiable girl proceeded to mix some wine and
water, which she presented to William ; and he

drank the beverage witti avidity, He then pro-

ceeded to relate all that had occurred during his

hour's absence from the villa.

"You saw how I precipitated myself after that

murderous villain : but on reaching the gate I paused

for a few moments to ascertain if I could catch the

sounds of retreating footsteps in any direction. I

could hear nothing. The thought occurred to me
that the assassin would scarcely proceed in the di-

rection of London, but would rather make for the

open country. With this impression I bounded

away along the last-mcatioued route; and the ex-

cited state of my feelings lent wings to my feet. I

found myself almost flying: I was astonished at

my own speed. In a few minutes my oar caught

the sound of footsteps ahead. Swifter and swifter

became my pace ; and the ruffian—for it was he—
finding himself pursued, suddenly stopped short.

The next moment we were face to face. It was in

a lonely part where we thus met. With one glance

the fellow appeared to assure himself that I was
imarmed: he drew a pistol from his pocket—but
quick as lightning, I sprang aside and the bullet

whizzed past my ear. Then I seized upon him;
but he broke away from me with the power of a
giant—indeed with such force, that I was whirled

round and thrown against a fence. He rushed
away with a savage yell resembling that of a wild

beast, and in a few moments his footsteps were lost

in the distance. Again I sped onward : for never

in all my life had I experienced such a boiling rage.

j

For at least a quarter of an hour I hurried along

without knowing whether I was on the miscreant's

track, and without reflecting that even if I over-

took him, the conflict between us would be most
:
unequal, not merely because he had probably other
weapons about him, but likewise on account of his

1 infinitely superior pjiysical strengtli. No—in the

j

hurry of my thoughts and the excitement of my
j

leciiugs, I was unconscious of danger—or indiftcreut

to it ; and on I went. But at the expiration of tlM
quarter of an hour that I have named, and oa
reaching a still more lonely part than that where I
had first overtaken him, I came up with the Tiilain

again. He was now crouched up under Ihe shade
of a tree, and evidently waiting to spring upon me
as I passed : but fortunately the gloom of that

place was not so deep but that I caught sight of the

assassin's form—and he did not therefore take me
I

at a disadvantge. It is certain that he had not
I another loaded pistol, or he would have fired it : but
!
with the butt-end of the one he held in his hand, ha

j

levelled a terrific blow at my head. I caught hia

arm as he thus sprang towards me; and he fell

backwards. I threw myself upon him ; and it must

j

have been an almost preterhuman power that poa-

sessed me at the moment: for I wrenched the pistol

from his grasp, and holding it above his head,

threatened to strike him with it unless he remained
quiet. Then I cri«d for assistance : but none came.
A desperate struggle ensued : the villain in his turn
tore the pistol from my hand—but instantaneously

recovering it, I thus prevented him from dealing me
a blow that would probably have been fatal. Ho
tried to wrench it again from me ; and I flung it to

a distance. Assassin as he is, I did not like even in

my rage to strike him with that weapon. It now
appeared to be a struggle of life and death between
us—or rather I should say on my part : for if he
had mastered me, never . should I have left that

place alive. Loudly did I continue to call for suc-

cour; and still none came. For several minutes
did this frightful struggle last: but fortunatelj

the whole time I remained uppermost, with the

villain lying under me. At last I felt my
strength going : it was impossible for me to keep
in that position any longer;—and if the conflict

were continued, I should have become his victim,

instead of having the satisfaction (as I at first

hoped) of securing him as a prisoner. With one
tremendous effort he succeeded in disengaging hia

arms from the grasp which I had maintained upon
them during all the latter portion of the struggle :

and then, to prevent myself from being thrown
underneath, I sprang up to my fee't. Quick as

lightning he did the same ; and taking another
pistol from his pocket, he held it by the barrel as he
sprang towards me with the fury of a tiger. My
hat had fallen off in the conflict; and if the butt-

end of that weapon had dealt the blow which the

miscreant levelled at me, it would doubtless have
killed me on the spot. The sudden sense of this

new danger resuscitated all my energies in a
moment: I closed with him again—again too did

I succe -d in wrenehing the pistol from his grasp

:

but at the same moment it fell from my hand. He
broke away from me—stooped down snatched up
the weapon-and in the madness of his rage, hurled

it at me with all his force. Fortunately I escaped

this last attack; and the pistol fell into a hedge.

The rulSau now took to his heels and fled precipi-

tately. 1 still pursued him, continuing to cry for

assistance : but I overtook him not again. Wearied
and exhausted, I sat down to rest for a lew miuuiea;

and then made the best of my way homeward."
Angela shuddered as she thus learut the dangers

from which Devoril had escaped, and the magnitude
of which he had by no moans exaggerated.

The Marquis of Eagledean now took his leave.
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promising to return on the morrow and aee how the

wounded woman got on. In the meanwhile a nurse,

whom the medical man had undertaken to send,

arrived at the Villa ; and to her special care was

Madge Somers consigned. She passed a somewhat

more tranquil night than could have been expected

under the circumstances; and when the surgeon

called in the morning, he was enabled to pronounce

a still more favourable opinion than he had de-

livered on the previous evening. That is to say, he

entertained a strong hope of the woman's ultimate

recovery. But she continued speechless, as well as un-

conscious of where she was—of what had happened

—and indeed of all that was passing around her

;

and the medical man in reply to Deveril's anxious

questions, stated that many days must elapse-

perhaps even weeks—before she would recover the

power of utterance.

Soon after breakfast, the Marquis of Eagledean

made his appearance, accompanied by Frank. He and

Deveril then consulted together as to the necessity

of giving information to the police-authorities of the

murderous outrage which had been perpetrated. It

did not suit their purposes to enter into particulars

relative to their previous acquaintance with the

villain ChifSn ; and yet, on the other hand, it was

clearly impossible to keep justice in ignorance of the

crime that had been committed. It was accordingly

agreed that Deveril should repair to the station-

house, and give information of the circumstances of

the assault, together with the fullest description of

its perpetrator. The inspector of police, to whom
this communication was made, instantaneously re-

cognized C biffin the Cannibal from the portraiture

that was drawn of him; and he promised Mr,
Deveril that no time should be lost in setting the

officers of justice upon the search.

Having transacted his business at the station-

house, our young hero returned to the Villa. The
Marquis of Eagledean took an opportunity of speak-

ing to him alone; and he now for the first time

communicated the object of Frank Patun's recent

journey into Lincolnshire. William Deveril was
astonished to hear of the youth's unfortunate at-

tachment for Juliana Farefield: but he congratu-

lated the Marquis on the escape which his son had
experienced from being entangled in the wiles of a

young woman whose morals were evidently so loose

and whose character was so unprincipled.

"Although Frank," said Lord Eagledean, "yielded

to the advice of a very conscientious friend—

I

mean Mr. Denison—and renounced for ever all

idea of accompanying Miss Farefield to the altar,

yet it has not been without a pang that he has

resigned himself to this decision. His own good

sense convinces him of the propriety of the step

:

but his young heart, naturally affectionate, cannot

put away from it in a moment an image which had
made so deep an impression upon it. He is there-

fore in a somewhat desponding state of mind ; and
methought that a little change of scene, and the

companionship of kind friends, would tend to cheer

bis spirits. I therefore proposed that he should pass

the day with you. It is not necessary that your
sister should be acquainted with all the past in re-

spect to my son's unfortunate love for Juliana Fare-

field : but I am sure that you will both do your best

to cheer him as much as possible."

" If he would stay with us a week or a month,

instead of a single day," replied Deveril, "he would
be most welcome."

" I know it—I know it, my young friend," re-

sponded the Marquis. " We shall see. Frank can
do as he likes in the matter. And now I must bid

you farewell for the present'; for I intend to go and
consult my solicitor anew in respect to the course

which ought to be adopted on your behalf in respect

to Lady Saxondale."

Lord Eagledean took hia departure ; and Frank
remained at the Villa. In the middle of the day
William Deveril repaired to Cavendish Square to

pay his usual visit to his beloved Fiorina ; and Frank
was left alone with Angela. The amiable young
lady saw that the lad was not altogether in the best

possible spirits ; and though she knew not the

cause, nor thought fit to inquire, she exerted herself

with the most ingenuous affability to amuse and
cheer him. She showed him her drawings— she
likewise opened William Deveril's well stored port-

folio—she played several pieces on the piano—and
she walked with him in the garden. The youth
could not possibly help contrasting the elegant sim-

plicity and natural good-temper of Angela's dispo-

sition with the artificial and deceptive character of

Juliana Farefield: so that he soon began to take

pleasure in the society of his fair companion. By
the time Deveril returned from Cavendish Square,

—and his visit thither on this occasion was short,

as he did not think it kind to absent himself too

long from home on account of his guest,—the latter

had recovered much of his wonted cheerfulness;

and the evening was passed most agreeably. It

having been left to Frank's option how long he
would stay at the Villa, he made but little difficulty

in yielding to William Deveril's invitation to pass

a few days there : for our hero felt himself to be
under such signal and manifold obhgations to the

Marquis, that it rejoiced him to be enabled to show
any attention to his son. Frank did therefore re-

main: and during the week which he thus spent at

Deveril's abode, his walks with Angela were not

confined to the garden—they were extended to the

Regent's Park. Tlie more he saw of this young
lady, the less regretfully did he look back upon the

loss of Juliana. Not tliat he could immediately

banish the latter from his memory—or that he all

in an mstant fell head over ears in love with Angela

Deveril : but it was impossible that the compauion-

ship of so sweet, so amiable, and so charming •
creature could do otherwise than exercise a gently

soothing influence over his wounded spirit. And
then too, on the score of beauty, Angela was incom-

parably superior to Juliana Farefield. The latter

was voluptuously splendid and sensuously dazzling:

but the former was of a pure etheriaJ loveliness

which appealed only to the sentiment, and refined

instead of provoking the grosser feelings of the

heart.

At the expiration of the week Francis Paton

returned to Stamford Manor: and his parents, as

well as his sister, were rejoiced to perceive that a

marked change hud taken place in his spirits. In

the course of the day on which he tlius came back

to the paternal abode, he and Elizabeth walked out

alone together in the grounds; und after some
conversation on indilfcrenL topics, the lady observed

with a sly and furtive look at her brother, " Perhapi

my dear Frank, you will yet find that there ara
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women In the world as handsome and as captivating

M Juliana Farefield,—and certainly more virtuous."
" What do you mean, Elizabeth ?" asked the

youth quickly; for as he glanced towards his sister,

be caught upon her handsome countenance the half-

vanishing expression of archness which had been

conjured up thereon by the thought that was upper-

most in her mind at the moment.
" Nothing particular, dear Frank," she responded :

"only that I suppose you do not purpose to devote

your life to cynical regrets for the loss of Juliana?

Depend upon it," she added, more seriously, " it is

no loss—but a very fortunate escape for you. A
young woman who could have proposed that when
she was married to another, you should remain as

her pensioned lover
"

" Enough, Elizabeth ! do not speak of it !" inter-

rupted Frank. " There is something dreadful in the

mere contemplation of such depravity. Besides," he

went on to observe, without exactly knowing that he

was giving audible utterance to his musings, " after

having passed a week in the companionship of the

pure-minded and virtuous Angela Deveril, it is im-

possible not to be struck with the contrast which
she presents to Juliana Farefield."

" Ah ! then you think that Angela is infinitely

Juliana's superior ?" said Elizabeth Paton, without

looking at her brother as she spoke.

"It is impossible to think otherwise!" he ex-

claimed, with a degree of fervour that conjured up a

smile to his sister's moist red lips ; but she did not

suflFer Frank to perceive that his observation had
made any particular impression on her.

" And the beauty of Angela ?" she remarked, as

if quite casually and in a purely gossipping strain :

" do you think she is equal to Miss Farefield ?"

"She is superior—incomparably superior!" re-

joined Frank, still with an unconscious fervour in

his accents. " But why do you question me thus,

Elizabeth?" he suddenly asked, as a suspicion of

her motive flashed to his mind.
" Because, my dear brother," she answered gaily,

as she turned her beaming countenance upon him,

"you are already as much in love with Angela
Deveril as ever you were with Juliana Farefield

;

and therefore your case is not very hopeless—and I

do not think you will die of disappointment, or for-

sake the world and turn hermit, on account of your
disappointment in Lincolnshire. But, Ah! there is

Diego!"
With these last words Elizabeth Paton flitted

away from her brother, and sped to join the hand-
some Spanish nobleman, who had at that moment
entered the grounds.

Francis thus remained alone at some*distance
from the mansion, and in the vicinage of that shady
avenue of trees whore we once before saw him
walking on the occasion that he waited for his sister

to bring him the decision of their parents in respect

to his suit with Juliana Farefield. tie Stood still

for some minutes, struck with the lust speech which
Elizabeth had made ere quitting him. Her words
were to him a revelation of the changing condition

of his own mind ; and at length he said to himself,
" Is it possible that in one short week Angola
Deveril could have made this impression on me ?"

He wished to analyse his feelings—to dissect his

thoughts— to commune with himself. He advanced
farther along the avenue—ho reached a gate in the I

palings at the extremity—he issued forth, and ooa*
tinued his ramble along a shady lane. So absorbed
in reflection was he, that he did not perceive himself
to be the object of attention on the part of a man
who was loitering near. Yet such was the case.

This individual was a respectable -looking and
decently dressed person, of middle age, but with a
sharp cunning countenance. As already stated, he
he surveyed Francis Paton with attention ; and at

length muttered to himself, " Yes—this must be
him!"
At this moment the youth caught sight of him

;

and observing how the man regarded him with
interest, Frank looked at him in a way calculated to

encourage him to speak, if such indeed were hia

object.

"You are Mr. Paton, I presume?" said the
stranger : and on receiving an affirmative response,
he at once produced a letter, which the youth
took.

"Miss Farefield's writing!" ejaculated Frank:
and his first impulse was to give it back to the
hand from which he had just received it.

" No, sir—I cannot take it again," said this in-

dividual. "I beg that you will read it—I have
come all the way from Lincolnshire to look for you.
Indeed, I have been searching after you for some
days past; and now that I have succeeded in finding

you "

"Did Miss Farefield send you? and how did
you find me out?" demanded Frank, suddenly
interrupting the stranger, " Tell me abo who vou
are ?"

" Softly, sir—I cannot answer too many questions
at once. First of all, I must inform you that I am
the brother of Lady Saxondale's steward on the
Lincolnshire estate ; and my name is Woo Iman.
Miss Farefield, knowing I am trustsvorthy, sent me
on this little errand; and she told me I was to be
particular in seeing you alone—and only to give
this letter into your hand."

" Well—but how did you find me out?"
"I will deal frankly and candidly with you, sir,"

responded Woodman. " Miss Farefield knew that

you had a sister who passed by the name of Mrs.
Chandos—or at least used to do—and who had a
cottage somewhere in the neighbourhood of Tot-
tenham. So I went to that cottage : but the woman
there did not like to tell me anything about you.
[t was only this morning, on paying her a second
visit, that I succeeded on some pretest in getting

any information at all: then she told me that I
might perhaps hear of you at Stamford Manor "

"And do you know to whom Stamford Manor
belongs?" demanded Frank qiickly: for it now
struck him that probably his father's incognito,

wiich he still preserved, might not have been so
well sustained as his lordship thought.

" 1 have heard it belongs to a Mr. Gunthorpe,"
answered Woodman : and there was nothing in his

look or his manner to make Frank suspect that ho
rt-as acquainted with anytliing more.

"But about this letter," said the youth: "I can-
not take it—I cannot read it no, I must not!".

-and yet he could not help feeling scmewliat
anxious to know what Juliana had to communieate

»

it was that fooling of curiosity which naturally re-

sulted from all the love he iiad borne her and oU
that had passed between them.
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" Mr. Paton," said Woodman, assuming a solemn

demeanour, "it is of the highest possible conse-

quence that you read that letter. Miss Farefield,

expecting that perhaps you would hesitate, en-

joined me to tell you that it may be the last she

will ever have to write to you—and, in short,

there is something to be submitted for your de-

cision
"

" Then, in that case," interrupted Frank, " I will

read the letter :"—and he said to himself, " There

will be no harm ; for whatever she may say, will

not alter the decision to which on my part I have

already come."

He accordingly broke the seal, stepped aside,

and read the letter, the contents of which ran as

follow :

—

" I know not in what terms I ought to address yon.

You fled precipitately from Lincolnshire, notwithstand-

ing the appointment I gave you ; and you have not
written to me a single word of explanation. This ia not

well done on your part. Bemember that when you were
but a humble and obscure youth—and that is but a few
weeks ago—I treated you as my equal : I gave you my
love—I encouraged you to believe that you were not
destined' to be what I found you ; and yon thanked me
in enthusiastic terms for those words that were a solace

to your soul. Yen recently put me to what you cousi-

dered to be a lest ; and if I had agreed at once to wed
you, you would have joyously assented. What then ia

my fault ? That having no fortune of my own, I oould

not bring my mind to take a step that should drag you
down into the depths of poverty ; and that in the ardour

^r I may call it in the/rerazyof my love—I suggested a

course which though unjustifiable upon a moral ground,

waa nevertheless the alternative to which hope alone

could fly. And it is for this I am abandoned ! for thig

that I am discarded ! The immensity of my affection is

made a source of woe, and sorrow, and bitterness to my-
elf!
" But there is another subject to which I must direct

your attention. Did I follow my mother's example in

scorning you on account of your sister's criminality ?

No : far from it. When I discovered the ground upon
which Lady Sazondale sent you forth from the mansion
in Park Lane, 1 upbraided her bitterly for her conduct

;

and when you appeared before me the other day in the

Castle-gardens, I received you with open arms—

I

thought not the worse of you on your sister's account.

In this therefore, as in all other respects, Frank, have I

given you signal proof's of my fervid and devoted love.

Cannot pou therefore, forget and forgive one little error

on my part ? can you not attribute to the strength of my
attachment that proposition which appears to have
shocked you so much, but which was made in the mo-
ment of my heart's profound despair ?

" And now, Frank, after having thus appealed to you
for the last time, I require your decision. Is everything

to be at an end between us ? or shall the past, in so far

as I have offended, be forgotten and forgiven P Your
prompt reply is necessary. Belay not : or, if after a
little while you should repent your decision and wish to

•eek me again, it will be too late !

" One word more, Frank. I have no doubt you are
acting under the guidance of your newly-found parents,
whoever they may be : but parents are not always the
best counsellors—or at least their advice is not always
compatible with the promptings of their children's

hearts. Think you that my mother, for instance, would
have looked kindly upon my lovo for you at the time that
It commoiioL'd ? Would she even now— (no matter how
altered your circumstances may be)—after what you have
been, and considering what she kuows of your sister ?

And yet I have been all along prepared to sacrifice every-
thing to my love for you. Can you sacrifice nothing for

me ? Go to your parents—throw yourself at their feet

—

tell them that your happiness ia bound up in mo—and
they will yet consent to our marria;;e. Tbey must be

kind hearted, or they would not even have consented that
you should put me to the test for which purpose you
came into Lincolnshire. At all events send me your
prompt decision—whether everything is at an end
between us, or not ? The bearer of this missive is trust-

worthy ; and immediately upon receiving your answer,

he will set off on hia return into Lincolnshire. Frank,
I conjure you not to achieve the unhappiness of one who
loves you tenderly and well

!

•'Your affectionate,

"J. F."

To say that Prank Paton was not moved by this

epistle would be to speak incorrectly. He was at

first much moved; and he even thought within

himself that his conduct had been too harsh and
severe—his judgment relative to Juliana too stern

and implacable. He could not help feeling that

there waa much truth in many passages of her

letter; and when he had finished reading it, he

remained standing on the spot to which he had
stepped aside—reflecting profoundly. But gradually

the conviction that this was only a well studied

piece of sophistry—the craftily worded appeal of a
designing woman—stole into his mind : and theo

too, as gradually and as slowly, arose up before him
the image of Angela Deveril, like a good genius

with outstretched hand to draw him away from the

brink of destruction. His resolve was taken; and
rending the letter into the minutest fragments, he
tossed them away.

" What answer am I to bear back, sir ?" in-

quired Woodman, now accosting the youth. " Doubt-

less you purpose to write your reply—and I will

remain here until you bring it to me."
" No," returned Frank :

" it is unnecessary. Tell

Miss Farefield that I abide by the result of the test

—and she will understand you. More I need nut

say."

With these words Francis Paton turned abruptly

round—hurried up the lane—and was speedily lost

to the view of the emissary from Lincolnshire.

But as the youth retraced his way towards the

Manor, one circumstance almost more than any
other engrossed his thoughts and filled him with

perplexity and bewilderment. That letter which
he had written at Mr. Denison's, and under this

gentleman's dictation—had not Juliana received it ?

He could scarcely think so : for it was worded in a
strain so cutting—so humiliating—that it was im-

possible to suppose that after the perusal of it she

could ever again have regarded him with any other

feeling than that of a vindictive hate. In her letter

there was not the slightest allusion to that one

which he had penned. Indeed, the very opening

lines of Juliana's epistle reproached him for not

writing to her ; and indicated an uncertainty on her

part as to the resolve to whi^'h he mi,'ht have coma
when leaving Lincolnshire. No : it was evident

enough that Juliana had not received the letter

which he had written at Mr. Denison's dictation.

But wherefore had she not received it ? Had Mr
Denison himself, on second thoughts, suppressed it?

or had it been sent and miscarried ? Frank was

bewildered: he knew not what to thiDk ;—and in

this mood he walked on towards the mansion.

Near the principiil entrance ho encountered the

Marquis of Engleilean ; and feeling that his cout>>

tenance would betray that something had occurred,

even if he himself should hesitate to reveal it,—

•

feeling likewise that Uo ought not to ke<>p anything
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$ecret from that kind and generous- hearted paront,

—he at once told the Marquis all tliat had just

taken place. Though he had destroyed the letter,

he nevertheless remeinboreil the precise tenour of its

contents: and these he repeated,^omitting however,

with a natural di^licacy, all mention of those pas-

eages which alluded to his sister.

" My dear Frank," said the Marquis, in the kind-

est tone, " you have done wisely to avoid the snare

which this syren has set to entrap you. I rejoice

also in the candour with which you have just com-

municated the incident: depend upon it, my son,

euch frankness will find its reward."

"Since we are again speaking upon this subject,

my dear father," observed the youth, "I am re-

minded that I have not as yet written to Mr.

Hawkshaw according to my promise. Surely

towards that gentleman tliere can be no need for

you to preserve an incognito, as he himself would

be the last in the world to frustrate any purposes

you may have in view. Besides, Mr. Denison

knows that you are in England; and wherefore not

Mr. Hawkshaw, who behaved so kindly towards

me?"
•' My dear Frank," responded the Marquis, " have

a little patience,—and in a few days there will no

longer be any necessity for me to keep the incognito

towards any one."

CHAPTER CIV.

THB MBSSBN&BB'S KETUEN.—THE WEDDING-DAT.

The fortnight which was to elapse ere the double

marriage of Lady Saxondale and Juliana took place,

was drawing to a close—the day for the nuptials

was near at hand—and all the arrangements were

made for the solemnization of the ceremonies. It

was settled that the weddings should take place by

Bpecial license at Saxondale Castle, and at the hour

of noon— so that immediately after the nuptials.

Lady Saxondale and her husband would take their

departure for London on the one hand, while on

the other Mr. Hawkshaw would bear away his bride

to the Hall. The ceremony was to be conducted

with as much privacy as could be observed in such

matters,—only those whose assistance was abso-

lutely necessary, being invited. Such were the

arrangements ; and, as above stated, the day was

now close at hand.

It was evening : and Juliana was seated alone in

the drawing-room—her mother being in the library,

writing letters -and Lord Harold rambling by

himself in the garden. Miss Farelield felt particu-

larly restless and uneasy : she was anxiously expect-

ing the return of her messenger ; for on the response

he brought back, depended the course she had to

pursue. Earnestly did she hope that Francis Paton

would send a reply favourable to her wishes: for

•he more than dreaded—she had the almost abso-

lute certainty—that her amour with him, which had

commenced two months back, would not be without

its consequences. In short, she felt assured that

she was in a way to become a mother. But if

Frank were to refuse, should she still marry Mr.
Hawkshaw? Yes: she saw no alternative. He
was so fond—to confiding—he evidently put such

implicit faith in her, that she might deceive him aa

to the paternity of the child which would thus be

born seven months after their union. At all events,

her position was desperate: she must marry some

one; and if not Francis—why, then it must be

Hawkshaw! Her mind was thus made up; and

thou;;h her resolve was in one of its alternatives so

treacherous and so criminal, she nevertheless swerved

not from it. Br»» at the same time she could not

help feeling restless and uneasy as to the result of th«

letter she had sent to London,—a result upon which

so much depended—a result, in short, which must
decide whether she was to marry the one lover or

the other.

In the midst of this unsettled mood of her's, on
the particular evening of which we are writing, a

domestic entered the apartment to announce that

Mr. Woodman, the steward's brother, desired an

audience of Miss Farefield. She at once ordered

the man to be shown up; and during the few mo-
ments that elapsed ere her emissary made his

appearance, the suspense she endured was of the

most painful description. She felt the colour coming

and going with the most rapid transitions upon her

cheeks; and the palpitations of her heart were

plainly audible. For, Oh ! she ardently longed that

Frank might be restored to her ; and perhaps the

sensuous fervour of that passion which she had all

along felt for him, was now mingling with a some-

what mor.9 tender and even a purer feeling, since

she had been led to suspect that she should become

a mother—and he the father of the babe thus to bo

born!

When Woodman entered the daawing-room,

Juliana could not immediately puc to him the ques-

tion to which she so ardently longed for an answer.

Nor did she instantaneously perceive in his look or

manner anything sufficiently significant to relieve

her from suspense.
" You have seen him ? you have been successful ?"

she at length said, perceiving that he did not at

once speak of his own accord.

"After considerable trouble. Miss, I found Mr.
Paton "

" And you gave him the letter ? and he read it ?

and and he has not sent me a reply '("

" Only a verbal one," responded the emissary.

"Ah! a verbal one?" echoed Juliana, perceiving

at once that all hope was dead in that quarter : and

making a merit of necessity, she concealed her vex-

ation—her grief too—beneath a look of suddenly

assumed haughty scorn. " And what was this ver-

bal answer ?"

"Mr. Paton said, Miss," rejoined Woodman,
"that he would abide by the result ef the test, and
that you would understand his meaning."

"Yes—I understand it Oh, to be sure! I

understand it!"—and then Juliana bit her lips with

vexation ; and it was only with a powerful effort she

could keep back the tears of mingled spite and rage,

disappointment and affliction^—aye, and mortifi-

cation hkewise. "Thank you—thank you. Wood-
man, for the fidelity with which you have accom-

plished this mission. Here is the reward I promised

you ;"—and drawing forth her purse, she produced

bank-notes and gold, from which she selected the

sum of twenty pounds; but her hands trembledr

and her fingers could scarcely hold the notes or

count out the pieces.
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" I am very much obliged to you, Miss," said

Woodman, as he gathered up the money.
" I need scarcely repeat," murmured Juliana,

"what I have already said—that this is in the

•trictest confidence "

" You know, Miss, that you can rely upon me—

—

And besides, you promised "

" Yes : that I would provide for you well in some
way or another. Fear nothing—I shall not forget

my pledge—you shall have a good situation found

you. But one word more! Where does this Mr.
Paton live? and who are his parents?"

"He lives. Miss, at a very splendid seat near

London It is called Stamford Manor, being on

a hill of that name "

"But his parents — who are they?" demanded the

young lady, somewhat impatiently.
" I could not exactly discover whether his parents

lived there or not : I had so little time to make in-

quiries when once I had found Mr. Paton out— for

your injunctions were so positive for me to lose no

time in returning immediately after I had seen

him "

" Well, but who lives at the house, then ?" de-

manded Juliana.

" A gentleman by the name of Gunthorpe," was
the response.

" Gunthorpe ?" echoed Juliana. " No wonder,

then, that everything has failed," she murmured to

herself :
" for that man seems to be the evil genius

of our family !"—then she added aloud, " No—Mr.
Gunthorpe cannot be his father. Probably Mr.
Paton is on a visit to him. That is sufficient.

Woodman : you can retire."

The man accordingly bowed and took his depar-

ture from the room, leaving Juliana to ponder upon
the information he had brought her. She did not
however remain long thus ruminating; but pro-

ceeding to the library, advanced straight up to the

table where Lady Saxondale was seated—and said,

" Mother, have you heard anything lately relative

to your friend Mr. Gunthorpe ?"

" My friend, Juliana ?" at once exclaimed Lady
Saxondale, laying down her pen :

" what means this

ill-timed jest?"

" It is no jest, mother," responded the daughter.

"I merely put a simple question, to which you
might, had you chosen, have returned an equally
plain answer."

"But why the question at all?"

" Simply because I have learnt that Francis '

Paton is very intimate with Mr. Gunthorpe—that,
|

indeed, this youth is at present on a visit to that
gentleman "

I

" Gentleman !" said Lady Saxondale, contemptu-
'

ously: "do you call a vulgar money-grubbing banker !

a gentleman ?"

"No, certainly— I waa wrong. That person,
then," said Juliana.

" But what has it all got to do with us ? Every-
thing that regards Francis Paton," added Lady
Saxondale, maliciously, " is of interest to you—and
not to me." I

" Perhaps. And yet methought you would like

to know that Francis is thus intimate with Mr. I

Gunthorpe. Considering how Mr. Gunthorpe took
it upon himself to interfere in your affairs—in re-

•po.ct. you know, mother, to a certain William
Deverii," continued Juliana, now speaking malioi-

[

ously in her turn, " it struck me as being somewhat
ominous and suspicious that Mr. Gunthorpe should

h£.ve as his guest this youth who was once in your
service."

"I can see in it nntldng out a coincidence," ob-

served Lady Saxondale : and she took up her pen
to resume her writing.

" You have not forgotten, mother," said Juliana,

after a pause, " that this Mr. Gunthorpe came to

England recommended as the very intimate friend

of the Marquis of Eagledean ; and as the Marquis
is Lord Harold Staunton's uncle, I did not know
whether it were at all possible for Mr. Gunthorpe
to take any step in respect to your contemplated
marriage."

" What step can he take ?" inquired Lady Saxon-
dale coldly. " For my part, I am no love-sick girl

;

and if the marriage were prevented, it would not
break my heart. But it cannot be : Lord Harold
Staunton is of age and his own master. Besides,

the Marquis of Eagledean, who is no doubt still in

Italy, cannot have given Mr. Gunthorpe carte

blanche to interfere as he chooses with Lord Harold
Staunton's affairs—even if he should have heard of

our intended marriage at all."

" Most likely he has," observed Juliana :
" for

Francis Paton, who is now staying with him, having
been in Lincolnshire a fortnight back "

"When nothing was known of this intended

marriage of mine," interjected her ladyship.

"Not positively known—but more than half

suspected," continued Juliana. "To tell you the

truth, for my part I like as little as may be the idea

of this meddling Mr. Gunthorpe knowing anything

at all about the affairs of our family. I will tell

you something which has struck me as being

singular. You remember that Mr. Gunthorpe and
Deverii "

"Well, well, Juliana," said her ladyship, some-
what impatiently,

" You remember, I say," continued the daughter,

"that they were down here in Lincolnjhire about

five or six weeks back "j ust at the very time

when the murder of those women took place "

"Well, well, Juliana," said Lady Saxondale, still

more impatiently than before : and indeed she ap-

peared very impatient at the prolongation of the

discourse, or else at the turn it was taking.

" And very soon afterwards," added Miss Fare-

field, " Lady Macdonald and Fiorina left us so

abruptly— indeed with an abruptness, and with a
singularity of manner too, that savoured of actual

rudeness. Do you not think that Mr. Gunthorpe's

visit with Deverii to Lincolnshire on that occasion,

was somehow or another connected with the preci-

pitate departure of Fiorina and her aunt a few days

afterwards?"
" Yes," observed Lady Saxondale :

" it is not the

first time that the idea has struck me."
" And then, too," continued Juliana, " you re-

member that when Edmund wrote to me, saying

that his match was broken off, and he knew it was
all through that meddling old scamp Gunthorpe

—

those were his very words "

"Well, Juliana," interposed Lady Saxondale,
" there can be no doubt that this Mr. Gunthorpe has

been endeavouring to do me and mine all the mis-

chief he could: but we must not exalt him into

such importance as to believe that be is an ogre, or
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An enchanter, or a magician, constantly lying in

wait to devour U8 or work us an injury, and pos-

sessing the power to do either. But you seem super-

stitious, Juliana, upon the point P"
" I candidly confess, mother," replied the young

lady, " that I do not like the idea of Mr. Gunthorpe
acquiring any farther insight into our aflfaira or

our plans through the medium of young Paton."

"Did Francis Paton know that you were en-

gaged to Mr. Kawkshaw ?" inquired Lady Saxon-

dale.

" I think not," was Juliana's response : " but who
can tell ?"

"If he did," observed the mother, "you are

doubtless afraid that he has by this time informed
Mr. Gunthorpe, and that Mr. Gunthorpe will act as

a marplot ?"

" I scarcely know what I think, or what I appre

that during the last fortnight there had been some-
thing occasionally strange in the Squire's manner

—

that his endearments had been forced—that he had
at times fixed upon her a peculiar look—that more
than once he had seemed abstracted, not imme-
diately answering the observations she was making
at the moment—and that on other occasions, when
they were walking in the garden or the grounds, he
had turned towards her with such an abruptness
that, had he been a stranger, she would have thought
his intention was to deal her a sudden blow. Nona
of these little circumstances had dwelt particularly

in her memory at the time ; and as they had been
invariably succeeded by a renewal of endearments on
Hawkshaw's part, they were soon forgotten alto-

gether. But now that the wedding-day was so close

at hand—that vague fears and misgivings were
floating in her mind—and that she stood upon the

hend," answered Juliana. "All I know is that I , threshold of perpetrating one of the most iniquitous

could wish Frank had not formed an intimacy with and abominable cheats of which a woman could be
that meddling old fellow." I guilty,—all those little circumstances which we have
With these words the young lady quitted the hastily glanced at, came back to her memory and

library ; and hastening back to the drawing-room, added to her apprehensions. Her sleep that night
she rang the bell. Of the footman who answered was therefore troubled and uneasy: but when she
the summons, she inquired if Woodman was still awoke in the morning, and the sunbeams were
within the castle-walls ; and being informed that he shining in at her window, and the birds were carol-

was partaking of refreshments in the servants' hall,
[

ling merrily in the garden-trees, and all seemed
Juliana ordered him to be sent up. In a few joyous and happy without, the young lady's spirits

minutes Woodman re-appeared in her presence. I
rose ; and aided by her natural strength of mind,

" I forgot to ask you one or two questions," she she succeeded in putting away the gloom from her
said. " You did not mention to Mr. Paton anything soul as easily as she put back the cloud of raven hair

relative to my engagement 1 mean my rumoured from the bright beauty of her face. Again was she
endowed with all her fortitude for a resolute perse-

verance in wrong-doing. She chided herself for

having given way to those misgivings and presenti-

ments of the previous evening: and she attributed

to her fancy all those little peculiarities in Hawk-
shaw's manner which had swept like a cloud of

ominous birds through the gloom of her mind.
"To-morrow is the wedding-day," she said to

marriage 1 mean about Mr. Hawkshaw "

"Nothing, Miss—I can assure you," responded
the man. " You bade me be cautious "

" Yes, yes. But Mr. Paton himself "

"He said nothing on the subject."
" It is well," murmured Juliana, with a feeling of

relief. " By the bye, you forgot to tell me how Mr.
Paton received my letter—how he looked as he read
it in short, what impression it seemed to make herself, as she looked forth from the window.
upon him ?"

j

" To-morrow I quit this sombre old castle to become
"At first he looked melancholy and serious," the mistress of Hawkshaw Halll To-day I look

answered Woodman. "Indeed, I almost thought around—and there is not a blade of grass, a handful
he would weep; and when he had finished reading of earth, or a leaf upon a tree, which I can call my
it, he meditated so long and with such deepening own: to-morrow I shall look around from anotliep
melancholy——

"

|
casement—and far as the eye can reach, all tiie

" Ah ! then the response be sent back, was not in- broad acres I shall survey, all the fields from which
stantaneously given ? " said Juliana :

" it was not the rich harvest has so lately been garnered in, and
abrupt—nor rude—nor impetuous "

all the stately trees that embellish the wide expanse
" No—nothing of the sort," rejoined Woodman, of landscape—all, all will be mine,—mine as tho

" And yet. Miss, to tell you the truth, it looked like wife of Squire Hawkshaw of the Hall! "

a determination adopted with sorrow, but neverthe- I Thus mused Juliana to herself; and throughout
less irrevocably taken." I the remainder of that day no more unpleasant
"Thank you. Woodman. That will do : you can thoughts troubled her soul. Niglit came— " the

retire:"—and when the man had once more quitted last night," she said to herself, "that she was to
the room, Juliana said to herself, " After all, I do pass beneath the roof of Saxondale Castle:" and if

not think that Frank would say anything to do me she did not close her eyes speedily in slumber, it

an injury ; and, as my mother has expressed it, his was not because her mind was again agitated and
being with Mr. Gunthorpe is but a coincidence—a restless— it was because she lay pondering up )n tho
mere coincidence, which need not trouble me."

\

many things she should do in tho new phase of exist-

But still Juliana did feel uneasy. Vague mis- ence upon which she was about, to enter. When
givings continued to float in her mind; and prescn- she did sleep, her dreams partook of the roseate
timents of coming evil diffused their cold fears tinge of the waking thouglits which had preceded
throughout her entire being. The more she pondered, them; and as the morning sunbeams poured their

too, on tho colossal magnitude of that cheat she was eiTulgciice into her chamber, she awoke with hap-
about to impose upon Mr. Hawkshaw, tho less con- piness still in her heart. Even Frank was scarcely

fidont did she feel of being enabled to carry it out regretted on this morning—the morning of tlio

•uooessfuUy. And now, likewise, she began to reflect wodding-day !
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Having dressed herself, with the assistance of her

maid, in an elegant deskabilUe, Juliana descended

to the brealcfast-parlour, where Lady Saxondalo and

Lord Harold were already seated at taVjle. Her
ladyship looked palej and though her demeanour

was calm and composed as usual, yet the quick eye

of Juliana could discern that her mothcr'a counte-

nance was not a faithful reflex of the condition of

her miud. Ilad Lady Siixondale any misgiving

loating there? or was she secretly chagrined at

losing the independence of her widowed life by the

contemplated marriage into which she was more or

less forced? or was it, after all, the natural excite-

ment only, which every woman must feel on the

morning of a wedding-daj ? No doubt all of these

had something to do with the inward fluttering

which her ladyship in reality experienced—although
perhaps the last-mentioned cause was the least po-

tent or active of the three.

And what of Lord Uarold Staunton? His de-

meanour had suddenly changed. Instead of being

pale, absent, thoughtful, and abstracted, as he had
for some time past appeared—he had a colour upon
his cheeks, and there was a strange, almost a wild

exuberance of spirits marking his speech and his

looks. He laughed—he told witty anecdotes—he
uttered lively jests—he rubbed his hands gleefully

—

and as he partook of the morning meal, he declared

a dozen times that he never felt better in health or

had a keener appetite in all his life. But here also

the penetrating looks of Juliana- discerned all that

was unnatural and hollow in this mirth and in these

boisterous spirits on the part of the young noble-

man ; and it was indeed to her a matter of mystery
and wonder wherefore he should in reality be de-

pressed, and why he should deem it necessary to as-

sume a happiness which he felt not. Surely he need
not marry Lady Saxoudale unless he chose ? At least

60 thought Juliana: and thus far she was right

enough. But though she knew many things con-

cerning her mother, she nevertheless entertained

not the slightest suspicion of the existence of a cer"

tain terrible tie which bound as it were the destinies

of that mother and of that young nobleman, the

one to the other

!

The breakfast was over : it was an early one—for

was there not a second, even the marriage-feast

itself, to be partaken of after the nuptial ceremo-
nies ? It was now only half-past nine o'clock ; and
at least two hours wuuld elapse ere the arrival of

the other bridegroom, the clergyman, and the few
guests who had been invited. But then there were
the wedding-garments to put on : and while Juliana
retired on the one hand to her own chamber. Lady
Saxondale on the other withdrew to her's—while
Lord Harold went out to stroll for an hour ere he
began the process of his own toilet. But at half-

past eleven they were all three re-assembled in the

drawing room ; and all three were apparelled in a
befitting manner for the nuptial ceremonies.

Doubtless many of our lady-readers would like us to

enter into a minute description of the wedding,
dresses : but we confess our inability. Suflico it to

say that they were of the richest, most tastelul, and
most elegant kind; and that both mother and
daughter looked grandly handsome. But was it not
a hideous mockery for Juliana Farctii'ld to appear
in that virgin garb ?—she whoso purity had been
already sacrificed on the altar of lustful passion!

I

Soon after Lady Saxondale, Juliana, and Lord
Harold Staunton,—who, we should observe, was
apparelled with exquisite taste, and still continu(sd

,
in that strange unnatural flow of spirits,—were as-

sembled in the drawing-room at half-past eleven,

Mr. Denison'a carriage arrived at the Castle. This
gentleman, accompanied by his wife, his eldest son,

and his daughter-in-law, alighted from the vehicle.

Scarcely had they been escorted up to the drawing-

room, when Lord Blackwaterand Sir John Knightley

,
also arrived. A third carriage brou;jht four youn^

[
ladies wl»o were to assist as bridemaids to Lady
Saxondale and Juliana. These were four sisters,

and were the cousins of the younger Mrs. Denison.

Shortly after their arrival, the clergyman who was
to officiate at the two-fold ceremony, made his ap-

pearance ; and last of all—though not least of im-

I

portance—came Mr. Hawkshaw. By a quarter

j

to twelve the whole company were thus assembled
in the drawing-room. The demeanour of Mr. De-
nison towards Juliana was precisely the same as if

he were totally unacquainted with anything to her
disparagement : but whatever constraint he had thua

to put upon his feelings, the violence thereof was
much mitigated by the circumstance that it was

j

only necessary to address a few complimentary
words to her on first entering the apartment, as Mr.
Hawkshaw soon appeared and became immediately

j

engrossed in the attentions which he had to pay to

his intended bride.

Though all were thus assembled a quarter of an

I

hour before noon, the ceremony was not instanta-

neously proceeded with, inasmuch as the clergyman
thought it consistent with propriety and delicacy to

wait for the precise moment that had been originally

appointed. And even if such had not been his view
and feehng in the matter, another reason would
have produced the same result; and this was ad-

vanced by Mr. Hawkshaw.

I

Addressing himself to Lady Saxondale as the

hostess of the castle, he said, " I have to apologise

\

to your ladyship for a liberty which I have
taken "

"Mr. Hawkshaw," observed Lady Saxondale,

with the blandest and most gracious smile, "is in-
' capable of taking a liberty ; and whatever he may
have done, needs not this apologetic preface. I

!

presume, my dear sir, that you have invited some
friend to be present on the occasion ?"

I

"Your ladyship has divined the exact truth,"

answered the Squire, bowing his acknowledgments
for the urbanity of her speech. "I have indeed

taken this liberty. My friend will be here at noon
punctually; and it will afford me the utmost grati-

fication to introduce him to your ladyship and the

company assembled."
" It will afford us equal pleasure to receive him,"

rejoined Lady Saxondale.

Again Mr. Hawkshaw bowed, and then retreated

to his chair by the side of Juliana's.

!

" And pray, my dear George," she said in a
tender whisper, accompanied too with a still more
tender look, " who is this friend that you expect ?"

! But before Mr. Hawkshaw could give any an-

swer, the clergyman,—who was a very important

personage in his own estimation—one of those fussy

kind of gentlemen who like to see everything doufl

in a regular business-like fashion, and who are as

I
averse to delays as they are slow to push on the
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march of events,—accosted the Squire; and clutch-

ing him by the arm, said," " My dear Ilawkshaw, I

hope your friend will not keep us waiting ? You
know how punctual I am: it now wants five

minutes to twelve."

"You can go and put on your robes, my dear

Bir," responded tho Squire: "for I will guarantee

that as the clock strikes twelve, the friend whom I

expect will be here."

" Good and well," said the clergyman : and with

a very important air he issued forth from the

room.
" In a few minutes, my dear Juliana," whispered

the Squire, "our hands will be united. Tell me

—

do you feel as I do upon this happy and solemn

occasion ?"

"Do tho epithets you have used typify your

feelings, my dear George?" inquired the young
lady, with another tender look. " Yes—I am indeed

happy: how can I be otherwise? But you have

not told me who—r
—

"

"And is your mother happy likewise?" asked

Hawkshaw. " But no doubt of it ! Who knows
but that she. is even happier than yourself?"

" Happier than I ?" whispered Juliana, thinking

the remark sing'dar: but when she saw that the

Squire's countenance expressed only its wonted
frankness of goo d-humour, she smiled, observing,
" What could be the meaning of that remark you
have just made?"
"Simply this, ray dear girl—that your mother

has passed through the same ceremony before."
" Ah ! I comprehend," observed Juliana, laugh-

mg. " But you have not as yet told me who it is

you expect."

" And so you really experience a happiness with-

out alloy ?" quickly resumed the Squire, who ap-

peared not to notice that renewal of a question

which still remained unanswered. "Is it not the

most important occasion of one's life?"

"Yes: and hence that certain degree of so-

lemnity," replied Juliana, " which mingles with the

hapjiiness of one's thoughts."

"Chastening that happiness without subduing

it," added Hawkshaw.
At this moment the clergyman re-entered the

room, dressed in his canonicals ; and glancing

quickly around, he perceived no addition to the

company whom he had left when he went forth a

few minutes back. Advancing straight up to the

Squire, ho said, "Your friend is not come yet,

Hawkshaw."
"Nor have you told me," said Juliana, "who

he is."

But ere the Squire had time to utter a syllable

of response to either of the remarks thus addressed

to him, the clock over the entrance of the castle

began to proclaim the hour of noon—the dour of

ihe apartment was thrown wide open—and the

footman announced ia a loud Yoiue, "Tho Marquis
of Eagledean 1"

CHAPTEK CV.

THE EESULT.

Tub render may conceive far more easily than we
can possibly describe the efluct produced upon Ludy

I

Saxondale, Juliana, and Lord Harold Staunton,

I when in the nobleman who was thus ushere I into

j

their presence, they recognised Mr. Gunthorpe.

j

The mother and daughter felt a vague terror seize

upon them, shooting through them indeed like an

I

excruciating pang: but Lord Harold was struck

I

with downright dismay. All the indignities which
,
his uncle had sustained at his hand when he had
fancied him to be plain Mr. Gunthorpe, rushed to

I

his mind ; and he Was paralysed—rendered motion-

less as a statue

!

Mr. Deuison, starting up from his chair, rushed

forward to seize the hand of the Marquis; and
those two old friends exchanged warm but rapid

greetings. Mr. Hawkshaw, without throwing a

sin^^le look upon Juliana, likewise rose from hia

seat; and Mr. Denison at once introduced him to

Lord Eagledean. There were then more claspinga

of hands : but from the circumstance of this intro-

duction, it became clearly apparent to tho lookers-

on, that if the Marquis was really the friend whom
Mr. Hawkshaw expected, they were at all events

strangers to each other until now.

Mrs. Denison the elder, her son, and her

daughter in-law, had been admitted into the secret

of all this; and they now exchanged significant

lo(jks. But the four bridemaids. Lord Black-

water, and Sir John Knightley, as well as the

clergyman, were almost completely at a loss to

understand why the appearance of the Marquis
could be so very far from agreeable to Lady Saxon-
dale, Juliana, and'Lord Harold, as it evidently was.

Of course they knew that Lord Harold was that

nobleman's nephew : but they could scarcely conceive

that such a marriage had been resolved upon with-

out the consent of the Marquis. The only ex-

planation they could possibly fall upon in the way
of conjecture, was that the facts were the reverse—

that the Marquis bad 7iot been previously informed

of the engagement—that he did not approve of

it—and that he came to prevent it. But tlicn, why
should Hawkshaw, her ladyship's intended son in-

law, have played such a seemingly perfidious part

in reference to this expected guest whom he him-
self confessed to have invited P

Lord Harold Staunton, quickly recovering his

presence of mind, and resolving to put a good

face upon the matter, now hastened up to his

uncle, when the grfctings between that nobleman,

Denison, and Hawkshaw, were over; and lie made
a movement as if to embrace his relative. But tho

Marquis, bending upon him a stern look, said,

" Belbre I receive you to my arms, Harold, I must
know whether it be as a dutiful and obedient

nephew that I am to welcome you—or whether

you will persevere in your own course, despite

I

wiiatsoever counsel or commands I may give ?"

Lord Harold was taken completely aback by this

mode of address: his olfrontery suddenly aban-

doned him—and he stood still, gazing in speecli-

less bowildeimcnt upon the Marquis; so that tiio

scene was rapidly deepening in interest to all the

lookers-on.

Meanwhile a sudden idea had flashed to the brain

of Juliana—that brain which during the first mo-

ments alter the appearance of Lord Eagledcan, was

racked with the most excruciating tortures. Gliding

from her scat to the spot where Lady SiixonduU

hod stood up from her own wheu the door was iirat
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lung open, she whispered with nervous excitement

in her mother's ear, " I understand it all ! Tbe
Patons—brother and sister—are the children of this

Marquis! It is self-evident! If he means mis-

chief, it is for yoi» to strike him dumb !"

Lady Saxondale gave her daughter a quick glance

of intelligence; and now finding it necessary to take

some decisive step, she assumed an air of dignified

affability—advanced towards the Marquis—and said,

" My lord, as the friend of Mr. Denison and of Mr.

Hawkshaw, you are welcome at Saxondale Castle."

The Marquis of Eagledean bowed with cold dig-

nity. Mr. Denison and Hawshaw had retreated

somewhat when they beheld her ladyship approach-

ing ; and she, sweeping round her eyes to convince

herself that the opportunity was favourable, sud-

denly bent forward and whispered in a hurried

manner, " The reputation of your daughter Eliza-

beth is in my hands !"

No doubt the Marquis of Eagledean was fully

prepared for some such threat as this, because he

well knew—too well knew that Lady Saxondale was
aware of Elizabeth Paton's antecedents ;—and there-

fore he was not taken aback—he showed no sign of

annoyance. Not a muscle of his countenance moved

:

indeed his demeanour continued so coldly reserved,

80 chillingly dignified, that Lady Saxondale fancied

the arrow had not struck home, and that Juliana's

surmise in respect to the Patons being the children

of the Marquis was an erroneous one. Terror seized

upon her: her guilty conscience suddenly rais -d up

all her crimes to pass in rapid array before her

mental vision. And what if the Marquis of Eagle-

dean had become acquainted with any of these?

what if he knew more than the one circumstance

concerning which he had previously threatened her

:

namely, her affair with William Deveril ? In short.

Lady Saxondale, perceiving how calmly and uncon-

cernedly the Marquis of Eagledean received the

menace which she had thrown out in respect to

Elizabeth Paton, was seized with the direst appre-

hension. On no occasion did her fortitude so com-

pletely abandon her all in an instant. Throwing a

look of earnest appeal upon the Marquis, she said,

" My lord, perhaps in consideration of the alliance

about to take place between your lordship's nephew
and my humble self, it would please you to have

some private discourse with me Perhaps your
lordship has come for that purpose——In short, it

would be better for us to retire to another room for

a few minutes."
" No, Lady Saxondale—not immediately," replied

the Marquis, with the air and in the voice of one

who seemed to feel that |ie had both the power and
the right to speak with authority. "Permit me,
however, to sit next to your ladyship for a little

while ; and then, when the time comes, we may
have some private conversation together."

With these words the Marquis of Eagledean
offered Lady Saxondale his hand, and conducted her

to an ottoman at the farther extremity of the spa-

cious drawing-room ; whore, placing himself by her

side, he hastily whispered in a manner audible to

themselves alone, " You would do well, Lady Saxon-
dale, to follow my bidding on the present occasion."

Her ladyship felt a cold tremor sweep through
her entire form, as her guilty conscience again
marshalled all her crimes in grim array before her
mental vision; and she knew not with how many

details of that dark and damning catalogue the
Marquis might be acquainted. So she said not •
word : but he read in her looks that the proud and
haughty woman was completely subdued, and that

she was pliant and ductile to his will. We should

observe that the spot to which he had conducted
her, and where they were tHbs seated together, was
the farthest removed from the assembled company

;

so that whatever he might now say to her, stood

no chance of being overheard by any others present.

Meanwhile Lord Harold Staunton, not knowing
how to act or what to think, had retired apart from
the rest; and seating himself in a window- recess,

folded his arms—endeavoured to appear calm and
unconcerned—but was evidently much troubled in

his mind. For he too had a guilty conscience : he
too was tortured with fears lest his uncle should have
obtained a clue to the full measure of his turpitude;

and if for a moment the idea again struck him of

putting on a bold countenance and assuming an
air of bravado, his heart failed him—he could not
do it—he was cowed, dismayed, overawed. And
now, therefore, all that cheerfulness of spirits which
had seemed to inspire him in the morning—an un-
natural cheerfulness, the forced effort of apecnliarly
morbid state of mind—gave way and yielded to
despondency, suspense, and alarm

.

After Juliana had accosted her mother in the
manner above described, and had whispered tnat

rapid hint in her ear, she returned to her seat : but
Mr. Hawkshaw did not resume his place by her

side. She saw her mother approach the Marquis
of Eagledean—she beheld her ladyship seize an op-

portunity to whisper something to that nobleman-
she could guess what it was, she herself having

furnished the hint—and she was thoroughly discon-

certed on perceiving how lost it seemed to be upon
the Marquis. Then she observed the sudden
change which came over Lady Saxondale ; and she

saw that her mother was afraid. As the Marquis
led her ladyship to the farther extremity of the

room, Juliana followed them with her eyes : she

could scarcely comprehend what all this meant;
and presentiments of coming evil once more took

possession of her souU She glanced towards Hawk-
shaw : he was now conversing in hurried whispers

with Mr. Denison ; and there was something in both

their countenances but little calculated to reassure

Juliana or cheer her spirits. She had never seen

Hawkshaw look as he now did : she had never seen

such an expression of dark implacability and in-

exorable sternness upon that countenance whoso
aspect was habitually of such open-hearted and
good-humoured frankness. In a word, she now ap-

prehended everything terrible—exposure, disgrace,

and ruin : she would have sprung from her seat and
quitted the room, but she had not the power;—she
was transfixed there— the consternation which was
now upon her was of paralysing influence—her

limbs felt as if turned into marble.

It has taken us a eousidorablo time to give all

these explanations; but in reality only a few

minutes had as yet elapsed since the Marquis of

Eagledean was so suddenly announced. The
lookers-on were still for the most part lost in be-

wilderment: but it was evident enough that thcra

was a storm-cloud which was about to burst. Tho
clergyman, feeling himself somewhat awkward

—

being in full canonicals, and all signs of the in-
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temded marriage-rites having as it were suddenly

died away—was resolved to bring the present

uncertain aspect of things to an issue, if possible

;

and approaching Mr. Hawkshaw, he said, "You
perceive that I am in readiness to commence the

ceremony."
" Ah !" ejaculated the Squire ; and a very strange

expression passed over his countenance. " You
would wed me to Miss Farefield—is it not so ?"

Those who understood nothing of the under-

current of that new turn which the proceedings

seemed to have taken since the entrance of the

Marquis of Eagledean, were naturally astonished at

what appeared to be so extraordinary an observa-

tion on the part of the Squire: but Juliana was
smitten with a more terrible dismay, if possible, than

that which had already seized upon her.

"Ladies and gentlemen," continued Mr. Hawk-
Bhaw, placing himself in the middle of the room,

"I must crave your attention for a few minutes.

When an honest man gives his heart to a young

lady—and when he likewise proffers her his hand

—purposing to bestow upon her the unsullied name
which descended to him from his forefathers, as

well as a share in all he possesses,—it is but right

and just to suppose that he will be met in the same

frank and generous confidence by the young lady

herself. If she be aware of any impediment which

in a moral, if not a legal point of view, should

prevent her from responding in the affirmative to

her suitor's proposal, should she not honourably

decline it, even though she were to keep the reason

closely locked up in her own heart? But what will

you think, ladies and gentlemen, of a young lady,

who, loving another—who, having given her heart

to that other—and more, who having surrendered

up her purity to that other—should nevertheless

consent to become the wife of this honest and con-

fiding man who loved her so faithfully but so

blindly !"

Mr. Hawkshaw paused; and there was an inde-

scribable sensation pervading the apartment. Ju-

liana herself was almost annihilated. She sank

back, covered with shame— filled with confusion

—

devoured with feelings which defy all description.

She would have given worlds to be enabled to fly

from the apartment ; but she could not. Such was

the state of her mind that she was as powerless and

helpless as if physically a statue.

" This is too much—too much," said Lady Saxon-

dale, who felt that the exposure of her daughter's

shame would to a certain extent redound upon her-

self: and forgetting for an instant all her own
sources of terror, she was about to spring up from

the ottoman and rush forward to do something—^
anything though she knew not what——to put

an end to this most painful scene: but she felt

herself held back.
" Your ladyship must remain here," said the

Marquis in a low tone : but he spoke and he looked

in a manner which rendered her again fearfully

•live to the perils, whether real or imaginary, of her

own position : so she sank back with confusion in

her brain, terror in her soul, and torture in every

nerve.

"Ladies and gentlemen," resumed Mr. Hawk-
shaw, in accents more implacable than those which
he had hitherto used, " this is no common case, and
and therefore I am taking no common course to

expose it. It was sought to make me a dupe—to

deceive me most grossly—to render this marriage a

cloak for the most shameful profligacy—to turn the

name of hKsband into a convenience to shield the

part which it was hoped a paramour would play !

Juliana Farefield," continued Hawkshaw, speaking

in a voice of thunder, " I accuse you of all this ! I

will not mention that other name, unless you your-

self choose to parade it : but I will tell you that I

heard all that took place in the conservatory at my
friend Denison's house. I saw upon what a pre-

cipice I stood—rage filled my heart—a feeling

sprang up within me, which I had never known
before : it was a craving for revenge ! Ah, then I

mastered my emotions, or at least the outward ex-

pression of' them: for my resolve was promptly

and suddenly taken. In a word, I determined to

see how you would act—to continue with you as if

I knew nothing—to see if remorse would smite you

—and then to proceed accordingly. No : you have

experienced not remorse—you would this day have

given me your polluted hand : and hence this ven-

geance—hence this exposure! It is terrible, I

know : but it is not more than you deserve. Had
you been less guilty, it would seem an unmanly and

a cowardly part which I am now performing. But

you had no pity for me: you would have become

my wife with the pre-conceived and deliberate in-

tention of violating your marriage-vows : you are

not a woman—you deserve not the consideration

usually given to your sex : you are a fiend in female

shape—and it is thus you are treated!"

There was a terrible energy in Hawkshaw'a

words ; and the sensation they created, as the reader

may suppose, was immense. But scarcely had he

finished this speech—scarcely had the sounds of his

crushingly denunciatory language died away—wben

a cry burst from Juliana's lips. She could endure

it no longer—she was becoming mad : and spring-

ing from her seat, she bounded to the door. But

Mr. Hawkshaw, still merciless and implacable, was

by her side in a moment ; and catching her by the

wrist, he thundered forth, " Come forward, infamous

creature! You have yet another ordeal to pass

through ! Your punishment is not complete ! Re-

main, while I read a letter which was addressed to

you by him whom you sought to retain as a para-

mour while taking me as a husband. This letter

was written in the presence of 5iLr. Denison,—and

it confirms all that I have said
!"

" No, no!" shrieked forth Juliana: " I will not—
I cannot. Kill me if you choose—but spare me •

farther infliction I"

There was a wild agony in her accents—a piteous

anguish in her looks—which moved the hearta of

some present to compassion ; and a murmur arose,

which, without definite expression, nevertheless in-

telligibly conveyed an opinion that 'the Squire was

sufficiently avenged.
" Well, then," he said, disdainfully tossing away

from him the arm which he had grasped violently

and had held firmly :
" begone ! Perhaps it were

best for tho sake of these ladies here, that you should

relieve them of your polluted presence
!"

But the door had closed behind Juliana evea

before the indignant and excited Hawkshaw had

finished his eeutcnca.
" My lord," said Lady Saxondale, in a low Toie«k

but replete with ineffable anguish, "my daughter
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irJll 8«mmit suicide—she will destroy herself^per-
\

mit me to hasten to her—I conjure you!"
j

"Yes, speed after her," replied the Marquis of

Eagledean, smitten with the trutli of Lady Saxon-
,

dale's apprehension ; and in another moment she I

also had disappeared from the apartment. I

But let it be understood that tbou;;!! she certainly
I

thought it quite probable that Juliana would be

driven to self-destruction by the tremendous expo-

sure which had just taken place, it was not this that

had distressed her: she had caught at the pretext

in order to escape from a room where her own posi-

tion had become perfectly intolerable.

"Ladies and gentlemen," resumed Mr. Hawk-

ehaw, "it pains me to occupy your time in such a

manner ; but for my own justification must I read

this letter,—suppressing only the signature that is

appended to it. For I feel that the course I have

taken is indeed so extraordinary and of such an

extreme character, that if one single tittle of the

accusations made by me against Juliana Farefield

could be disproved—or, on the other hand, could not

be supported by evidence—I should deserve to be

branded as an unmanly coward—as a mean and

paltry dastard. I beseech your attention, therefore,

for a few minutes—only a few minutes."

He stopped short. A dead silence reigned—but

curiosity was depicted on the countenance of almost

everybody present; and therefore Mr.IIawkshaw

proceeded to read aloud the letter which he drew

forth from his pocket, and the contents of which

were as follow :
—

"J0LIANA,—Everything is completely at an end be-

tween us. It is impossible that I can look upon your con-

duct otherwise than with horror and aversion. You have

mistaken me : I am not so depraved as yourself. On
the contrary, I thank God I possess feelings honour-

able enough and sentiments generous enough to save me
fromconnivance in thedetestable cheat whiohyou proposed

to practise towards a confiding gentleman. Deeply do I

deplore the weakness of which I myself have been

guilty, but into which you beguiled me. I understand

you now, all too well 1 Never did I deem it possible

that a young lady of high intelligence, eicellant educa-

tion, and with every faculty to appreciate the difference

between right and wrong, could become so utterly

depraved and so deeply profligate as you have shown
yourself to be. I am shocked when I thinK that when
you had once revealed your true nature, I oonld have been

weak or insensate enough to throw myself in your way
again. What! you dared insult me with the proposal

«hat when you were married to another, I should become

your pensioned paramour? you dared insult me with a

proposition which by the mere fact of its being made,

proved that you theught me as vile and infamous as

yourself? No, Juliana—I am not. I have awakened
from a dream. I tear your image from my heart—but

only to trample it under foot—to tread it down deep in

the mire as thst of a polluted and loathsome creature I"

Thus ended the letter, save and except the signa-

ture, which MrT Ilawksbaw suppressed. Again did

a profound silence prevail. The bridomaids ex-

changed looks of mingled wonder and stupefaction :

Lord Blackwatcr and Sir John Kuightlcy gazed on

each other as if to ask whether it wcro not all a

dream : the clergyman stalked out of the room, in

cold and offended dignity, to put olf his canonicals.

The Denisons rose with the evident intention of

taking a prompt departure. Lord Ilarol I Staunton,

to whom all Juliana's wickedness was as new and as

•tartling as to most others present, sat confounded,

—

forgetting everything ascept the monstroiu rereU-

tions he had just heard. As for the Marquis of

Eagledean, he likewise remained seated on the otto>

man at a distance, and appeared to be wrapped up

in profound and mournful reflection. Such too was
j

the case : for he thought with deep sorrow of his
,

daughter's past career, which had enabled Lady
Saxondale to throw out that menace at him,—and

he likewise pondered with regret upon the amour o£

his son with Juliana Farefield.

Suddenly arousing himself from this reverie, the

Marquis of Eagledean rose from his seat—walked

straight up to Lord Harold Staunton—and placing

his hand upon his shoulder, said in a low but autho*

ritative voice, " Nephew, follow me."

The young nobleman started, and for an instant

looked vacantly up at his uncle ; for it appeared to

him a dream that the Mr. Gunthorpe, whom he had

plundered and insulted, should be really and truly

identical with the Marquis of Eagledean. But being

thus recalled to the full consciousness of those cir-

cumstances by which he was surrounded, he rose

from his seat, and followed his lordship from the

room. When they were on the landing outside, the

Marquis said, " You are better acquainted, Harold,

with the interior of Saxondale Castle than I am

;

lead the way to some apartment whore we may con-

verse without fear of interruption."

"Will you come to my own chamber?" asked

Lord Harold: and on the Marquis nodding Uk

assent, he led the way thither.

CHAPTER CVL

THB VirCLB JlND KEFHEW.

The uncle and nephew were now alone together.

The former was cold and severe : the latter pale, and

full of vagHe apprehension. The Marquis seated

himself at the table in the middle of the room ; and

pointing to another chair, bade his nephew be seated

likewise. Then there was a pause of a few momenta,

during which the old nobleman seemed to be pre-

paring himself for the manner in which he should

enter upon the business he had in hand.
" Nephew," he at length said, " the time is coma

when I may give you a few explanations relative to

the course I have hitherto been adopting towards

you. It came to my knowledge, while in Italy, that

you were leading a life of which I could but little

approve ; and I also learnt that your sister Fiorina

was engaged to be married to a young man whose

only nobility consisted in his title, but whose charac-

ter and conduct were very far from estimable. I

will not, however, pretend that these were the only

motives which made me resolve to visit England:

but certain it is that they had their weight in lead-

ing mc to this determination. In short, Harold,

one of my purposes was to come and ascertain for

myself the truth of those reports which had reached

mo in respect to your own conduct and the character

of Fiorina's intended husband. Full well, alas ! did

I know that my personal appearance, during the

lapse of years and a long absence from my native

land, had become so changed that those who had

formerly known me would not recognise me again.

Assuming the character of an intimate firicnd of the

Marquis of Eagledean, I gave to myself the repute
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of a rich banker, the better to avert all suspicion of my
real identity, and at the same time to command a cer-

tain decree of respect. You remember, Harold, my
first appearance before you in the box at the Opera.

Accident had led me to the theatre at the same time

that you wore there with your sister and Lord

Saxondale. While I was seated in the pit, you

were pointed out to me; and I thought it an excel-

lent opp rtunity to introduce myself. I had letters

m my po ket-book, which I had already written in

the name of the Marquis of Eagledean, as the pro-

per passports to your acq uaintance. And here I must

observe that knowintj that your aunt Lady Mac-
(lonald was not the best hand in the world at keep-

inx a secret, I had resolved to preserve the incognito

even unto her; and therefore the letter addressed

to her ladyship, was in a similar strain to those in-

tended for yourself and Fiorina. Well, I entered

the Opera-box ; and it required but a glance to con-

vince me that Lord Saxondale was a frivolous, con-

ceited, self-sufficient coxcomb. As for yours If, I

saw that your exquisite aristocratic refinement was

sliocUed at the idea of forming an intimacy with a

queer-looking old fellow like myself. In respect

to Fiorina, I was at once delighted with her; and I

resolved that if the reports I had heard and the

opinion I had already formed of her intended hus-

band wero justified by a farther acquaintance,

the amiable and excellent girl should not be sacrificed

to such a miserable coxcomb. A few days after-

wards I dined with you. In every way was I de-

termined to put you to the test. I purposely

disputed with the driver of the cabriolet to see what

impression the scene would make upon yourself and

likewise upon Lord Saxondale: for with my expe-

rience of the world I have found that the true

characters and dispositions of its denizens may be

judged by the minutest trifles. I saw that you
received me with a forced civility, while Lord Saxon-

dale scarcely took any pains to hide his aversion

and disgust. In the course of conversation I talked

in a style to maintain my asaumed character of a mere

money-making man of business ; and even in respect

to my attorney I invented the most vulgar and

ludicrous name as a substitute for his real one. But
I need not dwell upon these details: doubtless you

can recall them to memory P Suffice it to say that

I soon perceived the real object for which I had
been invited to dine with you. In plain terms, you
wanted to make me useful—or in plainer terms still,

(o plunder me. I was resolved to see to what lengths

you and your companion would go: for I knew full

well that in the same way that you purposed to treat

me, were you accustomed to treat others. I affected

to be influenced by the wine which I drank: you
endeavoui'cd to ply mo more and more; and still I

continued to play my part. You obtained from me
five lliousand pounds. Perhaps you may now won-
der that I thus easily parted with so largo a sum,

knowing that it would never be returned. But it

was to me a mere trifle ; and in suffering myself to be

duped out of it, I acquired the certainty that my
nephew and my niece's intended husband were but

little belter than a couple of scamps and blacklegs.

You sec that I speak plainly, Harold: for this is

the day when truths have to be told."

The Marquis paused for a few moments. His
nephew said nothing—but by his manner exhibited

ninch humiliation, mingled with those same serious

' apprehensions which had all along been haunting
i him.

" I feared," continued the old nobleman, " that
' yourself and Lord Saxondale were thoroughly de-

praved : but still I was resolved to know more of

you. I was likewise desirous to watch Fiorina's

conduct, and ascertain whether it would confirm the

favourable opinion which I had already formed of

I
her. But on mature reflection, I determined not

' to visit Lady Macdonald immediately. I was fear-

ful that she might possibly recognize mc ; and I

did not choose to risk losing my incognito until the

proper time should arrive for declaring myself. I

accordingly wrote to her ladyship to the effect that

certain occupatior.3 which I had in hand, compelled

j
me to resign for the present the advantages I

should have otherwise been rejoiced to reap from
Lord Eagledean's letters of introduction. In order

to carry out my views with regard to yourself—to

watch you thoroughly—to probe your heart to its

very centre—to comprehend your disposition fully

—I determined to adopt some means of espying
your actions. I was desirous to ascertain whether
all good feelings and all good principles were utterly

destroyed within you ; or whether they merely lay

dormant and were susceptible of resuscitation. In
a word, I was anxious to discover whether you were
inveterate in depravity—irredeemably plunged in

profligacy; or whether under genial influences yon
might be reformed. I bethought me of your valet

Alfred. I remembered how insolently superoilioua

was his manner when he witnessed the dispute
which I purposely got up with the cab-driver, and
how cringingly fawning did he subsequently become
when on leaving your lodgings I placed gold in

his hand. I know the world, Harold ; and I saw
therefore that your domestic was the individual

suited to my purpose. I sought an opportunity of

waylaying him ; and without revealing who I really

was, I explained enough of my views to make him
comprehend what I required. I lavished gold upon
him: and he became my creature. Such a fellow as

that, Harold, would sell his very soul to Satan : he ia

one of that rapacious and bribeable class that for

thirty pieces of silver would enact the part of Judaa
Iscariot all over again if an opportunity served.

Well, he became my spy—yes, the spy that I set

upon your actions. Then I obtained a still farther

insight into your character : but upon these parti-

culars it is not now my purpose to dwell. It was
through him that I received intelhgence of the con-

templated duel between yourself and Mr. DeveriL
I need n^it remind you how I appeared upon the

ground in the hope of preventing it, or under what
circumstances my design was frustrated. Y'ou

doubtloss know that I am the friend of William
Devoril one of the most excellent young men that

ever re isted the temptations of this woild and
maintained an almost fabulous purity of conduct
and immaculate virtue. I knew from the very first

that the accus ition levelled against him by Lady
Saxondale was the foulest of calumnies : I soon

ob'aincd the evidence that it was so,- an evidence

utiorded by the rancorous spite and murderous pro-

jects of that bad woman towards him. You made
a confidant of your valet Alfred in respect to aU
tlie circumstances of the masquerade and the origin

of the duel ; and Alfre<l duly informed me thereof.

I obtained from him a written statement of all
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those circumstances ; and, I threatened Lady Saxon-

dale with law-proceediugs on behalf Mr. Deveril.

But while seeking—and indeed resolving, to clear

up his reputation wheresoever it had been defamed,

I did not wish to create a great scandal. Not that

I had any pity for Lady Saxondale: but as your

name was so closely mixed up in all those vile pro-

ceedings, it was for your sake that I endeavoured

to bring her ladyship to terms which should produce

» result answering every purpose in respect to Mr.

Deveril, and without compromising you. Many
circumstances have transpired to engage my time,

to direct my attention elsewhere, and to divert my
thoughts into other channels ; and thus there has

been a delay in bringing this matter to as prompt

an issue as I originally intended. You came down
into Lincolnshire to stay at the Castle : your aunt

and your sister accompanied you. But I was re-

solved that Fiorina should not long remain in tlie

contaminating society of Lady Saxondale. And
here I must inform you that Mr. Deveril has for

some time entertained the sincerest and most hon-

ourable affection for Fiorina: but this secret I knew
not until after the duel. Then I determined to

make him the means of opening Fiorina's eyes to

the true character of Lady Saxondale ; and I de-

spatched him into Lincolnshire for the purpose.

He came provided with that document which bore

the signature of your valet Alfred
"

" And Fiorina and my aunt," said Lord Harold,

in a deep voice, " are therefore acquainted with all

the circumstances of that duel ?"

" They are," replied the Marquis.
" Go on, my lord—go on, uncle !" said Harold,

in nervous trepidation : for he was suffering the

acutest suspense as to what else the Marquis
might have learnt, and whether the worst that had

come to his lordship's knowledge was yet told.

"After Doveril's return from Lincolnshire," con-

tinued the Marquis, "I wrote to Lady Mac-
donakl, enjoining her to hasten back to London,

alleging that I had most important communi-
cations to make to her on the part of the Marquis
of Eagledean : for as yet she knew nothing of all

that Deveril had told Fiorina. They did return to

London ; and then I lost no time in calling upon
her ladyship. I saw her alone—I revealed myself

to her— and it was at once decided between us that

Lord Saxondale should receive his dismissal as

Fiorina's suitor. Nay, more—I acquainted her

with William Deveril's affection for that excellent

girl ; and it was likewise determined that their

mutual love should not be thwarted. Subsequently

Fiorina learnt who I really was—William Doveril

likewise; and they therefore knew that I had the

power and the means as well as the inclination to

ensure their happiness."

Again did the Marquis of Eagledean pause for a

few moments, to see whether his nephew would

offer any comment upon all he had been saying : but

Harold said nothing. Ko was still enduring the

acutest suspense: he was anxious for his uncle to

continue ; and yet he was fearful of urging him to

do so, lest he might betray his apprehensions.
" With regard to yourself, Harold," resumed

Lord Eagledean, " I was somewhat at a loss how to

act. From the circumstances of tlie masquerade and
the duel, and from the fact that you rciuaiuod with

Ltt-ty bajtoudalo here at tho Castle, I fell couviucod

that you were infatuated with this woman—that her

charms and fascinations had woven a web about

your heart—that you were ensnared in her meshes—
and that you had surrendered yourself up completely

to her Circean wiles. I knew therefore how difficult

it would bo to wean you away from such a wo-
man "

" Oh ! wherefore did you not make the attempt ?"

suddenly ejaculated Lord Harold, as the thought

struck him that if such had been done he might
have been saved from something which lay like a

weight of lead upon his soul, and was the source of

those dire apprehensions which for an hour past

had been racking and torturing him.
" Would you really have abandoned her ?" asked

' his uncle, with the animation of hope and satisfac-

tion upon his countenance.
" Yes—I would, I would !" rejoined Harold, with

nervous vehemence : and he scarcely knew what he

was saying. " But pray
i
roceed—I conjure you to

proceed!"

"Had I known, Harold," continued the Marquis,
" that you were less infatuated with that woman
than I imagined you to be, I should have at once

sought to wean you from her. But I feared that

you would have little respect for the wishes or re-

monstrances of an old uncle whom you might so

easily set at defiance because you were certain of

sooner or later succeeding to his title and estates,

from neither of which he could debar you at his

death. However, we will not dwell one moment
j

longer than is necessary upon the present painful
|

topics of discourse. Believing you to be thorouglily
i

infatuated with Lady Saxondale, I anxiously sought I

for whatsoever evidence circumstances might throw
in my way, to be enabled to tear the mask from her

countenance, and reveal her true character in such i

a light as to make you recoil from it. But every

time I was in hopes that such evidence would fall

into my hands, I was disappointed." i

The reader will comprehend that the Marquis
here alluded to the assistance which he expected to

j

receive from Chiffiu,— first on the occasion when he
;

and Deveril went down into Lincolnshire, and when
the double murder on the bank of the river frus- )

trated their views by compelling them at once to

separate from the Cannibal; and on that other occa-

sion when they were decoyed to Solo.non Patch'i -

boozing-ken, and were saved from death by tho in-

tervention of Madge S imers.

" Thus disappointed," continued Lord Eagledean,
" I was uncertain how to act—when I received the

i

intelligence that you were actually about to become
the husband of Lady Saxondale. This I learnt by a

letter from Mr. Deuison, who is a very old friend of

mine. At the same time I was informed that Miss

Farefield had named the day of her mother's nup-

tials with yourself, as that on which she would

bestow her own hand upon Mr. Hawkshaw. But Mr.

llawkshaw iiad discovered the infamy of Juliana's

cliaraeter, and was panting for vengeance, lie and

Mr. Denisun were acting in cmcert; and thus I

learnt all that was to take place. Then it occurred

to me that I wouhl be present at tho exposure of

the danglitcr, whose shame, to a certain cx'ent re-

dounding on the mi)ther, would perhaps afford mo a

favourable opportunity to accomplish my aims and

resc .0 you. .'Vt all events 1 was resolved to make
oue ;;i .lud i (fort to save you before you linked your
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destinj indisaolubly with that of Lady Suxondale.

You now comprehend wherefore 1 am here this

day ; and it is for you, Harold, to reply whether I

have come in vain."

The Marquis of Eagledean ceased ; and unspeak-

able was the relief experienced by Lord Harold

Staunton when he found that the one tremendous

topic which was uppermost in his own thoughts,

and was the source of all his apprehensions, had not

been touched upon by his uncle. He could scarcely

believe the evidence of his own senses : an enormous

weight was lifted from his mindj and though the

consciousness of guilt was still there, yet the fear of

its exposure had suddenly passed away. Now there-

fore he had breathing time to turn his reflections

into another channel. Assuredly, after the terriQc

scene which had ere now tiiken place in the drawing-

room, he no longer wished to become the husband

of Lady Saxondale. He knew that she would never

again dare show her face in society after the exposure

of her daughter's shame; and he also comprehended

full well that the Marquis himself intended to wring

from her ladyship a complete contradiction of the

calumny uttered against Deveril. Thus, in all re-

spects, would Lady Saxondale's reputation be ruined

in the world; and Harold coveted not such a wife

as that. Moreover, he judged from the altered

tone and manner which his uncle had exhibited

towards him during the latter portion of his ex-

planations, that he would provide handsomely for

him ia a pecuniary sense, if he only displayed con-

trition for the past and gave solemn assurances for

reform. Now, be it understood, that Harold had
never loved Lady Saxondale: he had only been

dazzled by her magnificent beauty—his passion had
been excited by her gorgeous charms ; and after he

had once possessed her, ho had rarely tliought of

her otherwise than as the means of giving him a

good social position, with the enjoyinont of ample
wealth. It therefore required no sacrilit-e of feeling

on his part to surrender her up altogether now. As
for contrition, this was easily alfeoteil : as for as-

surances of reform, those were as readily to be

given:—and for every possible consideration did he

deem it expedient to adopt a deferential and con-

ciliatory demeanour towards his uncle.

" Make no professions now, Harold," said the

Marquis, cutting him short when he began to spe.ik

in the sense to which be had made up his mind.
" I have already told you that I am well experienced

in the world—and this experience teaches me that

young men do not reform themselves all in an in-

stant. It is sufficient for me on the present occa-

sion to learn that you are willing to abandon the

polluted society of Lady Saxondale, and leave j'ourr

self in my hands. I have a post-chaise waiting hard

by : it is my purpose to depart hence so soon as I

have obtained an interview w'xlh—that woman," he

added contemptuously ;
" and you will go with me.

Let your preparations be prompi-ly made; and see

that you keep me not waiting when I myself am
ready."

The Marquis rose from his scat, and was about

to quit the chamber—when ho turned back aud
said, " I have yet many explanations to give you,

Harold, in respect to myself, and concerning many
events which have occurred durijig the last -few

weeks. But all these must be postpuued until after

we have (quitted the Castle : aud during our journey

to London there will be ample time for dlscoorse. I
now go to seek Lady Saxondale :—hasten you what-
soever preparations you may have to make."
With these words L-jrd Eigledean left the

chamber; and threading his way back, along the

passages and down the stairs, in the direction of the

sitting-apartments of the castellated mansion, he

met a man-servant whom he desired to show him
into some room where Lady Saxondale would afiford

him a few minutes' conversation. The footman at

once conducted the Marquis into the library, and
then sent up a message by Lucilla to the effect that

his lordship requested to see Lady Saxondale.

The Marquis of Eagledean had not been many
minutes alone in the library, when her ladyship

made her appearance. She had put off the bridal-

dress, having foreseen from the very first instant of

the old nobleman's arrival that it had become a

useless mockery : she was now apparelled in plainer

and simpler raiment. Her countenance was pale

—her features were rigid with a forced composure:

but her eyes glittered with an uneasy and restless

light. Slow and deliberate was her pace as she

advanced into the room ; and taking her seat in

silence, she seemed to await the anifouncement of

whatsoever business the Marquis of Eagledeaa
might have in view.

CHAPTER CVIL

THE MA.BaUIS AND THE LADT.

The Marquis of Eagledean felt that he had to deal

with a woman of extraordinary strength of mind,

and who perhaps during the interval of one hour
sii;ce they had parted in the drawing-room, might
have probably recovered some portion of the forti-

tude and elfroutery she had then lost. At the same
time he reilccted that as he had gained a consider-

able vantage-ground at the outset of this day's pro-

ceedings, by the calm res jluteness of his own manner,
it would not be dilBcult to recijuquer it by the same
means. From a variety of circumstances, with

which the reader is acquainted, he had every reason

to suspuet that Lady Saxondale's conscience was
very far from being a comfortable one. The worst,

however, that he positively and definitely knew
against her, was that murderous provocation of a
duel which she had hoped would result in the fall of

William Deveril. But ho was aware that she had
been in correspondence with ChilRn; and this ciuld

not be attributed to any good purpose. It was
thcrefoie natural to suspect that she had been guilty

of other deeds beyond those which had come to his

knowledge; and amongst these suspected crimes,

might fairly be include. 1 the instigation of the Can-
nibal to prepare that pitl'all at the boozing-ken.

However, the Marquis was determined to do all he
coulil to bend Lady Saxondale to the terms which
he wished to impose—aud, with this aim, tu use not

merely the facts which he hatl in his possession, but
also the suruiiscs aud conjectures ho had been led to

form.

Gazing with a fixed sternness of purpose upon
Lady Saxondale, ho said, "Perhaps you are not at a
loss to comprehend the nature of the demand which
I have to make ?"
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"Mrstof all," rejoineil her ladyship, coldly and

distantly, "yoa will perhaps inform me by what

right you make any demand at all ?"—for she was

now as anxious as Lord Harold Staunton had on his

part recently been, to ascertain the full extent of

the^ Marquis of Eagledean's knowledge of past

events.

" Your ladyship inquires," he said, " by what

right I make a certain demand—and I reply, by the

right which one wields who has another in his

power."

"These are mere words, Lord Eagledean," she

returned. " Will you look me in the face and tell

me positively and truly that the Patons are not your

children—and that it was not in consequence of all

that has taken place between my daughter Juliana

and Francis Pdton, that you have come hither

to-day?"
" I should have come hither, madam," responded

Lord Eagledean, " if nothing of all that had taken

place : I should have come on account of the con-

templated marriage between yourself and Lord
Harold Staunton."

"And I presume," observed Lady Saxondale,
" that Lord Harold Staunton is infinitely rejoiced at

the breaking-off of the match? Doubtless he has

suddenly become a most dutiful nephew ?"—and she

spoke with much affected scorn and disdain; though

her real object was to discover whether Lord Harold

had been led to confess anything to his uncle which

might compromise herself.

" If you please. Lady Saxondale, we will have no

war of words —or at least," continued the Marquis,
" as little of suc!i a contention as possible. You ask

mo ivhuther the Patons are my children—and I have

not the slightest hesitation in telling you that they

are."

" And having made tliis avowal," said her lady-

ship, " you will scarcely still insist upon any demand
which yoa had previously resolved to make?—for

you must know that with a single breath I can

destroy the reputation of your daughter Elizabeth

Paton."
" No, madam," rejoined the Marquis with so

much seeming unooacern and cold indifference that

Lady Saxondale herself was bewildered by it :
" you

will not dare opim your lips to speak ill, whether

truthfully or falsely, of a single soul in whom 1 am
interested."

"Ah! my Lord E igledoan," she exclaimed, "this

is bold language to use to me !"

"It may bo so," he said: "but you are so com-

pletely in my power, that no language I may use

can be toobjid. Let us Iiowever cutshort this con-

troversy —for sunh is the air which our discourse

has assumed. Lady Saxondale," continued tlie

Marquis sternly and resolutely, " tliere are writing-

materials close at hand: have the kindness to make
use of them at once, for the purp )se of dra^viug up
a full and complete contradiction of the b ise

calumny you propagated in respect to William

Deveril."
" William Deveril !" echoed her ladyship bit-

terly : "always William Deveril with you! It is

the old story."

" Yes: but it must now bo brought to an end.

Madam," ad.lod Lord Eagledean emphatically, " I

am in haste to depart— I beg that you will trifle

with mo no longer:"—and ho placed the writing-

materials before her : for s'"»had seated herself ncai

the table on which they lay.

"And what. Lord Eagledean," she said, bendin»

upon him a searching look, " if I positively refuse

I

to listen to this insolent demand on your part ?"

"Then, Lady Saxondale," he rejoined at once,
" all I can lay is that th ;re will be an immediate

explosion. In a word, I will give you into cus-

tody—.—

"

" Custody ?" she ejaculated, a ghastly expression

of anguish suddenly sweeping over her counte-

nance.
" Yes—custody," repeated the Marquis, perceiv.

ing that the arrow, aimed somewhat at random,

had hit the right mark—and that the blow, ex-

perimentally dealt, had told with terriQc effect.

" But, my lord," cried Lady S ixondale, not yet

completely beaten, " I am at a loss to understand

you."
" Do you require that I should become explicit ?"

he demanded, in a stern voice and with a pene-

trating look. "Cast your mental vision, Lady
Saxondale, deep down into your heart—examine
well your conscience—see if you have naught to be

afraid of—reflect whether for every action ef your

life you could give so satisfactory an account that

you would tremble not to look justice in the face.

But do you wish me to be explicit, I ask ? Think

you, madam, that when I menaced you with law-

proceedings on the behalf of Mr. Deveril, it was

without good evidence to prove your iniquity?

think you, madam, that I was ignorant of how the

duel between my nephew and William Deveril was

brought about? think you that I was ignorant of

the circumstances of the masquerade ? But perhaps

you wish to know even still more. Madam, what
answer would you give to justice if you were ques-

tioned in respect to your correspondence with an

infamous character, the bare mention of whose name
'

is fraught with horror^^I mean a certain ChiHin

Ah ! I see, madam, that your conscience is not

tranquil while I am thus speaking I Buc would you

know still more ? What answer are you prepared

to give to the nearest magistrats if I accuse you

yes, you, Lady Saxond ile -of having instigated

that same miscreant Cliiliin to take my life and

that of William Deveril ? and if I alUrm that in

consequence of such instigation, tlie diabolical at-

tempt was made but a short time back ?"

Lady Saxondale looked strange indeed at this

announcement, because it was the first that she had

heard of that attempt. She did not however for^jet

the hint she had tlirown o it to C liiUn, and t!jo

immensity of the reward she had offered; and thus,

mingled with her surprise t'lere was a guilty con-

fusion, whicli notwithstanding all her eff.'oiitery,

she could not possibly conceal.

"Do you wish to- know more, La ly Saxondale?"

continued the Mirqiiis, perceiving full vvfU tlie

powerful impression his words had made: "and

again I say look down into your .oart
"

"No, no!" ejaculated tlie miserable woman, iior

brain whirling with terrific approlionsions: " I wish

to hoar no morj! Lonl Eigledoai, you are im-

placable towar<ls me -you are mereilcis and cruel

to a degree! Wherefore do you persecute mo thus ?

what harm iiavo I done you? wliat harm, 1

Say, liave I done you?"—and siio now spoke witu

passiuuatc vehemoncek
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" Lady Saxondale, the matter is not to be treated

in this way," responded the Marquis. "Do not

'hink it is pleasant for mo to war against women:
out if women forgot themselves—'Yet I will not,

by means of reproaches, increase the bitterness of

your feelings: for heaven knows they mast be bitter

enough! In a word, then, you have inflicted an

injury — you must make reparation — and that

speedily
!" •

" But if I sign this paper," said her ladyship,

suddenly becoming calm, though it was with an
unnatural tranquillity, " will you depart hence at

once? will you leave me unmolested?"
" Give me such a document as I require," replied

Lord Eagledean, "and I take myself hence with-

out delay."

"Then be it so," rejoined Lady Saxondale: and
snatching up a pen, she said, " Dictate what you will

:

I am prepared to write."

"Stop! I have a draught with me," said the

Marquis, "of what is requisite to give the fullest

contradiction to the calumny you propagated. Here
it is

:"—and he produced a paper drawn up in a
legal hand—in fact, by his own attorney.

" Give it to me," said Lady Saxondale :
" I will

copy it. But no!"—and she drew her hand across

her forehead :
" I have a pain here. I can scarcely

see the characters traced upon that paper. Eead
the contents, my lord—I will write to your dicta-

tion. Perhaps I can feel to write, if I cannot

$ee."

The Marquis of Eagledean was naturally too

generous-hearted not to feel some small amount of

pity for this woman whose mind, as he full well

perceived, was now full of strange confusion and
wildering trouble. But he could not retreat—he

could not spare her one single pang that it cost her

to fulfd the terms that he had imposed. In a slow

and measured voice, he read from the paper which

he held in his hand ; and she went on writin^j.

But she scarcely knew what it was that she thus

put down to his dictation : her hand moved me-
chanically—and it was in a kind of automaton-like

manner that she guided the pen over the paper.

All this while her countenance was very pale : her

olive complexion gave it a tinge of ghastly sallow-

ni'ss;— but her eyes burnt like living coals, and
felt as such in their sockets.

At length the task was completed ; and flinging

down the pen, Lady Saxondale merely ejaculated,

" There !"

Tlie Marquis of Eagledean took up the document
which she had just finished—glanced rapidly over it

—satisfied himself that it was correct — and per-

ceived that the signature was duly affixed. He
Could not help observing tliat the wriiing was sin-

gularly regular, preserving all the gracefulness and
beauty of a delicate female hand. Lady Saxondale

gazed lixcdly upon him—butj'et in a strange vacant

manner—as he thus examined the paper ; and when
he liad consigned it to his pocket-book, she said,

" Now, niy lord, are you satialied that I have
staniiK'd tUe ruin of ray reputati in ?"

"Lady Saxondale," he replied, "you must bear

in raiiul that you have drawn all this upon yourself.

But if it be a solace to you—although you have
little riglit indeed to expect any consohitory assur-

ance at my hands, after having instigated a bravo
to lake my life

"

" But this solace—this solace that yea speak of—
what is it ?" she demanded petulantly.

" I was about to say that it is not my purpose to

blazon this document forth to the world. It will be
placed in the hands of Lady Macdonald, who is

acquainted with all the circle of your friends, anH

who can tlius contradict the calumny wheresoever

you spread it. This is absolutely necessary: but

beyond that proceeding, no advantage will be taken

of the confession you have made."
" Oh ! it is most kind of you," said Lady Saxon-

dale, with bitterest irony upon her pale quivering

lip, " to proffer me such a solace as this ! Pray, my
lord, for whose opinion think you I care, save for

that of the circle of my friends?—and there my
reputation is to be ruined ! Do not therefore make
a merit of something for which I do not thank you.

Perhaps you would wish me to go down upon my
knees and cringingly express my gratitude that you

do not placard a printed statement on every wall

throughout the metropolis? But enough!" she

abruptly cried, with an equally sudden recovery of

an air of haughty fortitude, blended even with

defiance. " You assured me that when once pos-

sessed of that document, you would take your
departure."

"And I will keep my word," rejoined the Mar-
quis: then with a bow he issued forth from the

library.

Lady Saxondale was now alone. For some minutes

she stood with her eyes fixed in a str^m^e manner in

the direction of the door by which Lord Eagledean
had taken his departure: but she was in reality

gazing upon vacancy. Her features, ghastly pale,

were rigid with despair: she looked like a woman
who had nothing worth living for in this world,

—

a woman from whose soul every earthly hope had
fled, and whose only mood was a li)ngiug fur self-

destruction. Slowly she began to pace to and fro in

that spacious library. Heaven alon.; can t^dl how
great was the anguish of her thoughts, or what dark

and terrible things kept trooping through her mind.

However enormous her guilt— however manifold

her crimes—however immense her turpitude,—there

assuredly was a punishment for it all even in this

world -a hell which she experienced even on this

side of the grave, and the tortures of wliich were

racking her then and there. For more than an

hour did she remain by herself in the library. At
the expiration of that time she rang the bell; and

arming herself with as much composure as possible,

awaited the entrance of the domestic in answer to

that summons. In a few moment-s the door opened,

and a footman entered.

" Has the Marquis of Eiglodcan taken his depar-

ture ?" she asked, in a voice so coll that it appeared

to the man to be strangely calm and firm.

"He has, my lady," was the response; "nearly

an hour ago."

"And Lord Harold Staunton?"
" His lordship wont away with the Marquis."

"How did thoy go?" inquired Lady Saxondale,

after a brief pause.

"The Marquis of Eagledean had a post-chaise

waiting t!ic whole time that he was here," rejoined

the domestic,

" Aud do you know," wa? her ladyship's next

question, "in whicli direction they went?"
" To Liucolu, my lady," was the answer ;

" and
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I heard the Marquis say to Mr. Deaison that he

and Lord Harold were going back to London with

the least possible delay."

" It is well," murmured Lady Saxondale to her-

self. " But the Denisons ?"

" They have all taken their departure, my lady.

They waited until the Marquis of Eagledean had

terminated his interview with your ladyship—and I

heard Mr. Denison press his lordship to stay with

him a few days but "

" The Denisons are gone, then ? And the others

Mr. Hawkshaw and all those, I mean, who
were assembled at the Castle ere now "

I

" They are gone, my lady."

" That will do," responded the mistress of the

mansion : and she turned away to one of the win-
|

dows of the library.

The servant disappeared : Lady Saxondale was

once more alone. But had any one been present to

observe her now, he might have supposed that she

was gaaing forth upon the beautiful landscape of

garden and park, grove and field, which stretched

before her as far as the eye could reach ; and yet

she saw nothing of it at all—no, not a single feature

of that fair prospect. She was once more gazing '

upon vacancy. For some minutes did she remain i

thus—and then abruptly turned away from the case- ,

ment.

"At all events," she muttered to herself, "the

Marquis is keeping his word : there is nothing to be

apprehended. Had he purposed to deceive me—
had he intended to invoke the yengeance of jus-

tice against me— he would not have taken hia

prompt departure for London thus. But does my
resolve remain the same? Yes, yes: it does—it

must. And now to see Juliana
!"

Lady Saxondale went forth from the library

—ascended the staircase—and proceeded to her

daughter's chamber, Juliana had thrown aside—or
rather torn off—the bridal-dress : it lay scattered in

fragments upon the floor. She had hurried on
another garment; and she was now half reclining

upon a sofa in that bed-chamber, the image of blank

despair. All tint of vital colouring had fled from

her cheeks : her countenance was as ghastly pale as

that of her mother;—or rather, with its olive com-
plexion, it had that same shade of corpse-like sallow-

ness. Her elbow rested upon the elevated extremity

of the sofa—her hand supported her head-her hair

had become disarranged in the fit of frenzied spite

with which she had torn off the bridal (rappmgs,

and it flowed in dishevelled but luxuriant masses

over her shoulders. She did not hear her mother
enter the room ; and even when Lady Saxondale

stoo.l before her, she did not seem to notice her pre-

sence. We may say of her as we have just now said

of the mother herself, that she looked a being who
had no farther concern with this world, save and
except to escape from it as speedily as possible.

" Juliana," said Lady Saxondale, in a low cold

voice, " what do you intend to do?"
"Did you speak, mother?" she asked, slowly

looking up, but without othcrvviso altering her posi-

tion on the sofa: and though her eyes were now
fixed on Lady Saxondale's countenance, there was
still the vacancy of blank despair in their gaze.

"Yes—I spoke, Juliana—and I asked you what
you purposed to do ?

"

"Wh»t can I do, mother? what would you have

me do? am I not lost—ruined—undone? My God,

what have I 8ufi"ered within the last two or three

hours ! And you came not near me, mother '*

" Yes : I came up to you almost immediately after

you fled from the drawing-room," replied Lady
Saxondale, " and when you were rending off your

bridal-dress."

" Ah, the bridal-dress 1" echoed Juliana bitterly

:

and for an instant her features were convulsed with

the horrible nature of her thoughts. " True—I re-

collect—you came up : but you did not remain

long."

" No : for I myself went to lay aside my oridal-

dress. And then I was summoned into the pre-

sence of that tyrant Marquis who seemed to have

grasped my destinies in his hand."
" And what wanted he with you, mother ?" in-

quired Juliana, but without the excitement of

curiosity: she spoke in the low deep accents of

illimitable despair.

"To sign away my reputation, as your's had

already been sacrificed in the drawing-room— to

confess myself the slanderer of William Deveril

—

to avow that it was I who made overtures to him,

and not he to me—that he repulsed mine -and that

I calumniated him in all that I subsequently

said !"

" Well, mother," said Juliana, " and now I will

in my tarn ask what you propose to do? But
first of all tell me what has become of the guests

assembled here some three hours back, and in whose

presence I endured that fearful shame—that tre-

mendous exposure—that crowning ignominy?"
" Where are those guests—our/rtencZs, I suppose

you mean ?" said Lady Saxondale bitterly. " They

are all gone, every one of them—gone, no doubt to

proclaim to their acquaintances all that occurred at

the Castle—so that within twenty-four hours the

whole county will ring with the intelligence, and

within a few days the news will be propagated

throughout the kingdom."
" It is horrible 1 it is horrible !" said Juliana,

shuddering visibly. " And L'lrd Harold ?"

" Gone too," quickly rejoined her mother. " Why
should he stay ?"

"Yes—why? He is gone. I presume, with hia

uncle, whom he will tell— if he has not told him
already," said Juliana, " that he has been your

paramour."
" Aye !" rejoined her ladyship ;

" and he may per-

haps confess other things. Who knows? But it

matters not. My resolve is taken."

"And my resolve also," replied Juliana, not

heeding the other words Lady Saxondale had

just uttered, and which indeed she comprehended

not. "Yes—my resolve is taken !"

Then the mother and daughter looked each

other steadily in the face: their eyes met—and a

terrible free-masonry all of a sudden sprang into

existence between the soul of the one and the soul

of the other.

" I understand you, Juliana," said Lady Saxoi>

dale :
" I know what your resolve is."

" And I understand you likewise, mother," was

the daughter's response ;
" and I know what your

resolve is."

"To die!"

"^Ycs -to die
!"

On cither side those brief monosyllables wore
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spoken firmly and resolutely, with a depth of dos-

peration which the looks of the speakers likewise

lisplayed ; and then again did they gaze upon each

»ther in a manner that would have been very terri-

ble for an observer to contemplate, if any such

observer had been present at the time. But there

was none. Mother and daughter were alone to-

getlier in that chamber.
" Yes," resumed Lady Saxondale after a pause,

"that is my re olve to die! Nevermore can I

show my face to the world. I, who once stood upon

so lofty a pcddstal, shall soon become a degraded, a

dishonoured, and a branded being! Besides, there

are other reasons But no matter. I repeat—my
resolve is taken—to die !"

" And mine also," said Juliana. " I perhaps have

less to live for than you. My disgrace is so signal—

my dishonour so flagrant—my branding so terrible.

And then, too, I have acquired the certainty that

my amour with the now hated and detested Francis

Paton "

"I understand you, Juliana: you need say no

more. We must both die. Will you that we die

together?"

"Yes, yes—let us die together!" rejoined the

daughter, clutching at the idea. "It may be a

solace to have companionship even in death! 1

could almost love you once again, mother, for having

made the offer."

" We will die together, Juliana :"—and then Lady
Saxondale seated herself by her daughter's side

upon the sofa—and they began to converse to-

gether in low ominous whispers, at the same time

keeping their looks fixed upon each other with a

strange, a sinister, and an awful meaning.

For five minutes did they thus discourse; and

at the expiration of that interval Lady Saxondale

rose up from the seat she had taken by her

daughter's side.

"And you will have the courage, Juliana," she

observed, "to maintain a calm and collected de-

meanour for the remainder of the day, in the pre-

gence of the domestics ?"

" Mother, my looks shall be as calm and collected

as your own," was the response, firmly and reso-

lutely given. "If aught of our intention be be-

trayed, it shall not be my fault."

" Nor mine," rejoined Lady Saxondale : and she

then quitted her daughter's chamber.

Descending once more to the library, she sat

down at the table there and began to write. The
statement she wrote was a lengthy one ; and when
she had finished it, she folded it up and placed it

in an envelope, which she carefully sealed. Then
she addressed the packet to the Lord High Chan-
cellor of the United Kingdom, and locked it up in

her writing-desk.
" At all events," she muttered to herself, " I will

perform an act of vengeance before I go out of the

world. Yes," she added, a fearfully malignant ex-

pression sweeping;^ over her countenance, "that

viper whom I have cherished and who has so

often stung me, shall bitterly rue the insults he has

made me endure! He will bo trampled beneath

society's heel Ah, I shall be avenged upon him!
I shall be avenged upon him !"

The dinner-bell now rang ; and Lady Saxondale
proceeded to the apartment where the meal was
served up. Juliana speedily joined her mother

there ; and the domestics who waited at table, could

not help exchanging furtive looks of surprise at the

coolness with which the two ladies appeared to take

tiie terrific scene of the morning. And those ladies

—mother and daughter—allowed everything to go

on in the usual way : they did not dismiss the ser-

vants from the room— they did not seem to be

afraid or ashamed to look them in the face—they
suffered all the ceremonies of the dinner-table to

pass through the wonted routine. They ascended

to the drawing-room, where they took coffee ; and
soon after ten o'clock, they separated to retire t«

their respective chambers.

CHAPTER CVIIL

SELF ASPHYXIATION.

It was about eleven o'clock when Lady Saxondale,

enveloped in a negUgee wrapper, and her feet thrust

into slippers, issued forth from her bed-room and
descended to the kitchen-premises of the Castle.

She had previously assured herself, as well as she

was able by attentive listening, that all the do-

mestics had withdrawn to their rooms : but if she

had happened to meet any one who had not yet

retired, she had an excuse ready. She would have

said that she was ill—she wanted something—the

bell-pull in her chamber was broken—and so she

was descending to procure for herself what she re-

quired. But she met no one : and with a wax-

candle in her hand, she entered the spacious

kitchen.

There she filled a la'ge portable brajier with a

quantity of charcoal, of which she had previously

known an abundance was always kept for culinary

purposes. This brazier she concealed beneath the

ample folds of her wrapper; and retraced her way
without encountering a soul. But instead of re-

turning to her own chamber. Lady Saxondale struck

off into the passages and ccfrridors leading to the

western side of the Castle — that portion of the

immense edifice, which, as the reader will remember,

was untenanted, and which contained the tapestry-

rooms and the chapel. She extinguished the light

on passing along the passage whence those tapestry-

rooms opened on the one side, and whence a'n array

of windows looked from the other upon the court-

yard. This precaution was taken to prevent any

of the domestics on the opposite side of the quad-

rangle from perceiving a light moving about in that

passage. Well however did Lady Saxondale know

her way, even if utter darkness had prevailed: but

there was a glimmering of moonlight—and thus she

had not the slightest difficulty in reaching that

tapestry-room whic'j was nearest to the chapel. There

she lighted the wax-candle by means of matches

which she had brought for the purpose: and de-

positing the brazier on the carpet, she listened at

the door, which she held ajar. In a few moments

she heard the light sounds of footsteps advancing

along the corridor ; and Juliana promptly made her

appearance.

Miss Farcfield was clad in a similar negligent

manner as her mother : that is to say, she had on a

wrapper and slippers. Her raven hair lay all un-

confined in heavy masses upon her half-naked

shoulders. She carried in her Laud a small
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chamber-lamp, the light of which sho had also ex

tiaguished for the same precautionary reason that

had influenced Lady Saxondale in a similar respect

She entered the room ; and her ladyship closed and

locked the door.

Although the wax-candle was burning, yet Juliana

proceeded—quite in a mechanical way—to light the

lamp which she had brought with her: for, as the

reader may readily suppose, her thoughts were in a

somewhat disordered state: there was an awful

horror in her mind. And now the mother and

daughter once more looked each other fixedly in the

face. Both were of a death-like pallor : but in the

countenance of each there was an expression of

gtcrn resolve. Their eyes burnt like fire. They were

living jet in a state of internal candescence—with

the light shining through, sinister and ominous

—

and shooting out rays bright and vivid. Wonderful

I

was the resemblance between tliem both at this

' moment. Great was it on all occasions; for the

mother looked much younger than she really was,

j

and the daughter somewhat older : but the likeness

between them now, was pre-eminently striking, had

! any observer been by to be smitten by it. We have

often said, in the course of this narrative, that they

were both grandly handsome, with & nobly aquiline

j

cast of features : in form and symmetry, too, they

I were both alike splendid women,—and as they stood
'

there, in the middle of that chamber, gazing upon

I

each other— the light drapery developing rather

!
than concealing the superb contours and rich pro-

j

portions of each shape—they resembled the classic

j
effigies of heathen goddesses,—but goddesses repre-

senting evil principles personified in beauteous

forms

!

It was not long that they stood thus contemplate

mg each other,—looking down into the depths of

each other's eyes, to obtain the mutual assurance

that their resolve continued the same,—that dark

resolve, so desperately taken,—and that there was

no wavering, no vacillation, no timidity on either

side. They did not need to ask each other the

question in words : their looks were sufficient—and

each saw that the other was staunch and firm.

" Now, Juliana, to work !" said Lady Saxondale.
" Draw you the curtains closely over the windows

—

end I will perform my part."

Miss Fareficld moved slowly towards the case-

ments: but her hands were firm as she did what her

mother told her. On the other side. Lady Saxondale

gathered up the rug, tore down a quantity of that

tapestry which had so long been an object of interest

and curiosity for all visitors to the Castle, and with

these materials proceeded to stop up the mouth
of the chimney. Then she thrust her handkerchief

into the keyhole of the door; and another piece of

tapestry was carefully stulfed underneath that door,

by aid of the point of the snuffers which belonged

to the chamber-candlestick she had brought with

her.

"Now, Juliana," she said, in a voice that was
deep and low, but firm and resolute, " our prepara-

tions are completed—and one thing alone remains

to be done."
" I understand, mother," responded the daughter,

in a voice precisely similar to that of Lady Saxon-

dale. " Proceed."

Then the mother, placing the braaier in the

middle of the r«om, stooped down and lighted the

charcoal. Juliana stood by and watched the operfc

tinn. The charcoal quickly began to crackle nui
send forth sparks; for Lady Saxondale fanned il

with her breath. Juliana now moved slowly away
from -hat instrument of death, and laid herself

upon a sofa. Precisely opposite there was another

sofa; and on this did the mother sit down. Fire

minutes had by this time elapsed from the moment
when the charcoal was first lighted ; and both th«

ladies began to experience a slight head-ache.

"Do you think, mother," asked Juhana, "that

these means of destruction are sure ?"

" So sure," responded her ladyship, " that if your
heart fail not, neither of us will ever go forth alir*

from this room."
" My heart will not fail," said Juliana.

" Had I not been convinced of the efficacy of

that," resumed the mother, pointing towards the

brazier, which was crackling and sparkling in the

middle of the room, " I should have suggested other

means. I possess poison, Juliana—poison the mo«*

rapid and subtle: but I did not propose that w#

should use it, because we had agreed to die to

gether
"

" And you thought," observed Juliana, " that 6
we had decided upon poison, and you had swallowed

your's a few moments before I raised mine to my
lips, my heart would fail me and I should livt

on ?"

" Your conjecture is partially right," rejoined hai

ladyship; " but not altogether so. I could not

endure the idea of striking myself down with »

sudden blow—of going out of this world all in an
instant, as if smitten with a thunderbolt or blasted

with a flash of lightning. Besides, there is some-

thing grand and magnanimous in testing one'f

courage thus."

" Yes," said Juliana, taking up the same strain of

ideas, the better to nerve herself and support the

fortitude which already armed her :
" there is in-

deed something lofty and courageous in thus behold-

ing Death advance at a slow and solemn pace. My
fancy is now putting me to the test. I fix my ga«e

on the remotest corner of the room. Methinks I
behold a grim shape gradually developing itself: it

is the shape of a skeleton, with a crown upon hia

fleshless head, and a dart in its long, slender arm.

11^ is the King of Terrors, as poets have described

and artists have depicted him. Think you, mother,

that you behold that shape ?"

" Your words have conjured it up to my imagi-

nation," replied Lady Saxondale, " as vividly as it

seems to bo advancing towards yourself. But what
do you feel now ?"

" My head-ache is increasing," responded Juliana.

" And mine also," said the mother. " More than

that—I have a constriction of the throat aad a

painful sensation in the eyes."

" Yes—a pricking sensation, as if millions of in-

visible needles were gently touching the orbs with

their points."

There was a brief pause in the conversation now

;

and Lady Saxondale, who had hitherto been sittinj

on the sofa, changed her position into a reilining

one. Meanwhile the combustion of the charcoal

was proceeding rapidly ; and the room was tilling

with smoke. Tlie lamp burnt on one table—the

candle on another ; and both the lights were losing

their brightness— the latter burning more dimlj
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teeth chattering audibly; while yet the perspiration

waa pouring down her cheeks.

"And I toosuflfcr horribly," said Lady Saxoodale,

in a low voice and speaking with dilHeulty. " Does
the lamp still burn ?"

"Yes: it burns—but so dimly—so dimly!"
" I cannot see it—and yet my eyes are wide open.

All is blackness. Juliana, have you—have vou

—

the— the courage to proceed ?"

" Oh, mother !" murmured Miss Farefield ;
" why

did you say that ? You have suddenly given m©
a love of lite Oh, to live! My God, to live!"

"What!" spoke Lady Saxondale, but very feeblj

and painfully :
" to dare the scoru of the world ?"

"Yes -to dare anything, if it be only to live! I

suffer horribly Water, water ! would to

heaven that I had water ! My strength is failinj

fast."

"And mine too—and mine too," murmured the

mother: and then in scarcefy audible accents, she

said, " Water, water !"

"Oh, I cannot endure it—I must live—I must
live !" resumed the wretched JuHana. " I wdl drag

myself to the door and open it No: the win-

dow is nearer 1 will drag myself thither—I will

dash my hand through the glass
"

Lady Saxondale only groaned ; and Juliana knew
not whether it was in assent of her proposition, or

otherwise. She raised herself up from the sofa - she

could scarcely stand—she steadied herself by hold-

ing on to the bead of that sofa : then, like a child in

its earliest experimental endeavours to walk, she

quitted her hold on the sofa and staggered forward

a few paces.

" BUndness seizes upon me," she murmureil :
" or

else the lamp has gone out. O Q-od, this—this is

death !"—and she fell down heavily.

At that instant one of the windows of the chamber

was gently raised; and a subdued ejaculation of

mingled astonishment and alarm was uttered in a

gruff voice. Some one was entering by that win-

dow : the fumes of the charcoal, gushing out tlirougli

the vent thus afforded, had almost stilled the indi-

vidual; and if he had not been endowed with great

presence of mind, he would have fallen. But ho

kept his hold—yet paused for a few instants to

ascertain the reason of that which had evoked tbo

exclamation from his lips. Tiie curtains blew asido

—the lamp, which was not extinguished, tlaujod up

once more as the fresh air entered—and the person

at the casement was now enabled to plunge his

looks into the apartment. To his increased ain:ue-

ment ho beheld two females slowly raising tliom-

selves up from the lloor and looking vacantly an lund.

One of these he immediately recognized to be L:idy

Saxondale; and hesitating no longer, he stopped

into the room. Her ladyship, reviving more rapidly

thanlicr daughter, soon came b;ick to complete con-

sciousness; and the first object which struck her,

was the well-known form of ChilEa the Can-

nibal !

" Well, I'm biowed if ever I saw such a ruiu rig

as this," muttered that individual in his usual

growling tone: and his eyes settling upon the brasier

wbieli an intervening table had concealed from bis

view when he was at the window, he couiprchctided

it all in im instant.

Snatching up that brazier, in which the charcoal

wab uuw burning niurc brightly than before on ac«

than the former, which was protected by a globe of

gixiund glass.

" How do you feel now ?" asked Lady Saxondale,

nt the expiration of a few minutes ; and it was alto-

gether a quarter of an hour since the charcoal had

first been lighted.

"My head-ache is incr asing," replied Juliana:

" the room is filling with smoke - it gets into my
throat, which is as dry as if I had been swallowing

ashes."
" Those are exactly my sensations," observed Lady

Saxondale. "And now, too, that pricking feeling

is felt in the nostrils."

" And in mine," said Juliana. " My eyes too

water very much. If I close them, they feel as if

myriads of particles of dust were under the lids-^—

Ah, I am beginning to suffer much now."
" And I too. A shivering is passing through my

frame. Juliana, shall we take one last embrace ?"

" Yes, mother, if you will. Besides, it would look

o much better to be discovered lying dead in each

other's arms."
" I will come to you :" and Lady Saxondale en-

deavoured to raise herself up from the sofa ; but she

eank back, overpowered with a stifling sensation.

" Ne\i rtheless, I will!" she muttered to herself:

and w itn another effort she gained her feet.

She walked in a staggering manner across the

room, looking as if she were inebriated—ready to

eiuk down every moment — but battling with a

wondrous energy against the oppressive sensation

which was upon her. She however succeeded in

reaching the sofa where Juliana lay—and then

literally tumbled down upon her. Th« sofa was

a wide one : they lay down together, winding

their arms about each other's neck. They kissed

each other— and with far more tenderness than for

a long, long time past they had mutually displayed.

There was a profound silence for about three

minutes; and the perspiration was pouring off their

countenances, though they were both shivering

with a sensation of cold throughout their entire

forms.

" Oh, how I suffer !" at length murmured Juliana.

" My head-ache is terrific. 1 feel as if 1 should like

to sit up."

"And I also," said Lady Saxondale.

They accorthngly both raised themselves to a
sitting posture on the sofa, being still side by side:

and then they I'elt a little better.

" Would it not be a curious document to publish,"

said Juliana, " if we had agreed at the outset to

write down in detail all the sensations attendant on
this self-asphyxiation ?"

" Yes—very curious," responded the mother.
•• But what an idea, Juliana !"

"The caudle has gone out—the lamp gives but a
feeble i;liiDmering light. I know not how it is,"

ad.leil Juliana, "but I should not like to die in the

•bivkness. 1 hope the lamp will last. Oh, how
heavy feels my head pow ! I must lie down

" But I shall endeavour to walk," said the mother

:

this time however she was utterly unable to gain
her I'eet; and slipping trom the sofa while making
the attempt, she fell upon the floor.

" My ears tingle— I feel a dreadful sickness—my
he:id-achc is violent beyond enduring. And, Oh!
thi^^aliiveriug- this shivering!" added Juliana, hur
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count of the influx of fresh air, he took it to the

casement and flung it out. It dropped with a loud

splash and a terrific hissinir sound into the Trent

;

and the next moment all was still once more.

Lady Saxondale, now completely recovered so far

88 her senses were concerned—^^but feeling very ill

and weak—hastened to assist Juliana to rise: and

when the daughter's looks settled upon the dread-

ful countenance of the Cannibal, she was seized

with a stupifying horror. The thought that flashed

to her miud was that she had passed into the other

world, and that Satan had her in hii power. She

therefore sank down again, with a heavy moan, upon

the floor.

" Conceal yourself—hasten behind the curtains,"

said Lady Saxondale, in a quick whispering voice

to Chiffin. " I will come to you presently."

The Cannibal hastened to obey her ladyship's

instructions; and when he was hidden behind the

draperies of the window that remained closed, she

beut over her daughter, saying, " lliso, Juliana-

shake off this lethargy—rise, I conjure you!"

Miss Farcfield opened her eyes once more and

threw her fearful looks around ;.—but encguntcring

not the dread object which ha»l filled her with so

much horror, she began to fancy it was a dream,

and look courage.

" We are nut to die this time," whispered Lady
Saxondale: "you sought to be saved, Juliana—and

you are saved!"
" Water, mother—water !" murmured the young

lady. " I am parched with thirst."

"There is none hero—you much make an effort

to reach your chamber—I will go with you. There !

lean upon me— cling to me, if you will: but do,

for heaven's sake, exert all your energies I Come,

Juliana—come !"

Miss Fareficld stood up; and hanging to her

mother's arm, moved slowly towards the door.

There her ladyship speedily tore away the tapestry

that had been thrust underneath ; and when the

door was opened, the draught created between the

passage and the window by which Chitfia had en-

tered, tended considerably to revive Juliana. The
mother and daughter threaded their way through

the semi-obscurity of the passages and corridors,

towards that part of tho building in which their

own chambers were situated ; and on reaching Ju-

liana's apartment, they both drank largo draughts

of water with avidity. Lady Saxondale liglited a

candle, hastened to the dining-room, and procured

some wine. Iteturniug to her daughter's chamber,

they both partook of that wine ; and they felt still

more refreshed—still more invigorated.

" It appears to me all a dream," said Juliana,

who had thrown herself upon the sofa. " But tell

me—whom did I see ? how was it that we were

saved ? who was that intruder ?"

" Some robber that broke in," replied Lady
Saxondale. "Did you not observe how precipitately

he fled ? But, no—you could not observe it
"

•'I observed, mother, that he stood in the middle

of the room," interrupted Juliana, "not exactly as a

robber— but as one who seemed to be conscious of

full impunity there,"

" Never mind who he was, Juliana. Got you to

bed. You will no doubt be very ill to-morrow - you
will perhaps have to keep your chamber for a day or

Iwo-"
"

" But the state of that room—the torn tapestries

—the odour of the charcoal ! Suspicions will be

excited
"

" Leave it all to me," quickly rejoined the mother.

"But answer me, Juliana! Do you intend to lire?

Remember—I have a subtle poison
"

" Oh, no—no ! mention it not 1" and the young

lady's countenance was convulsed with agonized

horror as she spoke. "I have looked Death too

closely in the face not to love the life which ii re-

stored to me, although it is a life of disgrace and
dishonour. But you, mother—do you still think of

self-destruction ?"

"No, Juliana — no!" replied Lady Saxondale,

with a visible shudder. "I could not—I could

not !"

Miss Farefield entered her couch; and Lady
Saxondale stole forth from the chamber. She was

80 weak and enfeebled she could scarcely drag her-

self along; and she would have given worlds, bad

she possessed them, to be enable I to go and seek

her own bod. But she was compelled to return to

that room which had so nearly proved the scene of

death for herself and her daughter : she was com-

pelled to return thither, not merely to remove the

evidences of the deed that had been attempted, but

likewise to see wherefore Chitfin the Cannibal had

sought her this night. Ere proceeding thither, she

entered her own room—took a quantity of money in

notes and gold—and then retraced her way to the

western side of the bull iing.

On entering the apartment where she had left

the Cannibal, she felt so weak that she was forced

to fling herself upon the sofa. She found ChitHn

seated upon a chiwr, with his club in his hand, and

a griia expression of wonder still upon his counte-

nance.
" Well, my lady," he said, " it seems to me that

I interrupted as pretty a sport as ever was going

on in an autumn night. What the deuce did it all

mean ?"

" Bo not ask me for explanations," replied her

ladyship quickly :
" you can doubtless full well con-

jecture—and all things considered, I rather thank

you fuii coming so opportunely But no matter!

Tell me — wlierefore have y^ou come ?"

" I thought it just likely," answered Chiffin,

" that you might wish to have a chat with me upon
different matters. You know you told me you
would look into the cliapel on certain nights at

eleven o'clock. This is one of tho nights ; and

though I am an hour behind my time through

getting down into these parts later than I thought

I should, yet I resolved to look in. If so be I

hadn't met your ladyship, I should have settled

myself for a comfortable nap on one of them sofas,

and should have got away afore d.ay-brcak with

the intention of coming back again on the next ap.

pointed night. Bit do tell me—what has hap-

pened to make your ladyship and that 'ansom

daughter of your'u try to kill y. urselves? I don't

ask out of idle curiositj', but because I know some-

thing of your affairs
"

" Again I say do not question me!" interrupted

her ladyship petulantly. '• But yes," she added, aa

a recollection struck her, " I had better t<;ll you.

You have mudo some attempt to get rid of thosa

two persons
"

"To bo sure -and that's one thing I wanted to
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cliat about," remarked Chiffin ; "cause why, you

must take the will for the deed, and shell out at

least a part of the reward promised at the time

—

perticklar as I nearly got killed myself in trying to

gend tliosc two chaps comfortably and quietly out

of the world."
" Yes. yes - you shall have money—I knew you

required it—I have brought it with me. Here it

is."

" Thank 'ee kindly, ma'am," said the Cannibal,

rising from his chair to receive the amount, which,

without inspecting it, he judged to be pretty consi-

derable. " And now about this here business I was
going to tell you of But, ah ! what the deuce is

that ?"

" Away, away with you !" cried Lady Saxondale,

seized with a wild affright: for the cause of the

Cannibal's sudden ejaculation was a violent pealing

of the bell at the Castle-entrance, and the sounds

of which rang throughout the entire building.

The Cannibal stuffed the bank-notes and gold

into one of his pockets and was flying to the open

window, when, suddenly recollecting something, he

stopped short for a moment, and said, " When and

where shall I see you again, ma'am ?"

" Go back to London—do not remain in this

neighbourhood—for heaven's sake don't!" ejacu-

lated her ladyship. " I shall myself be in London
in a few days—I will write to you Away

!

away !"

She was in a condition of wild excitement; and

Chiffin the Cannibal, fea-ing that his situation was
indeed precarious, made a speedy exit by means of

the v-findow, w .ich Lady Saxondale hastened to

close after him. Then she tore down the bundle of

tapestry from the chimney —dragged it into the

middle of the room—and left it there. Sualching

up the lamp— (the candlestick she had taken with

her when leading Juliana away)—she sped back in

the direction of her own chamber. Fortunately she

succeeded in gaining it without being observed,

though several of the domestics were now moving
about : for that loud and continuous pealing at the

bell had alarmed the entire household. Lady Saxon-

dale now rang her own bell; and Lucilla, .half-

dressed and with frightened looks, almost imme-
diately made her appearance.

"What is the matter ?" demanded her ladyship,

in a quick and excited voice. " Go ana see—hasten

—and return spceiily."

Lucilla departed to obey the orders of her mis-

tress, who, fearful lest Juliana might in a moment
of apprehension betray something of the night's

proceedings, lost no time in repairing to her

chamber. Miss Farufield was indeed seriously

alarmed, and was almost in an hysturic.il state,

—

which, strong-miiidcil though she were, was .scarcely

to be wondered at, after the dreadful excilemcnt

she l.ad gone through in the day, and the cUbets of

tlie suicidal attempt so recently made.

"For heaven's sake, exhibit no weakness now I"

said Lady Saxondale. " Kemain quiet—I will tell

the maids that i have been to reassure you—do not

ring for them—do not quit your bid — but endeavour

to obtain some rest. 1 understand the cause of this

pealing at the gate. That man threw tlie burunig

brazier out of the window: doubtless it was scon

by persons in the neighbourhood "

" But the state of the room ?" inturrviptud

Juliana ; " the torn tapestry—the odour of the

charcoal "

" That odour is not perceptible now," quickly

responded Lady Saxondale :
" the fresh breeie

through the window has taken it away. Never
mind the torn tapestry—let the servants and those

persons who have come to give the alarm, form

what surmise they will. And now compose yoursol.'',

Juliana—compose yourself: we have so much need

of all our fortitude
!"

With these words Lady Saxondale quitted the

chamber, and returned to her own apartment

There she was almost immediately joined by Lucilla,

who informed her that a couple of labourers, passing

I

through the fields on the other side of the river, had

seen what appeared to be a ball of fire shoot forth

from one" of the windows of the ta[)estry-rooms

;

and that crossing the bridge, which was at a little

distance from the castle, they had come round to

the front with all possible speed to give the alarm.

Lucilla farther observed that the butler and several

other servants had gone to examine the apartments

on the western side of the castle ; and that they

were all much alarmed at the intelligence they had

j

received.

I

Lady Saxondale, affecting to be much astonished

at Lucilla's information, threw an ample shawl over

her shoulders ; and bidding the girl follow with the

lamp, hastened towards the tapestry rooms. She

j

found the domestics and the two labourers in that

apartment where the double attempt at suicide had

been so ineffectually made; and the moment she

crossed the threshold, her ladyship pretended to be

as much enraged as surprised at the spectacle of

the torn tapestry. She demanded what it meant:
but, as a matter of course, no one could give her

any explanation. That some person had been there,

was evident enough : and it was indeed a puizle

for all, except Lady Saxon<lale herself, to form even

the slightest conjecture as to what motive anybody

could poss'.bly have had in destroying the ta|icstry.

The question likewise arose— what meant the bull

of fire which the labourers had seen ? Who could

explain this? The only person then present who
had the poiver to do so, did not clioose— but, on the

contrary, affected to bo as much astonished as the

rest.

There was a growing consternation upon the

Countenances of the domestics and t!ie labourers:

for, as the reader will recollect, it was not the first

time that strange stories had b.-en circu uted in re-

spect to the western side of Saxondale Castle: and
how was it now possible to account for that vivid

light which had shot forth from the wimlow, and
ha<l seemed to disappear in the river—or for that

torn tapestry and tlic disordered state of the room
—except by attributing tliese things to the freaks

of evil spirits? Lady Saxondnle, who on all pre-

vious occ.isions had wrathfully censured and strenu-

ously diseouiaged the superstiti.ius lal 'S that were

current in re3,n'ct to the Ca<tle, now appeared to

bo tlisniuyc^d and c<jnfounded, and to share tiio leri'ir

of the rest. K tiring from the nwtn, she waj

prom()tly followed by the others, who had no in-

clination to reniaiu beldnd in a place whioii they

now more firmly than ever bidiovcil to bo haunted.

t>rdering the door to be lock.-.l, L.idy SaxoudaU
relumed to the other part of the building; and

having liberally rewarded the libourers for tueir
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trouble, and recommended the servants to retire

to their respective chambers, she once more sought

her own.

In the afternoon of the following day Lady
Saxondale and Juliana took their departure from

the Castle ; and two days afterwards they set their

feet upon the French soil,—having resolved, for

many obvious reasons, to quit England for a time,

and settle themselves in some retired place on the

Continent, where her ladyship would be out of reach

of any danger, and both herself and daughter far

from the spliere where gossip and scandal were

so busy with their names.

Before concluding this chapter, it may perhaps be

necessary to give some few explanations respecting

Mr. Hawkshaw's conduct, in addition to those to

which he himself had given utterance before the

assembled guests at Saxondale Castle. It will be

recollected that up to the moment of the scene in

the conservatory at Mr. Denison's, Hawkshaw was

totally unsuspicious that Juliana Farofield was the

depraved and guilty heroine of Francis Patoa's nar-

rative. At the moment the Squire was entering

that conservatory, he was not aware that any other

persons were present: he was merely seeking its

refreshing coolness after the stifling heat of the

ball-room. But as he was crossing the threshold,

he heard voices ; and the words which Juliana was

uttering at the moment, struck as a terrible revela-

tion to his soul, making him stop short. He waa

literally confounded. Even if averse to hear any

more, he had not the power to move away : he was

transfixed to the spot. He seemed to be under the

influence of a horrible night-mare : but there was

nevertheless a tremendous reality .in the conver-

sation which was progressing, and every syllable of

which reached his ears. Tlie rows of stately plants

anu the mass of luxuriant foliage in the conservatory,

concealed him from the view of Frank and Juliana;

—and, rooted to the spot, he lost not a syllable that

was said. Fortunate was it for him that he was

thus paralysed with dismay—silenced and rendered

motionless by consternation : for he was thus en-

abled to collect his thoughts with a certain degree

of calmness, and to exercise a control over his feel-

ings. Had he given way to a sudden paroxysm of

excitement, it is possible that he would have sprung

forward, and levelling the most terrilio denuncia-

tions at Juliana, would have created a tremendous

uproar at Mr. Denison's house. But being thus

enabled to repress any such excitement, and to look

with a certain calmness at the entire picture of her

monstrous perfidy, his thoughts gradually settled

themselves into a resolve to take a signal revenge.

His love for Juliana became all in an instant

changed into the deadliest hate. He himself was

of so frank, honest, and confiding a disposition, that

it was natural he should be led to regard with the

direst aversion a being of so depraved a heart as

Juliana.

Mr. Hawkshaw's determination being thus

adopted, he of course felt the necessity of dissimulat-

ing to the utmost of his power towards Juliana,

until the moment for wreaking his revenge should

come. He experienced no animosity against young
Patou : for the latter knew not at the time that

Juliana was the object of Mr. Hawkshaw's love;

—

and even if he had known it, all that was criminal

between the youth and the young lady had taken

place long previously. Thus Hawkshaw's friendlj

conduct changed not towards the youth: but the

reader will perhaps remember how at breakfast on
the morning after the ball, Hawkshaw had taken

the opportunity of advising him most earnestly,

and in the strongest language, to shun as he would
a reptile the lady who was the object of his visil

into Lincolns lire. When they repaired to Mr
Denison's house to dinner, Mr. Hawkshaw took ac

opportunity of speaking aside to that geutlemao,

and revealed to him all he had overheard in the

consepvatory on the previous evening. Mr. Deni.

son was not merely amazed and shocked, but Uke-

wise felt himself and his family to be outraged by

the circunslance that such afoul ereatureas Juliana

should dare to frequent their dwelling as a friend

and guest. Nor less was he indignant and ecan-

dalizcd at the idea of the terrific cheat which

j

Juliana had contemplated to practise upon his

friend Hawkshaw. Therefore Mr. Denison had

willingly agreed to co-operate in Hawkshasv's de-

sign of making a tremendous exposure of the

profligate young lady. Hence the conversation

which took place between Mr. Denison and Frank
Paton after the dinner ; and hence too that letter

which Mr. Denison counselled Frank to write, and

which indeed he dictated. The Marquis of Eagle-

dean was then duly informed of all that was going

on; and he wrote back to say that he would be

present at Saxondale Castle on the day and precisely

at the hour fixed for the solemnization of the d'>uble

wedding. For the nobleman, as we have already

seen, conceived it to be a favourable opportunity

for rescuing his nephew Lord Harold from the

power of Lady Saxondale.

CHAPTER CIX.

TUE CA8TLEMAISE8.
•

Wb must now direct the attention of our readers to

the splendid mansion of the Earl of Castlemaino

at Kensin^'ton, one of the fashionable suburbs of

tl'.e Biitish metropolis. It cannot be forgotten how
Dr. Ferney was one night fetched hurriedly by the ,

Earl in person to that palatial residence, in order

to see the Countess, who had been taken danger i

ously ill after returning with her husband from • |

ballat the Duke of Harcourt's. It must also be

remembered how the physician, after visiting the

unhappy lady in the midst of the ravings of her

deHrium, in her own chamber, had reported to the

Earl that she was in a way to become a mother.

More than two mouths had elapsed since that

memorable night ; and Lady Castle. uaine had con- i

tinned dangerously ill. Throughout this long in-

terval her mind appeared to have fallen into the I

must alarming disorder : hi-r brain seemed to be

touched -her ravings were frequent and incoherent,

oftentimes rising into frenzy, and only suci-eeded

by the lull of an idiotic stupor. Not once during

those two months had she experienced a lucid

moment: or if she had, she was too much prostrate<i

and eufecbled at the time to give audible utterance

to any sane thoughts that might have collected

themselves in her mind.

Dr. Ferney had culled daily, with the exception

of that temporaiy absenoe from London whic)
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was caused by his visit to Saxondale Castle in respect whole conduct was an immense dissimulation—

a

to the mysterious death* of Mabel Stewart. An studied falsehood—a practised lie, admirably con-

eminent surgeon was likewise called in ; and thus cealed under the garb of truth

!

thfl Countess of Castlemaine had the best medical Since that night on which the Countess of Castle

attention that could be obtained. Lord Castlemaine maine's illness commenced, the Earl had spoken

had continued at the mansion during the whole of but little to Dr. Ferney. Every day he made in-

that interval of two months: so tlmt the world quiries respecting her ladyship's health—received

out-of-doors might naturally suppose him to be the answer—and said no more. Every day too he

profoundly solicitous as to his wife's health, not- paid a brief visit to the sick chamber,—sometimei

withstanding tlie whispered rumours which had for twice : but iu his inscrutable countenance neither

ome years been current that they lived not happily Mrs. Broughton (the senior lady's-maid) nor her

together. But if liis lordship had been habitually two junior assistants, could read what was passing

reserved and taciturn previous to his wife's illness, in his mind. They saw that he was profoundly

he had become still more so since that memorable mournful—and that was all. They could not even
night on which he learnt from Dr. Ferney's lips the tell whether this mournfulness arose on account of

certainty that her ladyship was in a way to become his wife's dangerous illness, or from any other cause,

a mother. He had kept much to his own private Sometimes the Earl would stand by the side of the

apartments ;—he seldom went out, scarcely even to couch when Priscilla was raving in delirium ; and
take necessary exercise : he abstained from society with arms folded across his chest, he would remain
—and frequently gave orders that the servants motionless, his eyes fixed upon her with an expres-

ehould represent him as being " not at home " when
|

sion that none present could comprehend. But
visitors called. ' though he might possibly be drinking in with
As a matter of course, the domestics whispered avidity every word that came from her lips

n great deal amongst themselves respecting all these when she spoke in those ravings, yet from
matters. Lord and Lady Castlemaine had been his manner it did not seem that he was inspired

married about seven years : but for the last four by any such degree of curiosity. At other times,

they had occupied separate chambers. Hitherto
^

when the invalid lay wrapped in unconsciousness—
no children had resulted from their union : but now a complete stupor of the senses—the Earl would
that under existing circumstances her ladyship was still stand gazing upon her; and still, too, could no
in a way to become a mother, and that the Earl one comprehend whether he felt pity for her con-

appeared not pleased with the prospect of the re- dition and hope that she would recover— or whether
eponsibility of paternity, it was indeed sufficient to the settled mournfulness of his looks might be trace-

induce the domestics thus to canvass the affair
;
able to some other feeling. But on none of these

amongst themseKes. But though it was scarcely ' occasions when he thus visited the sick-chamber,

possible to avoid some unpleasant suspicion in re- did the Countess recognize him : indeed she recog-

spect to the Countess, it was still more difficult on nized no one. When not plunged into stupor, her
the other hand to discover any proofs thereof, be-

\
thoughts seemed to be all in confusion—her mind

youd the fact that she was pregnant and that for appeared to be a wreck. One circumstance espe-

four years she and her husband had occupied dis- ' cially was noticed by Mrs. Broughton, and the
tinct apartments. The conduct of Priscilla—which two younger female dependants attached to her

was the lady's Christian name—^had ever appeared ladyship's own personal service. This was that

to be characterized by the strictest propriety: it Lord Castlemaine, on his visits to the room, never
was impossible to look around upon the circle of bent down to touch his wife's cheek with his lips—
her acquaintance, and fix upon a single male in- never bestowed upon her the slightest caress

—

dividual who had received any distinguishing mark never even so much as took her hand in his own.
of her favour. Even when in society, her behaviour

j

Mrs. Broughton was too discreet to gossip with
was equally unexceptionable. She never danced: the other domestics relative to the aSairs of their

the arm of no gay gallant ever encircled her waist master and mistress. She was a woman of forty—
in the voluptuous waltz : the eyes of no libertine had seen better days in earlier life—and was well

were ever thus furnished with an opportunity of brought up. She was devotedly attached to the
looking sensuously down into her own. Not one of Countess, in whose service she had been from the
the domestics, most of whom had been for some time of her ladyship's marriage with Lord Castle-

years in the establishment, could recollect a single maiae. If she did not however speak upon those

incident in the Countess of Castlemaine's proceedings subjects, Mrs. Broughton nevertheless rellceted often

to afford the slightest shadow of a justification and profoundly—without however bringing her me-
for suspecting her fair fame. Though eminently ditations to any satisfactory issue: for the whole
beautiful, and but in her twenty-fourth year—in affair seemed to bo involved in a strange mystery,
the bloom and glory of womanhood— at an ago and She knew full well that for four years the husband
in a position wlien a woman might naturally bo

[

and wife had occupied separate apartments—that

supposed to feel flattered by the incense of adu-
1 there had been a crtaiii estrangement between them

lation—Lady Castlemaine had by the difjnified re- in private, althougli they had done their best to

serve of her manners kept all idle flatterers and keep up proper appearances before the world,

would be admirers at a distance. So far from dis- ! Beyond all doubt was it that the Countess
playing the slightest levity, the propriety of her was in a way to bocoino a mother; and though
conduct appeared to have been based upon that Mrs. Broughton was astounded when the discovery

natural love of virtue which ever places a guard was made, yet how could she possibly suspect that

upon looks and language as well as upon actions, her mistress had gone astray ? If there had bMn
How, then, was it possible to believe that this lady an intrigue, it could well liavo been k.pt from the
had strayed istu the path of error, and that bor

.
knowledge of herself F Visits must hava boMu paid
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by the favoured gallant—or assignments made and
|

kept ; and if there were no visits to arrange such

appointments, there must have been messagps or

letters. But nothing of the sort liad come to Mrs.

Broughton's knowledge. She never even once re-

membered her mistress going out alone, unless she

could have been said to do so wlicn proceed-

ing by herself for an airing in the carriage; and

then, if she had committed any imprudence or done

anything suspicious, the coachman and footman in

attendance on the equipage would have been certain

to speak of it. They, however, in their gossippings

with the other servants, liad spoken to the exact

contrary : and altogether poor Mrs. Broughton was

as much perplexed as she was afflicted on account

of her beloved mistress.

One night—about two months after the com-

mencement of Lady Castlemaine's illness—Mrs.

Broughton was sitting in the invalid's chamber,

with a book in her hand, but engaged rather in

her own refleotions than in the contents of the

volume. Her mistress was slumbering soundly;

and Dr. Ferney, on paying hia evening visit, had de-

clared that there was a slight but nevertheless plainly

nsible improvement, both as regarded her physical

nealth and the state of her mind. Not that she had

regained complete mental self-possession; but she

had gazed less wildly and less vacantly upon the

physician—and he could tell by the expression

of her look that there was an incipient revival of the

reasoning power. Mrs. Broughton had been well

pleased at this intelligence ; and she was now re-

flecting upon it, as well as upon what circumstances

might transpire when her beloved mistress should

be enabled to converse rationally once more. It was

half past eleven o'clock—or perhaps even still nearer

midnight : a profound silence reigned through the

dwelling—for the servants of the household, always

of regular habits, had been accustomed to retire

still earlier than was their wont since the illness of

Lady Castlemaine. A nurse had been engagv;d to

attend upon her during her indisposition: but Mrs.

Broughton usually sent her about ten o'clock to her

own chamber, to snatch a couple or three hours'

sleep, so that she might pass the remainder of the

night in the invalid's room witliout so much danger

of yielding to slumber as if she obtained no rest at

all. Therefore it was Mrs. Broughton's practice to

keep watch during the first portion of the night:

and this she was doing now, on the particular occa-

sion of which wo are speaking.

The worthy woman was sitting in a large arm-

chair, with the .book in her baud, and her eyes

fixed upon the couch where her mistress lay. The

wax-candles were burning upon a table in the

middle of the room, whicli, being spacious, they did

not light completely. Presently Mrs. Broughton

fancied she hoard a door open in the suite of apart-

ments to which this bod-chamber belonged, and of

which it was the last. For next to the bed-chamber

was a boudoir, or luxuriously appointed lounging

and dressing-room : beyond that was a sitting-

room, where any intimate lady-friends might be

received by the mistress of the mansion when she

chose to dispense with the formality of descending

to the drawing-room. Beyond that sitting-room

was the ante-room, thus completing the suite, and

opening from a long and splendidly decorated cor-

ridor.

When Mrs. Broughton heard that door open,

it immediately occurred to her that it was the

nurse coming, and she therefore did not think it

strange. But as several minutes elapsed and no
one appeared, she began to wonder somewhat at

the circumstance: for she felt assured that she

had distinctly heard the sound in question,—and
she was almost equally certain that it was the door

between the boudoir and the sitting-r.jom. Still

she remained some few minutes longer, the thought

having occurred to her that the nurse might be
doing something in the boudoir. Indeed, she now
distinctly heard footsteps there—and then the noise

of a chair moving, as if some one bad knocked
against it.

Eemembering that there was no light in aay of

those rooms, it now struck her that the nurse had
come from the chamber above without a candle, and
was groping her way in the dark. So Mrs.

Broughton considerately rose from her chair and
hastened to open the door, that the light in the

bed-chamber might serve as a guide for the old

nurse thither. She did not take one of the wax-

candles in her hand ; and just a sufficiency of light

penetrated from the bed-chamber into the boudoir,

when the door was opened, to make objects dimly

visible in the latter place. Scarcely had Mrs.

Broughton thus opened that door, when through

the gloom of the boudoir she beheld the form

of a man. The individual instantaneously re-

treated, closing the opposite door of the boudoir

behind him ; and Mrs. Broughton was bo as-

tounded at the circumstance, that she had not

the presence of mind to follow immediately.

More than a minute elapsed ere she could suffi-

ciently recover herself to fly back to the table,

snatch up a light, and hasten through the rooms:

but on gaining the corridor, she beheld no one. AM
was still—a profound silence reigned through the

mansion. She passed along the corridor until she

reached the landing whence it branched oflF, and
whence on the opposite side another corridor led to

the private apartments of the Earl of Castlemaine,

as described in that chapter where our readers were

first introduced to the mansion.

Mrs. Broughton stood for a few moments in the

middle of that landing, listening with suspended

breath; but no sound met her ears. Should she

raise an alarm that there was some stranger in

the house? No: for the circumstance would at

once seem to stamp with conviction ihe dim
and vague suspicious already floating about

amongst the inmates of the dwelling in re-

spect to her beloved mistress. Besides, she did

not imagine for a moment that the intruder had

entered on a plundering expedition : she felt assured

that he was no evil-intentiouod burglar;—for brief

and transitory though the glimpse was which she

had obtained of him in the gloom of the boudoir,

she had nevertheless seen enough to judge that he

was a gon tlcman. This was the impression made
upon her mind ; and though, if questioned, she

could not have described anything definite as to his

appearance—much less a single feature of his face

—yet she knew that in respect to her general idea

of his being well dressed she was not mistaken.

She retraced her way to the bed-chamber; and

soon afterwards the old nurse made her appearano«,

Mrs. Broughton had not the slightest inclination



for sleep, and though she betmyed not her feel-

ings to tlio nurse, she noLwithstandiug felt too

mucli troubled and uneasy in her mind to seek

the solitude of her own chamber. She accord-

ingly resumed her seat in the sick room, remark-
ing to the nurse that not feeling tired, she would
sit up a little longer. Whether it were that the

nurse herself was unrefreshed by her own inter-

val of sleep—or whether it were that she thought
that as Mrs. Broughton was there, she might just

as well indulge in another nap—we cannot take

ti upon ourselves to decide. Certain however
was it that the old woman did gradually doze
off in her chair; while, on the other hand Mrs.
Broughton remained wide awake. Indeed, she
bad never in her life felt a greater disinclination

to close her eyes than on this present occasion.

She was literally haunted by the figure she had
Been ; and for the first time since the discovery

that Lady Castlomaine wns in a way to become
• mother, did Mrs. Broughton experience m vary
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serious misgiving as to the chastity of her mis-

tress. Hitherto tlie good woman had done her

best to banish everything savouring of suspicion

from her mind : but now she felt this suspicion

fastening itself upon her in a manner tliat defied

resistance—tightening its hold—clinging to her
witha tenacity whichitwasimpossible toshake off.

Was the Countiss, then, really guilty? had
she been in the habit of receiving the stealthy

and nocturnal visits of some paramour? did a
favoured gallant find means, totally unsuspected

by Iho household, to introduce himself into the

mansion and thread his way to her ladyship's

chamber? was some secret and cunningly do-

vised signal, incomprehensible to all but tho

guilty pair themselves, the method by which the

lover had on former occasions known when to

seek the lady's bower ? and was the visit of thia

night to bo accounted for by the supposition

that not having seen that signal, whatever it

might b&, for two luouths p*8t, be had refiolvod.
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,n tho desperation of suspense and tbe ardour of

love, to penetrate into the mansion at all risks and

endeavour to ascertain for himself tbe cause of that

cessation of tbe signal ? ,

When ouce a suspicion settles in tbe mind, it

speedily engenders a host of conjectures which

appear to furnish the most feasible means of clear-

ing up a mystery. So was it in Mrs. Broughtou's

case now; and hence all those imaginings and spe-

culations which wc have just recorded. But who

could the favoured gallant be that be did not know

of the lady's illness and thus be aware of the reason

why the love-siguul ceased to be given? or if be

were informed of that illness, how was it that be

proved himself, rash or indiscreet enough thus to

think of penetrating to a sick chamber where he

might naturally suppose there were watchers by the

invalid's bedside ? These questions certainly ap-

peared difficult to answer,—unless the solution was

to be found in the belief that the gallant was aware

of the illness, and that rendered almost frenzied by

grief and maddened by the extent of bis love, he

had determined to risk everything in order to obtain

un opportunity of throwing a single look upon the

object of his adoration. But poor Mrs. Broughton

was profoundly shocked and afflicted when she

found herself compelled to come to such conclusions

as these, and to settle down in the conviction that

her beloved mistress had indeed strayed into the

path of error.

The time-piece on the mantel in the boudoir ad-

joining proclaimed the hour of one in the morning.

The old nurse was dozing in her chair : nay, more

than dozing—she was fast asleep. Lady Castle-

maine was still wrapped in profound slumber: she

was passing the best night she had yet experienced

suice the date of her illness. Mrs. Broughton was

still wide awake—and still felt not the slightest

inclination to close her eyes or lie down. One ot

the wax-candles, having burnt into its socket, had

just gone out; and the flickering of the other re-

minded the good woman that it would speedily share

the fate of its companion. She rose from her scat

to fetch another pair of lights from the toilet-table,

when she was suddenly startled by hearing the door

open. She looked hastily around; and just at tho

very instant that the second candle was expiring in

its socket, she caught a glimpse of the figure of a

man upon the threshold. The next moment she

was in total darkness: she heard the door close

again—a scream rose to her very lips—but she re

should go and lie down on the sofa in the sitting-

room. The nurse asked why she did not go to bed:

— but the lady's-maid merely gave some evasive

ar.swer, and issued forth from the sick chamber.

.She passed through the boudoir—she entered tbe

sitling-roora—and seating herself there, she blew

out the light, with tbe determination of watching

in the dark to ascertain if the intruder should pene-

trate to that suite of rooms any more,—in which

case she bad made up her mind to speak to him,

and remonstrate in the most earnest manner against

his insensate proceedings, by which her mistress

might be seriously compromised if not actually

ruined. While thus seated upon that sofa in tbe

dark, Mrs. Broughton taxed her memory to the

extremest verge, in order to gather if possible some-

thing like a deliuite impressioa.of the countenance

of that individual whom she had seen in the door-

way, and who she of course felt assured must be the

same whose flitting form she had previously caught a

glimpse of in the boudoir. But she could fashion

to herself no idea of what that face was like : she

had just seen it—and onli/ jnst seen it: for a swift

brief moment had her eyes been turned upon it,

and then the abrupt extinction of the candle had

enveloped the scene in darkness. She was therefore

compelled to come to the conclusion that if it had

been the face of her own husband from tbe tomb,

or of any one whom she was in the habit of seeing

every day and therefore familiarly acquainted with,

she would not have recognized it. She sincerely

hoped that the intruder would come back again

wliile she remained there, that she might have the

opportunity of putting an end to his visits alto-

gether. She saw that if he should come at a time

when she was not there, and should be discovereil,

a terrific explosion would ensue. She had no longer

any doubt—no, not the slightest—as to the fradty

of her mistress ; and being a woman of very strict

principles, she was both shocked and pained at the

thought that after all the endeavours to persuade

herself into a belief of Lady Casllemaiue's immacu-
late virtue, she should thus find hers. If so cruelly

deceived. She even seriously reflected that it would

be a^luty which she owed herself to leave the

Countess's service : but as a matter of course she

did not think of taking such a step until her lady

ship should be thoroughly restored to convales

cence.

An hour passed—the timepiece struck two—and
there was no symptom of any farther intrusion.

pressea it ; and immediately recovering her self- \
^"11 Mrs. Broughton resolved to sit up a little

possession, was mechanically hastening in pursuit 1

longer. She was not weai-ied, nor was she sleepy,

of the intruder, when she fell against the nurse, who The activity of her thoughts, so painfully excited.

woke up with a start.

"Hush—not a word—it is 11" said Mrs. Brough-

ton, fearing that the old woman might give vent to

an ejaculation of alarm, and thus disturb tlic

Coimtess.
" Why, what's the matter ?" asked the nurse, in u

sleepy voice. " 1 fancy you have been dozing, md
tumbled out of your chaii*. I hayc been awaki the

whole time."

"Then perhaps you saw the candles go out," savi

Mrs. Broughton, who knew full well how muab
reliance was to be placed upon the Old nurse's assi-r-

liou. " But we will soon have others."

The fresh candles wore accordingly lighted ; v.n 1

Mrs. Brou!,'ht m, takiug one oi them, said that -he

kept away all sense of fatigue and all inclination

to slumber. Nor was she cold: indeed the nighl

was so warm, alth. ugh it was late in September,

that the (ires in the suite of rooms had been suffered

to go out some hours back. Again did Mis. Brough-

ton give way to her rcflectioLS with rcg-ar.! to the

incidents of this night. Thu.-; another hour p.'k-j«i

—It was now three in the morning— all cotitinued

-ileiif—and therefore, f^vling ».'-«;ured that tuo in-

truder would not poneiralo thither again on th(

presout occasion, she retired to her own chaiul>«r.
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chap'i:er ex.!

UOBB UTBTEBIBS.

li was about noun on tho following day, and Lady
Castlemaine was once more plunged in a profound

sleep,—when the Earl paid his usual visit. Only
Mrs. Broughton happened to be in attendance at

the time ; and in answer to his lordship's questions,

she said that the Countess had slept soundly for the

greater portion of the night—but that, according to

the nurse's report, she had grown restless, feverish,

and excited towards morning, though her ravings

were much less violent and much less incoherent

than they yet had been. The Earl, having received

this intelligence, said nothing more ; but shutting

himself up m his wonted taciturnity, stood by the

side of the couch with his eyes fixed upon the pale

features of his sleeping wife. Gradually, and as if

quite unconsciously on his part, he folded his arms
across his chest, and then remained motionless as

a statue. But the mournfulness of his countenance
deepened into a gloom which became settled there

;

and his features were clouded with inscrutable

thoughts. He has previously been described as a
man of dark complexion, with coal black hair, and
eyea to match; and there is always something more
terrible in the aspect of such a countenance as this,

when shrouded in gloom, than in one of any other

style.

Mrs. Broughton, hearing the time-piece strike,

found that it was twelve o'clock; and thinking

that the Countess would soon awake, when it

would be necessary to administer some medicine

which Dr. Eerney had prescribed on the previous

day, she looked about in search of the bottle con-

taining the mixture. It was empty—and she

quitted the chamber to go and look in the ante-

room if a fresh supply had been sent from the

chemist's,—in which case she would be sure to find

it there. It was not to be seen ; and as neither the

nurse nor the two younger lady's maids happened
to be near at the moment, Mrs. Broughton, to save

time, hurried down stairs to make an inquiry of the

hall-porter, or else to send some one to the apothe-

cary's shop. A few minutes sufficed for her pur-

pose; and on returning to the sick chamber, she

entered so noiselessly—without however any un-
usual degree of precaution—that the Earl of Castle-

maine did not hear cither the door opening or her

footsteps.

" Can it be ? is it possible that thou should'st have
thus fallen away from the path of virtue and yielded

thyself up to a paramour ? Thou may'st have ceased

to love mo—and it may be my fault that thou hast

done so : but yet—but yet
"

Here Mrs. Broughton,—who had been quite an
involuntary car- witness of tho words wherein tho

Earl sluwly and mournfully apostrophized hia sleep-

ing wife,—purposely moved achairsom-jwhat roughly
that he might be made aware of her presence ; for

•he did not choose to suffer him to go on spo iking

in tho belief that he was alone in that ciiamber.

But never afterwards di I tho woman forgot the

fierce abruptness with which the Earl tuined round
upon her—tho dark and terrible scowl which sprang
up on his Countenance, rundoring it for the mouieat
alicKMt diuboUc in its u:iprcoilou—or tho violence

|

with which he clutched her by the arm, and bending
his piercing black eyes upon her, said, " You were
listening !"

"Not intentionally, my lord," she answered,
with an almost instantaneous recovery of her
self-possession: for she was indignant at the charge.

"Well—unintentionally then," he continued, still

looking fiercely and deeply down into her eyes, as if

to penetrate to her very soul. " But you heard what
I said Yes, I know that I was speaking aloud

Fool that I was to be thus incautious—thus
unguarded! Mrs. Broughton," he added quickly,

"you are a good woman—a trustworthy woman!
Will you swear to me, as if you were answering to

your God, that you will never reveal to a soul what
you have just heard issue from my lips ?"

" My lord," responded Mrs. Broughton, " I like

not such an adjuration as that
"

"All, but you shall swear! you shall swear!'

interrupted the nobleman, in a low hoarse voice,

while his countenance became lived with rage.

"You shall swear— or, by heaven! I will kill you!"
—and the hand which still clutched the woman'i
arm, tightened about it as if it were in an iron vice;

and the blue mark remained for days afterwards.
" Mj lord, making allowance for the excitement

of your feelings," she said, "I faithfully and
solemnly promise you that I will never divulge th«

words you uttered ere now."
The Earl of Castlemaine gazed intensely upon her

for nearly a minute, as if to satisfy himself that he
could believe her; and then he abruptly said,

" Enough ! I put faith in you. I will not offer you
gold now as a bribe to secrecy ; for it would lessen

the solemnity of the assurance you have given me.
But rely upon my generosity. Yes—you will keep
the secret; for my honour is concerned!"—and the

words came thick and low from his throat, while
the expression of his countenance was inscrutably

terrible.

He then turned abruptly away and quitted the
room, leaving Mrs. Broughton to rcllect upon all

that had taken place. Whatsoever doubts—if anj
—had still remained in her mind, as to the frailty of
the Countess of Castlemaine, after tho occurrences
of the preceding night, they were now all completely
dissipated, since the revelation which tho Earl had
made of a bitter consciousness of his own dishonour.

But how was it that he had not either sent forth the
guilty woman from tho house, or else quitted it

himself, the moment he made the first discovery of

her shame ?—and how was it that he thus regularly

visited the invalid day after day, and that before

the worl<l he maintained the appcaranee of a satis-

fiod husband ? Was it that ho preferred keeping
his dishonour secret, even though thereby compelled

to maintain certain terms with the authoress of it ?

—or was it that he only waited till she should be

recovered, in order to wroak some signal vengeance ?

No : it was not this latter hypothesis which would
account for tho Earl's conduct; for were it so, ho
would not visit the chamber of his guiliy wife—he

would Uot have apostrophized her iu that mournful
manner which Mrs. Bi-ougliton had overheard—he
would uot have so solemnly adjured her to secrecy,

with the intimation that his honour was at stake.

It must therefore be tho former hypothesis whicU
must bo the correct one; and it was to maiutrtia

that honour uutarnisheU in tho cyos of the world.



rilK MVSTKKIES OF THE COITRT.108

and to save his proud namo from humiliation, that

he had resolved upon the sacrific* of all other feel-

ings. At least so thought the worthj lady's-maid;

and as she gazed upon the pale countenance of her

eleopiag mistress, she also said, " Is it possible that,

with virtue's semblance, you can be so guilty ?"

When nii;ht came, Mrs. Broughton told the nurse

that she need not trouble herself to take her turn

till between two and three in the morning, as she

horself intended to remain with her mistress until

a later hour than usual, in consequence of certain

inetructions which Dr. Ferncy had given her. The
prstext was not true ; but the deception was venial,

besides being insignificant, inasmuch as the lady's-

maid had a good object in view. The reader can
understand that this was to fulfil her intention of

the previous night; and if the intruder should

penetrate to those chambers, to remonstrate or

threaten so efifectually as to put an end to his visits.

Tlie old nurse was by no means sorry to find herself

allowed an extra hour or two for sleep that night

;

and when she had quitted the bed-chamber, Mrs.
Broughton sat down, resolved to keep her ears ready

to catch the slightest sound of an opening door.

She did not dare go and place herself in either of

the other rooms in the dark, to intercept the in-

truder, should he come ; because it was absolutely

necessary for her to remain watching near the bed
in which her mistress lay, so as to be at hand for any
requisite ministrations. Neither had she chosen to

leave the old nurse in the bed-chamber while she
stationed herself elsewhere, for fear lest it should

seem odd to the woman that she thus on two nights

running adopted the same course. So she remained
where she was, having sent the nurse to bed, to

await whatsoever might transpire.

Lady Castlemaine slept as tranquilly as she had
done on the preceding uigiit; for a marked im-
provement had takea place in her condition within
the last two days. Eleven o'clock struck an-
other hour passed, and midnight was proclaimed
by the silver voice of the time-piece in the boudoir.

Mrs. Bioughtoa experienced a deep suspense; for

she reflected that if her lady's paramour did

purpose to return at all, the moment must be near
at hand. Scarcely had she made this reflection,

when she disiinctly heard a door open somewhere
in the suite of apartments; and rising from her
seat, she went and posted herself close by the door
of the bed-chamber, so that the instant it should

open she might bo at hand to address the intruder.

But all was now still: not a sound reached her

3ars, She remained upwards of five minutes iu that

position : no one came—nothing more was heard.

Yet she was certain that she had heard a door open.

3hould she take a light and go and see if any one
were in either of the rooms ? No : tor the moment
she might open the chamber dour with a candle, it

would be the means of searing the intruder away;
and this was not what she wanted. Should she

steal forth ill the dark and listen, so that if the

intruder was lurking about,—watching for a par-

tici^lar opportunity, or concealed behind any of the

di-apcries,—she ojight catch some sound to reveal

his whereabouts, and thijs her objects would be
answered ?

Having hastily assured horself that her mistress
was still slumbering deeply and tranquilly, she ox-
Unguished the caudles, so that on opening the door

no light might shine forth ; and treading as noise-

lessly ns a stealing ghost over the thick carpets,

careful ?,lso to prevent her dress from giving forth

thesliglitestrastle.irrs.Broughton passed through

theboudoirandentcred the sitting-room. A pitchy

darknees prevailed here: forthe thick curtainswere

drawn over the windows. Every othermoment she

stopped and listened: but she heard nothing, save

the palpitation of herownheartnndertheinfluence

of anxious suspense. Gradually she passed on
through the inky darkness, to the sofa where she

sat on the preceding night. Here she resolved to

sit down again, and tarry in that room for at least

ten minutes, which interval was the outside that

she dared remain away from the invalid's chamber.
But she thought that if the stealthy-entering para-

mour were there at all, he would certainly make
a move within that space of time ; and she would
at once accost him—she would clutch him by the

arm—and she would compel him to remain, while

she adjured him, if he had any regard for her mis-

tress, that he would not compromise her more
serioudy than he had already done.

So noiselessly and carefully had Mrs. Broughton
threaded her way to the sofa, that if there had beea
a dozen persons concealed in the room, and each
possessed of the sharpest ears, not one of them
would have caught the slightest sound to betray

her stealthy presence. With the same caution was
she gradually sinking towards a sitting posture on
the sufa, when her hand suddenly came in contact

with another hand—a hand that was cold as icej

and at the same instant a low sepulchral groan
sounded close by her ear. Her hand was snatched
away as if it had come in contact with a reptile

coiled up on the sofa; and she sank back in the

stupor of consternation. Without actually falling

into a swoon, she was for more than a minute in a
state bordering upon unconsciousness : it was a
paralysis of the senses. That sudden contact with
the ice-cold hand—that hollow moan seeming to

issue from the throat of the troubled dead—waa
indeed sufficient to produce this overpowering effect.

It was an awful terror that all in an instant had
smitten her. But as she slowly regained her self-

possession, her courage revived sufficiently for her

to thrust forth her arm to ascertain if any one were
still seated by her side: but nothing encountered

her touch—naught but the impalpable air of inkj

darkness. Still more did her fortitude return: she

hastily groped her way back to the bed-chamber^
she lighted the wax-candles-and having satisfied

horself by a glance that her mistress was still

sleeping, she took one of the lights and procecde4

to search the other rooms. She passed through

the boudoir—no one was there : she entered the

sitting-room-no living being mot her view : she

looked behind all the draperies—still no one! She
passed into the ante-room : and there her fruitiest

search ended.

Instinctively, as she returned into the sitting-

room, her glance was thrown again towards that

sofa where she had encountered the death-cold

hand and heard the hollow moan; and she per-

coived somothiug white lying upon the Ciirpet. Sh«

hastened forward to pick it up. It was a note,

the contents of which were brief, and in the hand-

writing of the Countess. Without pausing to con-

sider whether there were any indiscretion in tb*
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tct, Mrs. Broughton read that note, which waa thus

worded ;

—

,

" You know that I love you—love you adoringly, pas-

Bionately I Wberefore should you write in auch a de-

aponding manner, as if you doubted the aincerity of my
atfection ? Yes—I repeat that I love you

—

you only ;

and heaven grant that this assurance may render you
happy ! jfray do not in future mistrust this love of

mine : pray do not, either by words spoken or written,

manifest a distrust of that heart which is wholly yours.

You know not the unhappiness you cause me when you
thus seem to doubt my affection. If I were acquainted

with a language more potent than that which I now use

tp give you these assurances, believe me I would adopt it.

' Ever thine,

" PRISCILLA."

This letter had no date, and was not addressed

to any one by name. It had no doubt been for-

warded in an envelope, which was not now with it.

Mrs. Broughton, as above stated, had hastened to

read its contents without pausing to reflect whether
she were justiQed in doing so: but she had acted

on the spur of the moment—and under all circum-

stances, when she came to think of the proceeding,

she could not blame herself for it.

She had found the note close by the sofa where a

few minutes back she was thrown into such an
awful consternation ; she was well assured that it

was not there when at about ten o'clock she

had come to the rooms, or else she could not

have failed to perceive it. Or even if she had by
any chance happened to overlook it,— the nurse,

when passing that way with a candle, would
most probably have seen it. Everything considered,

it was tolerably evident that it had been dropped
there some time during the two hours which had

elapsed since she herself had returned to the bed-

chamber after her supper, and when she dismissed

the nurse. But might it not have been dropped by
that individual whose hand she had touched and
whose moan she had heard ? was there indeed any
doubt as to such being the case ? Terror-stricken

as she had been at first, she did not now entertain

the idea that it was a preternatural visitant whom
she had encountered on that sofa, but was he not

the intruder whom she had sought—the Countess

of Castlemaine's paramour ?

Ah! then he must indeed love her very much that

he thus perseveringly sought the suite of apartments
j

where she lay, and that he actually brought with

him one of her own letters—a letter which perhaps

he had kept treasured next to his heart ! But was
he, after all, unaware of the very serious nature of

her illness ? did he come to reproach her for an im-

gined want of affection ? had he brought this letter

with him to remind her of the assurances of love 1

which at some time she had vouchsafed? and was
'

he, on making his stealthy entrance into that room,
|

so overcome by his feelings that he had found him-

Bclf compelled to find his way to the sofa to sit down
!

and calm them ?
!

Such was the series of rapid questions which Mrs.
'

Broughton asked herself, as she still stood with the
J

letter in one hand and the wax-light in the other.

Aud then, too, another query suggested itself. Kow
was it that when the intruder had suddenly felt her

\

hand come in contact with his own, he had not
[

»bruptly started up in terror of discovery, instead
|

of giving vent to that deep sound of lamentation ?

Thai be had quickly after made a retreat, was evi-
|

dent enough : but what must lie have thought of t'-o

contact of that hand ? whose must he have supposed
it to be? and what would his feelings be—what
would he do, when he came to discover that the

letter had been left behind ?

There was much in the whole occurrence which
Mrs. Broughton could not understand, and which
seemed to be involved in some degree of mystery.

But this letter which had so strangely fallen into

her possession, and which afforded another corrobo-

ratiim of the Countess of Castlemaine's guilt—what
could she do with it ? Her first impulse was to burn
it: on second thoughts, however, she resolved to

keep it, so that if under any circumstances it should

be asked for, she might produce it, and tlius satisfy

those interested in the revelation it contained, that

it had not fallen into hands which would make an

unworthy use of it. She accordingly couceale<i it

about her person ; and then retraced her way into

the bed-chamber. She experienced no other adven-

ture on this night; and when relieved from her

vigil by the appearance of the nurse, betook herself

to her own chamber, where she still pondered for

some little time on what had occurred ere sleep

visited her eyes.

On the following day the Countess of Castle-

maine's condition was so much improved, that Dr,
Ferney, when he called, assured Mrs. Broughton
that in a very short time her ladyship would again

become conscious of what was passing around her.

On the night that followed, nothing particular

occurred, though Mrs. Broughton kept watch : no
tell-tale sound met her ears—there was no intrusion.

The next day the Countess was still better; and
for a few minutes she evidently recognized Mrs
Broughton, though she was unable to utter an

intelligible word. The next ensuing night passed

like the preceding one, without intrusion ; and the

worthy lady's-maid thought to herself that in con-

sequence of the loss of the letter, the Countess's

paramour did not dare again venture within those

walls,—not knowing into whose hands it had fallen,

or what ambush might be laid to entrap him. On
the following day Lady Castlemaino, on awakmg
from a long and refreshing slumber, appeared to

have entirely recovered the possession of her in-

tellect, with the faculties of reason and discrimina-

tion. Mrs. Broughton was alone in the chamber at

the time that the Countess thus woke up. At first

the invalid gazed long and earnestly upon her

faithful dependant : then she stretched forth her

hand, as if perfectly conscious that she had been
the object of the kindest and most unwearit'd

ministrations ; and for some minutes she retained

Mrs. Bi-oughton's hand in her own. But still she

spoke not, tliough her eyes seemed to ask man.f

questions wliich the brairi was suggesting. Cloting

those eyes for several minutes, the Countess pressed

her hand to her brow, aud Wiis evidently exerting

all her power to collect he'r ideas and to steady her

thoughts. The compassionate Mrs. Broughton felt a

sad tightening at the heart; for she knew that tua

period for explanations was at hand, and her lady-

ship must soon become aware-even if she were

not iilriM ly thinking of it—that her condition lo

tlio way uf matecuity was known to her hus-

ban.l.

" nronglitiin," said the Countess, in a faint w<«ak

voice, aa she slowly removed her liaud from tuff
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brow, and gazed up at the ladj's-maid with those

dark eyos which were always of a soft mclaucholy,

but which wore now more plaintively mournful than

ever,—" 1 have been very ill, have I not ? Pray

tell me how long."

" You must not excite yourself, my lady," re-

sponded Mrs. Broughton; but knowing that with

invalids it is always better to relievo them from

suspense as speedily as possible, sho.added, " Do not

be frightened - but you have been ill for several

weeks—indeed altogether more than two months."
" So long as that," murmured the Countess, and

once more did she fall into silent reflection.

The lady's-maid stood contemplating that coun-

tenance which, though pale and wan with illness,

was still so beautiful, and to which that very illness

had imparted an expression of the most touching

interest; and it really seemed difficult to believe in

her guilt, if that fair face were to be regarded as a

true index of the mind. But on the other hand, in

the presence of all the circumstances which crowded

upon Mrs. Broughton's memory, how could she

possibly believe the Countess to be innocent ?

" Tell me," said her ladyship, again speaking in

her low faint voice, but with a visible suspense and

anxiety upon her face, " what has been the matter

with me ?—tell me everything that you think may
interest me—do not make me talk too much—you

yourself can judge whatsoever I may desire to

know."

"Perhaps your ladyship does not remember,"

said Mrs. Broughton, "how you were suddenly

taken ill on returning from the Duke of Har-
court's ?"

" Yes— I do recollect it now," observed the

Countess.
" Ladies, you know," continued Mrs. Broughton,

" when in a particular situation are liable to such

attacks -But your ladyship did not tell me of

your condition-^—"
" No : I did not—I did not," said the Countess,

with a strange look, which it did Mrs. Broughton

harm to behold : for it appeared to be the evidence

of conscious guilt. " The Earl "

And then the Countess stopped short, and a blush

appeared upon the cheeks that a moment before

were so colourless and pale.

"His lordship seemed much astonished," con-

tinued Mrs. Broughton; "for be assisted me to

disapparel your ladyship on that night you were

seized with such a sudden illness. Dr. Ferney was

instantaneously sent for^—

"

" What must he think ? what must they both

think ?" murmured the Countess, as if in a dying

voice, but the accents of which were audible to her

dependant. " Go on, Broughton—go on," she said

with a visible shudder: but the next moment a

strange expression of mingled placidity and firm-

ness appeared upoa her countenance—an expression

such as an innocsnt person might be expected to

assume ; or whirh, on the other hand, might be put

on by a guilty one when suddenly taking a resolve

to meet a crisis with a bold elfrontery.

"His lordship has visited this chamber every

day," continued Mrs. Broughton, — " sometimes

twice."

" Thank heaven ! God be thanked !" murmured
the CouDtoss : and now her features wore lighted up
with tha radiance of exultation. " Uaa ho looked

kind? has he spoken kindly ?" she asked: but the

next instant appearing angry with herself that 8h6
had put such questions, she hastily added, " Of
course he has—of course he has ! He is my hus-
band—he feels for me. He has visited the chamber
—sometimes twice a day, you said, Broughton—
did you not?—sometimes twice a day?"

" Yes, my lady," was the response.

" Go on—tell me anything else you \hink I maj
be interested in knowing. More than two months'

illness, and to be unconscious all the time Oh,
it is such a blank to fill up ! and so many circum-*

stances may have happened ! so much may occur i&

such a space! But who has sat up with me at

night ?"

It struck Mrs. Broughton that the Countess, as

she somewhat abruptly put this question, surveyed

her with a peculiar and penetrating bxtk, as if

she were deeply conscious of the possibility —aye
more—the probahility, that there had been intru-

sions of a suspicious character in that suite of

apartments. It was natural that Mrs. Broughton,

knowing what she did, should thus interpret that

look on Pri^cilla's part : bat she hesitated for a few

moments whether to touch upon so delicate and dis-

agreeable a topic on the present occasion. She

feared to excite the invalid who was so weak and
feeble, and who she thought had already been talk-

ing too much. But as she east her looks rapidly

upon the Countess, she saw that her features ex-

pressed an evident suspense ; and she was therefore

led to the conclusion that it would perhaps be more
prudent to tell her at once what must be told sooner

or later, and which so long as it remained untold,

would only be keeping her ladyship's mind in a
state of anxiety and uncertainty. In short Mrs.
Broughton considered it to be best to put her ladj«

ship out of suspense as soon as possible.

" A nurse has been engaged to assist me and the

maids in attending upon your ladyship : but I,"

added Mrs. Broughton pointedly, " have considered

it to be my duty to watch in your ladyship's room
for the first portion of the night."

"You are very good, Broughton," replied the

Countess: then fixing her eyes earnestly on her

dependant, she said in a firmer voice than before,

" I know you have something to tell me—I see that

there is something on your mind. You need not

maintain any reserve."

" Well, I am glad your ladyship affords me
this opportunity of speaking frankly," rejoined

Mrs. Broughton. " The truth is, I have been

sorely troubled—rendered very uneasy, and even

alarmed "

"Do not use any prefatory remarks," iutcrrupt«d

the Countess :
" tell me candidly at once what it u

that has troubled and alarmed you:"—and again

were the eyes of Lady Castlemaiue fixed earnestly

and penetratingly upon her dependant.
" Ah, my lady !" said the latter, in a low voice

but full of emotion, " surely, surely you can conjec-

ture the cause of that uneasiness and apprehension ?

you do not wish me to be thoroughly explicit, and
enter into minute details ?"

" I wish you, Broughton," replied the Countess,

" to be as explicit as truth requires, and as if you
were telling me something which you have no reason

to suppose that I can either foresee or suspect :"^

and again was there a remarkable firmness in Pris-
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•ilia's voice, and a strange expression of courageous

resolve in her looks.

« Your ladyship commands—and I obey," replied

Mrs. Broughton. "Instrusive stops have penetrated

into your ladyship's suite of apartments—I have

heard them—twice have I caught a glimpse of the

figure of some gentleman "

"And that gentleman ?" said the Countess, with

a most singular and incomprehensible look ; while,

at the same time, the carnation tinge again appeared

upon the cheeks that illness had left so pale.

" I know not who he is, my lady," answered Mrs.

Broughton :
" but I endeavoured to obtain an op-

portunity of speaking to him. Do not imagine that

it was through any impertinent curiosity on my
part : for I was pained and afflicted Oh, I can-

not tell you how much!—and I was anxious to

warn that gentleman of his imprudence—his rash-

ness—his most unjustifiable indiscretion excuse

these harsh terms "

" Yes—I can excuse them," said her ladyship : and
still again was the expression of her countenance so

singular that Mrs. Broughton knew not how to in-

terpret it. " But do not be pained and afflicted on

my account
"

" Ah ! my lady, if you have indeed resolved that

for the future," exclaimed Mrs. Broughton, " there

shall be no more of
"

"Spare unnecessary observations," interrupted

the Countess: "I have already told you not to

make me talk too much. But the nurse and the

maids—were they aware of the presence of that

intruder, as you have denominated him ?"

" No—heaven forbid !" ejaculated Mrs. Broughton

warmly.
" Then I am of course to understand that you

have not mentioned the circumstance to any one

—

that the Earl "

"Again I say, heaven forbid!" cried the good

woman, more and more bewildered what to think

of the strangeness of her lady's manner, but fearing

that it arose from the hardihood of a depravity

which had been so long glossed over by the im-
penetrable veil of dissimulation.

" I know full well, my dear Broughton," resumed
the Countess, looking steadily up from her pillow

at her dependant, " that all these things must
appear very strange to you, and very suspicious

:

but I beseech you not to think ill of me."

Mrs. Broughton made no reply. She was a

woman of truth : she could not give a satisfactory

answer to the Countess of Castlemaine's remark

—

and she did not choose to put forth an evasion or a

iaUchood.
" I see that you do suspect me—yes, you suspect

me!" exclaimed her ladyship, now displaying a

sudden excitement. " But however, no matter—you
will s<jon think very diflerentiy. I must not talk

any longer now: I fear that 1 have already been
speaking too much."

" You have—you have," said Mrs. Broughton.
•'Let me entreat that your ladysliip will compose
yourself to slumber, if possible."

The Countess gave no answer : the tears wero
now trickling from her eyes—and she raised her

kerchief to her face. Mrs. Broughton was melted
at the sight; but fearful that if she said another

word to prolong tho discourse it would only cause

the invalid to experience a relapse, she turned away

[
from the couch. A tow minutes afterwards slwi

I

approached it gently again, and perceived that 1 ho

j

invalid slept—or at least that her eyes were closed,

I

and the expression of her countenance was culm

and tranquil as if slumber enwrapped her.

Mrs. Broughton sat herself down to reflect upon
the dialogue which had just taken place; and when
she thought of those peculiar looks which the

Countess had fixed upon her, and that singularity

of expression which her features had three or four

times worn, she felt bewildered—she knew not what
to think—she saw that there was some mystery

which yet remained to be fathomed. Could it be

possible that, after all, the Countess was innocei^P

On the other hand, how could this innocence be

reconciled with all the circumstances which had

come to Mrs. Broughton's knowledge ? Even if

the intrusion of the unknown were altogether put

out of the question, had not the Earl himself pro-

cMmed his wife's frailty and his own dishonour ?

Therefore, whatsoever mystery there might be to

clear up, how was it possible for the purity of the

Countess of Castlemaine to be made apparent ? She

was in a way to become a mother—of this there

was no doubt : the Earl had accused her of guilt in

his apostrophe to her when she slept

—

this was also

an established fact. How, then, could she be inno-

cent?

While Mrs. Broughton was thus giving way to

her reflections, the Earl of Castlemaine entered the

bed-chamber. The quick look which he flung to-

wards the couch, showed him that his wife slept

;

and then in a whispering voice he asked Mrs.
Broughton whether her condition, physically and
mentally, was still improving.

"Her ladysLip is much better, my lord," re-

sponded the woman, likewise speaking in a low

whisper; "and she has conversed with me for at

least half-an-hour in the most rational and col-

lected manner. But becoming exhausted, her

ladyship soon sank off into that slumber which

she is enjoying now."

The Earl appeared to reflect for a few moments,
and then abruptly beckoned Mrs. Broughton to

follow him into the boudoir,—where, looking her

full in the face, he said in a somewhat peremptory

manner, " Have the goodness to tell me what has

passed between her ladyship and yourself."

" I must beg your lordship to understand," was
Mrs. Broughton's firm reply, " that I am averse at

any time to repeat conversations."

" But in the present instance," said tho Earl,

evidently staggered by this unexpected response,

" you will see the necessity
"

" My lord," rejoined Mrs. Broughton, " I can

see no necessity to mix myself up in tho private

afl'airs of my master and mistress."

The Earl bit his lip, and a dark scowl appeared

upon his countenance : for a moment, too, he bent

a menacing look upon the lady's-maid—but though

her demeanour was perfectly respectful and totally

devoid of uU'rontery, she displayed no signs of being

intimidated. Lord Castlemaine turned abruptly

away, and passed once more into tho bo<l-chambcr.

Mrs. Broughton did not on this occasion follo\T

him thither. It naturally occurred to her that as

ho had endeavoured to seek certain explanations at

her hands, but had received them not—ho was now
bent on obtaiuin;; them from his wife wh«n sIm
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should awake. At sucli a scene she dirl not choose to

be present. So she sat herself down in tlje bou-

doir; and as the two assistaut-damsels almost im-

mediatelj made their appearance, to sec if their

services were required, she bade them withdraw for

the present.

But let us follow the Earl of Castlomaine into

her ladyship's chatuber. He approached the bed,

in which she was still slumbering tranquilly

Whether it were in consequence of returning health,

or from a lingering excitement in her soul after

the conversaticm with Mrs. Brou^hton, we cannot

say : but certain it is tuere was the slight tint of

the rose upon her cheeks—not hectic—it was deli-

cate and gradually merging into the surround-

ing marble fairness of the complexion. She looked

sweetly beautiful—touchingly, pathetically interest-

ing. The dark fringes of the eyelids rested upon
the checks : the lips, slightly apart as the regular

respirations came through them, afforded a glimpse

of the pearly teeth between their coral lines;—

while the condition of the drapery partially dis-

played a bosom as white as snow.

The Earl gazed upon the countenance of his

wife with a mingling of mournfulness and rancour

in his looks. He seemed to deplore that fall from

virtue which he felt had dishonoured and outraged

him: but not a word escaped his lips. Nor is it

possible to analyse the feelings which were then

agitating in the heart of that man whose counte-

nance so seldom betrayed what was passing in his

soul—and when it did, betrayed so little. Suddenly

the Countess opened her eyes wide, and with a sliglit

but quick movement of the form, as if startled trom

some dream into complete wakefulness.

"Stephen—dearest Stephen!" she cried, extend-

ing her arms towards him: but as if seized with an

unconquerable loathing and disgust, he turned

quickly away and fled from the chamber.

He passed rapidly through the boudoir without

appearing to notice that Mrs. Broughton was there

;

and she, immediately supposing that her mistress

was awake and that something unpleasant hail

occurred between them, re-entered the bed-chamber.

Ihc Countess was weeping—her kerchief was to her

eyes—and she did not at once perceive that her

faithful dependant had returned to the room. But
suddenly wiping away her tears, and now noticing

Mrs. Broughton's presence, she said, " Give me my
writing-desk—I must pen a few lines to the Earl."

" My lady, it is impossible !" responded Mrs.
Broughton: "you are too weak— this excitement
will be the death of your ladyship !"

" No, no," she said impatiently :
" I shall be

strong enough to write a few lines—only a few lines!

I insist that you give me ray desk."

Still Mrs. Brou;;hton hesitated : but the Countess
repeated her order with so much hysterical petu-

lance, that the worthy woman thought she would be

doing more harm by tlie refusal than with the com-
pliance. She accordingly fetched the writing-desk

from the boudoir ; and opening it, placed it on the

bed in the most convenient manner for the Countess

to make use of it. Her ladyship endeavoured to

raise herself from the pillow—but sank back ex-

hausted. Again, at the expiration of a few minutes
—and notwithstanding her attendant's earnest re

monstrances -she made another attempt, but could
iwt suooeed. Then a film appoarod to come over

her eyes; and raising her hand to her brow, sli*

said, " I feel faint and ill —I cannot write—hastra
you to the Earl—^nd tell him "

But she could not terminate the sentence : the
effort she had made to rise had overpowered her—
and she fell into a deep swoon.

For three days the Countess of Castleraaine espe-

rienced a complete relapse, both physically and men-
tally ; and it was not till the fourth morning that

consciousness again returned, an i that she regained

the commaud of her mental faculties.

CHAPTER CXI.

OHIVFIR'S irA.KKAXITB.

It wan about ten o'clock at night, that ChifHn the

Cannifcal entered a low public-house in one of the

rilest ftrects in Spicalfields. He wi\8 evidently well

known to the man who kept this boozing-ken ; and
aftv.T exchanging with him a few words of familar

grotstiog, he passed into a private room at the back

p,\rt of the premises. Some liquor he had ordered

was served up; and having lighted his pipe, he

patiently awaited the arrival of a person whom he

expected to meet hita there. Nor was he kept

j
waiting long: for in about five minutes the door

opened, and Tony Wilkins made his appearance.
" Well," demanded the Cannibal, " what have you

brought ?"

" Nothink," wag the reply. " Old Sol says there

is never a letter for you come to the Goat."
" This is deuced odd," said ChifRn, in a musing

tone : " she promised she would write to me—and
she's too good a customer for mo to let slip through

my hands."
" Who are you speaking of ?" asked Tony Wil-

kins.

" Never do you trouble yourself," was the Can-

nibal's growling response : but as the reader may
suppose, he had Lady Saxondale in his mind.
" And old Sol says that there's no letter come for

me, does he?"
" That's what he says," rejoined Wilkins, who had

also lighted his pipe, and had tasted the liquor with

which the Cannibal was treating him. " He told

me as how he had heerd from you, and that I was

to come and meet you at this here place and at this

here hour. So here I be."

" I wonder whether tliat old Sol is humbugging oi

not," said ChilTin, again speaking in a musing man-
ner. " But no—he can't be : the letter would be of

no use to him—and though I'ui under a cloud just

now, it will soon blow over; and so as I shall be

able to visit the Goat again, he wuldn't dare play

me any trick."

"I don't know that," said Wilkins. "I hav*

never had much of an opinion of Solomon Patch.

Money is all ho cares about."

"To be sure," observed Chilfin; "and he would

do anything for the blunt. But so would we all.

.\nd what does he say about the detectives ?"

" He says that it wouldn't be safe for you to

come near the Goat yal; as he is quite sure thai

one of them chaps in plain clothes has been lo<.king

in at the place three or four times since you did

that job about Madge Somers. And I too," con-

tinued Toujr, after a brief pause, during whiob he
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l)uffedaway at hia pipe, "am quite iu^3 that tho

detectives has been there : 'cos why, I knows 'em
well, and I twigged one on 'em at the ken yester-

day arternoon. But he didn't know as how that I

knowed him ; and when I see him go into the bar-

parlour
"

"You don't mean to tell me," said ChiiKo, hiA

countenance becoming ominously dark as he laid

down his pipe, " that old Sol Patch asked a detective

into his private parlour?"

"But I do though," replied Wilkins; "and
what's more, I just kept a sharp look-out, though

not seeming to do so ; and I can take my hoath

that the detective was there for more than half-an-

hour, and was whispering with Sol—"
" That's enough, Tony. Come along with me,"

•aid Chiflin, starting up from his seat. "I'm sold

—that's clear : and as Solomon knows I am to bo

here at this hour, we must be moving."

Accordingly, without finishing his spirits-and-

water, Chiffin issued forth from the room, closely

followed by Tony Wilkins; and bidding tho land-

lord a hasty " oood bye," they left the booiing-ken.

Passing on throu^jh several Btreet% they reached

Betlinal Green ; but still the Caniabwl went qiiickiy
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on, evidently determined to place a consiflerable

distance between himself and the place they had

just left. At last he turned into another low public-

house, in one of the narrow dirty streets near the

old church in the Bothnal Green district; and

being known there, as well as at ttie former boozing-

ken, he was speedily accommodated with a private

room, where he might discuss matters with Tony
Wiikins,

" Now to business," said the Cannib.il, when his

order for liquor and pipes had been duly attended to.

"I know the people arc staunch here; and so I

needn't bo afraid of anything wrong. As I said just

now at t'other place it's as clear as dayliglit that

Solomon Patch has nosed upon me. He wouldn't

like to do it openly, for fear that some of my pals

—

you, for instance, amongst them—should do him a

mischief in consequence. But depend upoB it, he

wants to get rid of me; and so he's working in

secret. Now I am convinced that the affair about the

trap-door was all a planned thing betwixt Madge
and old Patch, notwithstanding he did swear black

and blue at the time "

" What the deuce are you talking about ?" in-

quired Tony Wiikins, who for the last few moments
was gazing on the Cannibal in unfeigned surprise.

" What trap-door ? I ain't heerd talk of none."

"No—to be sure—I forgot," observed ChifEn:

"but now I will tell you all about it. You must

know, Tony, that I had a little business to do—

a

mere matter of getting rid of a couple of swell

toves : so I laid a precious nice plant for them.

You know when old Sol had the carpenters and

builders in the house, pretending to make some
repairs and alterations

"

"Yes: and how deuced particular he was," inter-

jected Tony, " in not letting no one go up-stairs

or into that scullery-place, while it was all being

done."
" Ah ! now you will see the dodge of that," re-

joined the Cannibal. " It was me that was secretly

telling old Solomon what orders to give about keep-

ing his customers away from those rooms: for I

was pretty near the whole time up-stairs or else in

the scullery showing the carpenters and brick-

layers what they were to do ; and the end of the

business was that I had as neat a pitfall made as

ever you would wish to see in a summer's day. It

was a regular picture—quite lovely to look at."

Chiffin was for the moment so lost in admir-

ing contemplation of the ingenious contrivance to

which he was alluding, that he forgot his compa-

nion Tony was awaiting farther explanations on

the subject: but being reminded thereof, he pro-

ceeded to describe the whole particulars of the

pitfall—which, being already known to the reader,

wo need not recapitulate here.

" Well," he continued, " I let Madge Somcrs into

the secret
"

" Ah !" interrupted Tony, " I was going to ask

you what it was you and Madge had quarrelled

about: for I always thought you was very friendly

together. In course we had all heerd that you had

pretty near done her business for her up at some

•louse near the Regency Park, and that the deteo-

iives was arter you in consequence : but none of us

<nowod the reason why you had fell out with her

—and old Sol wouldn't say a word on the subject."

" When I think of it," said the Cannibal, " I

dare say that old Sol wanted to get rid of Hndgt
too : so he let you bring me the note—that note,

you remember, when you come to me at my lodg.

ing up in Camden Town "

" To be sure," responded Wilkina. " Old Sol

gived me half a sovereign "

" Which he took precious goal care to make mt
pay him back again," observed Chifiin. "Well,
that note was to ttll me that Maige was going to

keep some appointment in the Regent's Park ; and
it struck me that it must be at the bouse of one
of them swell coves that I was going to pitch down
into the well. So I bowled ofif as fast aa I could

;

—and as savage as a lion, I rushed into the house,

and as you know, deuced near did her business for

her. I wis!i I had quite—the infernal hag!"
" Well, but about what you was going to tell me ?"

observed Tony Wiikins: "summut that Mad^je had
planned with old Solomon "

"To be sure! I forgot—I hadn't finished that

part of the business," said Chiffin. " Well, you
must know that I let Madge inlo the secret that

something was to be done with that pit-fall : 'cos

wiiy, I wanted a person to touch the spring, and I

thought she was to be trusted. But she wasn't.

The wretch ! instead of letting the two swell coves

down, she touched the spring just as I was on the

trap-door : and it worked like the drop at Newgate
underneath my feet."

" You don't mean to say that Madge played yoo
that trick ?" cried Tony Wiikins.

" But I do though," answered the Ctnnibal

;

" and in a jiffey I was at the bottom of the well.

Down I soused, right under the water—for it was
at least six foot deep : but fortunately a thunder-

ing big stone lay at the bottom—and getting upon
this, I was able to keep my head above water.

You can fancy the precious rage I was in : for I

knew deuced well that Madge must have done it

on purpose, as the bolt would have never given way
of its own accord. I saw the old wretch look over

with the candle in her hand; and I wished she

would tumble in. Wouldn't I have held her fast

under the water till she was drowned 1"

" I should think so, too," observed Tony. "But
how did you get out ?"

" Stop a bit, and I'll tell you all about it. I re-

mained as etill a mouse, with only just my head

above water; and I kept my face turned down s

bit, so that those who looked into the well mightn't

catch a glimpse of it : for I was very sure that if I

made any noise, or if it was seen that I was aUve,

those two genelmen would have called in the police,

and I should have been had off to gaol. I heard

Madge talking to them, but couldn't catch a syllable

that was said. I was uncommonly afraid that the

genelmen would insist on having the place searched,

to see whether it was really all over with me or not t

but they didn't. After a little while, I saw both

Madge and old Solomon looking down through the

trap-door : she had a light in her hand, and I could

distinguish them as plain as possible as I just threw

a quick glance upward. They were talking too:

but I couldn't hear what they said. Madgf lifted

up the trap door, whiijh caught the spring-bnU, and

so remained fixed. Then there was a fc\^ miuuteB'

silence and darkness for me; and I wondered how
the deuce it would all end. Presently Madge and

old Solomon came into the scullery-place where th«
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well is ; and once more did she look down over the

brink. I kept as still as death ; and I heard what

they said."

" Did old Solomon say anything to show that it

was all done oo purpose and he knowed it ?" asked

Wilkins.
" I caa't say that he did," responded Chiffia :

•' but very little passed between them at all. Madge
asked what was the depth of the well, and how much
water there was: and thea she told Solomon to

fc«lp her put some of the flag-stones over the open-

ing. By jingo! that was a precious queer moment
for me ; and I was a deuced great mind to shout

out: but I saw I was completely in t)ieir power,

and thought I had better trust to chance and remain
quiet."

" You must have felt queer," observed Tony. " It

was like burying one alive."

" I believe you," ejaculated Chiffin. " Well, they

took and covered the opening with those flag-stones.

I was frightened that they might let one of them
slip in—and then perhaps it would have been all up
with me; for a gentle rap on the head with a

paving-stone tumbling down that height, wouldn't

have been a trifle to laugh at. But they did their

work neat enough—so neat indeed, that I thought

I was done for ever. They went out of the place

;

and there was I, just for the all the world as if it

was at the bottom of a vault in a church, buried

alive! It was even worse—for I was up to my
chin in water; and though it wasn't particularly

eold at first, it wasn't very pleasant. I waited about

a quarter of an hour, just to see whether Madge or

old Sol would come into the scullery again : for I

did not like to make a move if there was a chance

of being found out— 'cause why, I thought that

after all they had done, if they should hear a

•plashing and so find I was alive, they would heap
Buch a lot of things on the top of the well that I

might as well try to move a mountain as to dislodge

them. But all remained quiet. So I began to feel

about the sides of the well, to find if there was any
chance of being able to climb up. Precious lucky

for me was it that the brick-work had given way in

•everal places ; and so I was able to clamber to the

very top. Then, keeping as sure a footing as I

could—and uncommon hard work it was—I felt

the stones overhead : but my first thought was that

I should never be able to move them. I tried to

push my fingers betwixt them—but it was no use :

and then, lo and behold ! some of the brick-work
gave way, and I tumbled down to the bottom again,

hurting myself confoundedly. I scrambled up on
the big stone, and was once more chin-deep in the

water. I thought to be sure the splash would be

beard in the bar: but no one came into the scullery.

Then I asked myself what the devil I was to do, and
whether I was to stay there—to fall asleep perhaps,

and bo drowned like a dog—or to bo starved to

death. You may be sure that I vowed vengeance
upon Madge and old Solomon if I should ever get

out— of which however there seemed to be uncom-
mon little chance."

" What a precious plight to bo in, to be sure !"

eaid Tony Wilkins. " But go on : it's as good as a
etory-book."

" Well," continued the Cannibal, " as I was down
there—up to the chin in water, and beginning to

£»«1 my lejjs getting numbed with the cold—

a

thought struck me how to move the stones over the
mouth of the well. So taking heart, I climbed up
to the top again; and clinging with one hand to

the brickwork as I had done before, with t'other

hand I took out my clasp-knife, and opened the

blade with my teeth. I thrust the blade in between
two of the stones, and soon worked the handle up
atwixt them also. Then I began to have some little

hope; and putting my knife back again into my
pocket,—for I thought if I did get out, it should be

drawn across old Sol's throat afore morning,—

I

began to work with my fingers. I could now thrust

them in betwixt the stones, till at last I got my
hand up—and then my wrist: so you see I was
widening the opening. I went on workmg away

:

but it was a killing job. I had to keep shifting my
hands—first clinging by the right and working with

the left—then clinging with the left and workmg
with the right, so as to rest them in their turn.

Once too, I was so stiff and tired of hanging up in

that style, that I had to climb down again and take

a stand in the water for ten minutes to rest myself.

Then up I went again—and to work once more!
And all this time I could hear the shouts

of laughter coming from the tap-room ; aud
I wished I was there, with a jolly good glass of

lush and a pipe. However, I succeeded in the long

run in getting out of that cursed well; and when I

had moved the stones far enough to scramble forth,

I fell down on the floor of the scullery, quite ex-

hausted. A child might have killed me then: I

could not have offered any resistance. I was so

tired that I hadn't the slightest inclination to move.
A drowsiness came over me—and I gave myself up
to it, as one may say : I was dead beat. So I fell

fast asleep ; and when I woke up again, I was as

cold as ice. Only fancy going to sleep like that,

with one's clothes on, dripping wet ! AH was now
quiet in the house ; and I heard the clock in the bar

strike two. Two in the morning!—and it was a
little after nine that I had tumbled into the well: so

that you can guess how many hours I had been ac-

quainted with cold water. When I tried to get up,

my limbs were as stiff as if they were frozen; and
I really thought that I must stay there and die.

But I fancied to myself what a sin it was to be boat,

after all I had gone through and done - aud how
uncommon pleasant it would be just to draw ray

clasp-knife across old Sol's throat, to teach him liow

to play tricks with his pals again. And tben 1 aUti

thought what an uncommon deal of good a tumbler

of raw brandy would do me just at that moiuont —
and the bar where it was kept, so close at liaud ! lu
short, I managed to raise myself up, and foit for

the scuUei-y-door. It was locked—and that was just

as I expected. I had to move about a bit, before I

could use my limbs properly: but when once tho

blood began to circulate, I soon forced open the

door. Another moment—and I was in the bar.'

"And didn't you help yourself jolly well to the

brandy !" exclaimed Tony Wilkins. " I'll be bound

you did! I think I should have swigged a wbol«

bottle, if it had been mo."
" Well, I did take a pretty decent pull, I can toll

you," answered Chilfin; "and it did me a world of

good. As luck would have it, there was a littlo

fire left in the bar-parlour : so I lighted a caiuilo

which was thero, and was abJe to see what I was

about. I found some things to eat—and they aliuj
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did mo good. Then I took tlie candle in one band

and my clasp-knife open in the other—and crept ufi

to the bcd-roDUQ. The door wasn't locked; and J

went in. Mrs. Patch was in bed and fast asleep

:

but Solomon was not there. I didn't exactly know

what to do} and •^hile I waa thinking, Mother

Patch awoko. My eyes ! what a start she gave

:

but I think she was too friglitencd to cry out. Per-

haps she took me for a ghost. Howsomever, I

very soon let her know it was no ghost—but honest

Chiffin himself: for I told lier that her husband had

played me a rasc.iUy trick, and it was deuc d lucky

for him i hadn't found him there. She sworr black

and blue that Solomon was as innocent as a 'i.tle

lamb—that Madi^e had told him the bolt gave wa\

by accident—and that if he had thought I wasn't

drownded in the well, he would have got assistance

to pull me out. She begged me not to murder

her, and said she knew her husband would do

anything he could to make me amends. I asked

her where he was; and she said that he was

fetched away on very particklar business at about

eleven o'clock—that he wouldn't be home all night

—for in fact he had gone to Gravesend, where

bis brother Isaac wanted him. Well, she spoke so

fair that I really did bogiu to think it was possi-

ble old Solomon had been humbug ,'ed by Madge.

I put up my clasp-knife, and told Mrs. Patch that

I would see her husband at my own lodging next

night—but that neither she or him was on any

account to say that I had turned up again, as 1

meant to let Madge think I was done for—so that

she might be thrown off her guard and not get

out of the way to escape my vengeance. Then I

made Mrs. Patch give me a complete change of

rigging from head to foot ; and I went down to the

bar-parlour to change my things. I can assure

you, Tony, that I never felt so comfortable in all

my life as when 1 had dry clothes on."

" I should say so indeed," observed Wilkins.
" It's as good as any play I ever saw at a penny
gaflf. But go on. What did Sol say when you saw
him?"

" As soon as I had put on the clean togs, I made
the best of my way to my lodging, and went to bed,

where I staid for forty-eight hours without ever

moving out of it. Old Solomon came at nightfall.

He vowed and protested that the account his wife

gave me was perfectly true, and that he had firmly

believed what Madge told him—that it was all an

accident: and he promised to do anything ho could

to show me how sorry he was. I told him that all

I wanted for the present was that if he saw Madge
he should keep her in the belief that I was dead

and done for ; and that he must let me know where

I was likely to fall in with her—for she has given

up livixig at her own cottage by the Seven Sisters

Koad, «ome time past. He said she was certain

sure to be at his house in the evening of the twenty-

first of August : but he begged and implored that I

wouldn't come and do her a mischief there, as it

would only be getting him into trouble. So I told

him if he would send me word when she left his

house on that night, I would soon be on her track

and settlo the business. He prAiised — and he

kept his word. That was when you came to me
with the note. And now I've no more to tell."

" Y'ju went through something on that precious

DiHht, Chituu," said Tony WiikiDP.

" Yes—and I Ml it for days afterwards—I feel it

cvfn now. I must be pretty tough—or else it would
have killed me. But I tell you what, Tony,—to go
back to what we were saying at t'other boosing-

ken, - Sol Patch is selling me to the detectives.

There can't be a doubt of it ; and if he's false now
—why, then he may have been false in the pit-fall

affair. Do you think old Sol has got much money
m his house?"—and the Cannibal fixed his eyes with

a diabolic signiiicancy upon Tony Wilkins as he thus
spoke.

" Can't say," responded the younger villain, who
fully understood the meanmg of that look. "But
if you think it wortii while

"

" It's worth while for you," said the Cannibal, " if

there's any blunt to be got by it; and it's worth
while for me even if he had not a penny-piece in the

place—cos why, you see, I have now plenty of score*

to settle with him. But Solomon we know is well

off; and though I dare say he don't keep on the

premises all he is worth, he must still have some-
thing handsome in his cash box. What say you,

Tony? You and I have done some business to-

getlier afore now : shall we do this ?"

Wilkius reflected for a few minutes ; and at length

he said, looking very hard at the Cannibal, " Y'es

—

I will do it along with you."

"Then let's shake hands over it," said Chiffin;

and they shook hands accordingly. "I tell you
what," continued the elder ruffian, "something has

struck me. I should like to know exactly how far

old Solomon has gone with the detectives : because,

you see, he knows of that little business of mine ia

the barge
"

"Ah!" ejaculated Tony: "then that was your
work—eh? Well, I'm blowed if I didn't alwaya

suspect it was."
" To be sure," replied Chiffin, with a grim smile.

" I ain't going to have any secrets with you now
that we're going to work so comfortable and pleasant

together. You see, from a certain inquiry that I

got some one to make in the neighbourhood of

Deveril's house yesterday, I learn that Madge
Somers is certain to recover : and so if I was took

up on account of that, it wouldn't be a hanginy

case—only a transportation business. But if for

t'other affair
"

"The barge business?" said Wilkins inquir-

ingly.

"Yes: if that was made known—why, then I

should be booked—and no mistake," added the Can-
nibal, as another grim smile appeared upon his dia-

bolical countenance. " Now, if old Solomon is really

in communication with the detectives, he may have

whispered a word aho'it the barge business ; and
altogether it would bo best to find out exactly how
far he has gone towards betraying me. Couldn't

you, Tony, manage somehow or another to worm
yourself into his confidence ? You might pretend

that you had a spite against me—or that one of the

detectives has been speaking to you, and that you
feel rather inclined to tumble into their plans and
give mo orer to their keeping. If you did this

—

and I lid it uieU, mind—old Sol would be thrown off

his guard : he would tell you what's being done—he

would jxrhaps propose that you should be the chap

to give ms up to the beaks
"

"I underst;md," ^aid Wilkins: "cud I'll do it if

jou like."
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but hang me if ever I mot a feller like ChifEn,

One doesn't dare say one's soul is his own where
he be."

" You're right enow, Sol," responded Tony. " But
I've done with him. I'm blowed if he shall bully

me any more. I tell you what it is, Sol—I've stood

more at different times from that man than from
any other ; and now it all seems to have gathered

in one great spite, if you understand what I mean
But I'm a cursed fool to talk this way afore

you," cried Tony, suddenly checking himself:

"'cause why, you're such a intimate friend of

Chiffin's."

" Softly, softly, my young feller," observed old

Solomon: then, fixing a peculiar look upon Wilkins,

he added, "Not so much of a friend perhaps to

Chiffin as you seem to think. Didn't I say a minute
back that he will be lord and master wheresumever
he is ? and this don't always suit. Besides, I don't

mind telling you, Tony, that I think CLiffiu's day
is pretty nigh over : he has had a uncommon long

run of it—a wonderful run—more than twenty year,

to my knowledge."

"Well, if his day is nigh over," observed Wil-
kins, " the sooner the better, say I—and that's all

about it."

"But I dare say this spite of your'n will wear
off," resumed Solomon, after a pause : and again he
looked very hard at Wilkins, as if to penetrate into

his very soul. " Yes—it will wear oS ; and you'll

be as friendly again as ever with Chiffin."

" Never !" ejaculated Tony, striking his clenched

fist forcibly upon the table. " Him and me are now
two—and I mean we shall keep so. Why, you don't

think, Sol—do you—that I am going to be bullied,

and baited, and kicked about by that feller P If you
think so, you're uncommon mistaken. No: I'd

sooner go and give him up "

But here Tony checked himself once more : indeed

he stopped completely short—and then gaaed in a

sort of consternation upon Solomon Patch, as if

fearful that he had said something that might be

repeated again and draw down upon his head the

terrific vengeance of the Cannibal.
" You needn't look at me like that," observed th«

old tnan :
" I sha'u't peach agin you. So far from

that, I think that perhaps you and I seem to be

more of a mind on the matter than you may
suppose."

" What d'ye mean ?" asked Wilkins, now appear-

ing to eye the old landlord very keenly in bis turn.

" I mean this," responded Patch—" that 1 ain as

sick and tired of CliilHn as you can bo —and what'

more, I think that he would bo a gOv i riddance. 1

only wish that he'd never set foot in the Goat
again ; and I don't think I should break my heart

if ho was safe locked up in the Sione Jug."
" Well, since you speak so frank and candid,"

replied Wilkins, " I dou't mind telling you that ho

was deuced near gi-tdng locked up just now."

"As how?" asked Solomon : and ho drew closer to

Tony Wilkins—for their discourse was every instant

beomiiig more significant and confidential.

" Why, after Chiffin had bullied and baited me
80 just now, 'cause I wus a trifle late," answered

Wilkins, " I wus so precious wild and savage tiiat I

was more than half inclined ti> go and lot the beaks

know where he might be piclted up."

"AU! you thought of doing that—did you?"

" Well, let it be so," resumed Chiffin. " And there's

•aether advantage to be -gained by your playing

this part : you can get old Solomon to let you stay

at the Goat to-morrow night—^you can pretend that

you want to talk over matters with him after the

place is shut up and all the people are gone—and
then, at about one in the morning, you could quietly

open the door and let me in. We should then know
how to do the rest."

Wilkins, who always suffered himself to be

swayed entirely by the Cannibal, consented to these

suggestions; aid the two ruffians continued the

farther discussion of their plans, together with

fresh suppUes of liquor. They did not separate

until a late hour, a thorough understanding being

established as to the entire mode of procedure.

CHAPTER CXIL

TONY "WILKIIfB.

It was about six o'clock in the evening of the fol-

lowing day that Tony Wilkins made his appearance

at the Billt/ Goat ; and passing by the bar without

taking the least notice of old Patch or his wife, he

strode onward with sullen looks into the tap-room.

The dirty lad who served as pot-boy and waiter,

followed him in, to receive whatsoever commands
he had to issue; and Wilkins, having ordered some
liquor and a pipe, told the lad in a savage voice to
" make himself scarce," as he wanted to be alone

;

for there was no one else in the room at the time.

Old Patch,—having observed Tony's sullen looks,

and hearing from the pot boy in what an ill temper

he appeared to be,—thought there was something

strange in all this, and determined, if possible, to

find out what it was. So, taking a glass of liquor

in his hand, he went into the tap-room, sat himself

down at the same table with Tony Wilkins, and
made some casual remark. Tony answered in an
abrupt and half-savage manner—and then appeared
to relapse into a train of ilisagrecable reflections.

"Why, what ails you, Tony?" asked old Solo-

mon. "You seem altogether out of sorts this

evening. Is things going wrong—or how ?"

"Things is well enough," responded Wilkins:

"but I'll be hanged if I'll put up any longer with

that feller's brutal humours."
" What feller's ? who do you mean ?" asked

Solomon.

"Who the deuce should I mean, but Chiffin?" re-

plied Tony, still in a half-sullen, half-sava^io manner.

"And by the bye, I don't at all thank you for sending

me on a message to him last night. Uc growled like a

bear with a sore head when I told him as how there

was never a letter for him ; and ho went on at me !

just for all the world as if it was my fault that his

letters hadn't come. Then he told me to meet him
•omewhere again this artcrn on, as he wanted to

;

peak to me So I went just now: but because I

was a trifle late at the place of appintment, he

blackguarded me in a way I couldn't stand. So I
{

wme jff, and left hiin to his humours."

"Ah!" observed old Solomon, " you are not the

only one, Tony, that is af'eard of ChifTin the Caiini-

Wal. I have been a many years at the Ooat, and
during the lime have seen a many rum customers : I



observed Solomon : then, after a few moments'
pause, he demanded abruptly, "Acd why didn't

you do it ?"

" Well, I don't rightly know," responded Tony.
"One doesn't make up one's mind to them kind

of things in a hurry : so I come here to think

over it."

" You know there's summut to be got by it

—

don't you?" asked Solomon, now eyeing Wilkins
askance.

"About Madge Somers's business, I suppose?'

said Tony interrogatively.

"Just 80. There's a hundred guineas. How
should you like to have fifty, Tony I"

" Uncommon well—and there's no mistake about

it."

" And you wouldn't flinch when it came to the

pint ? you wouldn't think of it ? you are sure you
wouldn't, Tony ?"

"Not I indeed! why should I? I've come to

hate Chiffin—and so would you too, if you'd been
called ail the names he called me just now and last

night. Human natur' can't stand it, Sul."

" To be sure not," rejoined the old landlord, in-

wardly chuckling as he flattered himself he had
thus far drawn Wilkins out so very cleverly : " to be
sure not! But if you're raly in right down earnest

and will give Chiffin up, I'll introduce you to-

morrow to somebody that will arrange the whole
matter with you:—and then of course it must be
an understood thing that you and me is to share the

reward—though I'm to keep altogether in the back-

ground, and you must never let it out to a soul tbat

I had anythink to do in the business."

"Not I," responded Wilkins. "You know, Sol,

you can depend upon what I say. So it's a bargain.
But who's this person you are going to introduce

me to to-morrow ?"

" Who should it be," said the old landlord with a
sly louk, " but somebody as wants Chiffin ?"

" A detective, I suppose ?" interjected Wilkins.
'• Well, that's about the mark," returned Solomon.

"You needn't be afeard to look the geuelman in

the face: he doesn't want you for nothink."
" And it's only about Madge's business, then, tbat

CliiflGLn hia-self is wanted?" said Wilkins after a
pause. " Why, if Madge recovers, it won't perhaps
be more than a transportation case unless you
have let out anything about t'other affair

"

" What other affair ?" inquired Solomon hur-
riedly.

" Why, the barge business," answered Wilkins.
" Ah ! then you know as how that was ChilBn's

affair ? And how come you to know it ?"

" Why, Ciiiffin his-self told me : he didn't make
no secret of it."

" But yoa must, Tony—yoi* must," was Solomon's
I

hasty and anxious rejoinder. "Not a word to the
detective on that score—not a syllable : Don't you
see, wemi;iitget took up as accessories after the

fact on account of knowing it and not giving in-

formation. That's the law, Tony : so take care of

yourself."

"Thiiukye for the advice -I sha'n't nes;lect it,

fou may be sure. But what time will this detective

genehnan be here to-morrow?"
" Wlit-n and where do you think you could fall in

with Ciiillin again?" deman led Solomon: "'cause
»hj, it mustn't be at any of his haunts that's kuowed

to me— I mustn't seem to hare anythink to do ia il

—that's our agreement, you know."
"To be sure—all right enough '." anawered Wil-

kins. "I can see Chiffin any time I like to-

morrow."
" Well then, it can be done early :"—and after •

few moments' reflection, the landlord added, " The
detective shall be here at nine o'clock in the morn-
ing: there's no one about then to t«ke any per-
tickler notice. And I tell you what, Tony — the

best thing you could do would be to sleep here to-

night. I will give you a bed and a good breakfast

in the morning ; and all things considered, it would
be much better

—
'cause why, you'll be on the spot

quite handy, to see the detective when he comes in

the morning—and there won't be no waiting or
bother of that sort."

"Well, I don't mind," observed Wilkins: "but
I have got an appintment with my young o'oman
at nine o'clock

"

" You must put it ofif, Tony," interrupted Solo

mon in a peremptory manner: "you must stay

here altogether till you've settled things with the
detective. You can order as much lush, and bak-
ker, and what not, as you like : I'll stand treat—
and a good supper of tripe and inguns into the

bargain."

"That's business-like," said Wilkins; "and it's

fort'nate I told ray young o'oman to meet me just

over the canal-bridge at nine o'clock : so I caa
run out for a minute and stall her off till to-

morrow."

"You can do that: but mind, you mustn't be
more than five minutes away. You promise?"

" Yes, to be sure—if you wish it."

" Hush! there's cliaps a-coming— wo won't be
seen whispering together."

Thereupon Solomon Patch emptied his glass, and
rose to quit the room, just as several of its regular

frequenters made their appearance,— their approach
having been heralded by some boisterous outburst

of merriaient in front of the bar. Thither did

Solomon return, chuckling inwardly at the arrange-

ment he had effected with Tony Wilkins, whom he
purposed to keep as much as possible under his own
eye till the morning, for fear lest if he went out
le might peichance fall in with the Cannibal, and
be deterred from his purpose either by compunctious
feelings of his own, or a return to good humour on
the part ol that individual. But on his side, Tony
Wilkins Wis also chuckling inwardly, for reason!

which are obvious enough.

At nine o'clock Tony quitteil the BiUy Goatt
and having assured himself that he was not fol-

lowed, hurried a»vay across the bridge, and de-

scended t) the towing-path of the ctmal, where
Chilfin wis waiting for him. Their conversation

was brief and hurried ; and when they separatedt

Tony W I kins sped back to the boozing-ken, re-

ceiving a si,nificant nod of approbation from Solo-

mon Patch as he passed the bar ; for he had not boea

alt(jgether more than ten minues absent, and the old

landlord was well pleased at what he considered to

be a proof of deference and good faith on the young
ruffian's part. lie-entering the taproom, Tony
continued to smoke and drink at S^dnmon's ex-

pense: and the promised supper was not forgotten,

Tlie orgie on the part of the frequenters wa.'i kept

up as usual until post miduignt ; a>id when iho
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hrfi8e was cleared of all save the regular inmates

*»nd Tony Wilkins, preparations were made for re-

tiring to rest. A little crib of a bed-room on the

same floor as Solomon's own, was assigned to Tony

;

and by one o'clock a complete silence prevailed

throughout the dwelling.

Tony did not undress : but he put out his candle

in order to avoid creating any suspicion of an

evil design. He sat down on the bed—and thus

waited for at least three quarters of an hour. Then
he took oflF his shoes ; and gently opening the door

of his room, listened with suspended breath. Not
a sound met his ears : but for full five minutes did

Le remain listening. Then he began to descend the

stairs, very slowly and very carefully,—pausing, too,

on every step, for the wood-work made a slight

creaking noise. But uo one appeared to be dis-

turbed ; and he reached the ground-floor. He was
now in the open space in front of the bar; ard

being quite familiar with every feature of the es-

tablishment, he had no difficulty in reaching the

street-door without stumbling against any object,

though utter darkness prevailed. It was easy to

draw back the bolts and unfasten the chain : but,

as had been foreseen, the door was locked, and

the key had been removed—most probably taken

up-stairs to the room where the landlord and his

wife slept. Drawing forth from his pocket a small

orow-bar, or "jemmy," not more than a foot and a

half long, and sharp as well as thin at one ex-

tremity, Tony Wilkins began to operate on the

lock; and this proceeding was conducted so noise-

lessly and at the same time so skilfully, that in less

than five minutes the lock came off in his hand, and
no one in the house was disturbed. The door was
now opened; and ChiiEn the Cannibal entered the

place.

The instant the door was closed again, the elder

ruffian produced a dark lantern from his pocket;

and it was promptly lighted. Then the two villains

exchanged rapid looks ; and while on the one hand
Cbiflin assured himself that Wilkins was resolute,

the latter perceived an expression of a savage desire

for vengeance on the countenance of the other.

They spoke not a word : they had nothing to say—
their plans were already settled— they had now
only to execute them. Chifiiti took ofiF his heavy
boots ; and leading the way, he began the ascent of

the narrow staircase, closely followed by his accom-

plice.

The rooms up-stairs had been restored to their

original condition,—that where the trap-door was
formed, being once more used as a sleeping chamber
for the landlord and his wife. On reaching the

threshold of this room, Chifiin passed the lantern to

Tony Wilkins, and then cautiously tried the handle

of the door : but, as he had expected, it was locked.

He immediately drew forth from his pocket a small

crow-bar, similar to that which the younger ruffian

had already rendered serviceable ; and this the Can-
nibal used with so much promptitude and dexterity,

as well as force, that the door was burst open in a

moment. Patch and his wife both started up from

the sound sleep in which they were wrapped at the

time : but almost before a single sound of alarm had

issued from their lips, Chiffin threw himself upon
them, and his bauds wore at once forced upon their

mouths in such a manner that they could not cry

out. The next proceeding followed quick as thought

;

and it was horrible too—most horrible. For Tony
Wilkins with his own crow-bar dealt Patch a terrific

blow on the head ; and the next instant the same
murderous weapon crashed upon the skull of the

woman. The Cannibal, now having hb hands free,

drew forth his ghastly clasp-knife, and made the

murderous work still more sure by cutting the

throats of the two victims.'

All this was done in an incredibly short space of

time : it was the work of but a few moments. Yes :

a few moments sufficed to hurry two beings into the

other world ! And it was done so noiselessly too,

that when the murderers listened at the chamber-
door, they caught no sound to lead them to believe

that the pot-boy or the female-servant whom the
Patches kept, had been disturbed. As for the spec-

tacle which the bed now presented, it was hideous
and ghastly : husband and wife —that old man and
that old woman—lay side by side,-their heads
beaten in, their throats frightfully gashed, the sheet
and coverlid stained with the blood which had
spirted forth and was continuing to flow profusely.

But little recked the principal assassin for the horror
of the sight : while on the other hand the younger
one was all in the tremor of fevered excitement

—

as this was the first blood he had ever seeu shed.

His face, too, was ghastly pale ; and indeed, scarcely

was the crime accomplished, when he wished it un-
done.

"Come, Tony," said Chiffin, speaking in a low
whisper, for fear of alarming the servants, " don't
stand shivering and shuddering there—but let's look

out for the spoil. Here, my lad—take a drop of
this."

Tony Wilkins eagerly snatched the brandy- flask

which the Cannibal presented to him ; and he drank
with avidity a portion of its contents. The fiery

fluid seemed to circulate like lightning through his

veins, giving him the courage which he had all on a
sudden lost immediately after the perpetration of
the crime. A grim smile expanded itself on Chif-

fin's countenance, as he saw by the light of the
lantern the alteration which was all in a moment
efiected by the potent alcohol in respect to his com-
panion : and then he took a long draught himself.

They now began to search the drawers, the cup-
boards, and the trunks. The cash-box was speedily

discovered: but its contents did not exceed twenty
pounds.

"There must bo more somewhere," growled Chif-

fin : and the search was continued.

A few articles of jewellery, o.'" insignificant value,

and with which Mrs. Patch had been wont to adorn
her person on Sundays and on holidays, were disco-

vered in one of the drawers : but no more money. As
for plate, there was none,—no articles of silver being
used at the Billi/ Goat. The garments of t'\e mur-
dered victims were next searched : but only a lew
shillings were found in the pockets. There was
Solomon Patch's watch—an old silver one, of the

description known as the " turnip" kind; and there

was likewise a breast-pin, but of little value. Every
uook and corner of the chamber was carefully ex-

amined : stdl no more money, either in gold or

bank-n)tes, appeared to be forthcoming. The Can-
nibal Bui^goited that the mattrussos should bo ripped

open—a proposal to which Tony Wilkins at once
assented : for tho thought that so tremendous a

crime had been perpetrated for bo poor a profit ai
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that already in hand, was already goadinij him to

desperation.
" We must remove the Btiff'uns off the bed," ob-

aerved Cliiffia: " but take care you don't get the

blood on your clothes. It's precious tell-tale, my
boy ;—and you see I raanagi-d with the knife so well

,

that I didn't get a drop." i

They lilted the corpses^rom the bed and deposited

them on the floor: they then examined the mat-

trasses, which they cut open—but without disco ver-

inij any additional spoil. Finally it became appa-
i

rent enough that the murdci-cd couple had either no

more money in the house, or else that it was so well

concealed as to baffle the search of the assassins. i

"Come along, T'my," said Cuiffin: "it's no use

waiting here any longer."
j

" But there must be more swag than this," re-

plied Wilkins, perfectly aghast : for he had become

an accomplice in the crime for the sake of booty

alone—A« had no vindictive feeling to appease—or

no treacherous intent of betrayal on his own account

to frustrate. "Yes—there must be morel" 1

"But if there isn't, there isn't," replied Chiffin
|

savagely. " Come, take another dose of this :"—and

he once more produced the brandy-flask. " We can

fill it down stairs again if we choose," he added with

a diabolic grin.

Wilkins poured down his throat all the remainder

of the contents : but now the fiery fluid failed to

revive his spirits. He felt thoroughly miserable.

"Come along," said Chiffin :
" it's no use staying

nere."

They issued forth from the chamber where this

florrible crime had been committed, and descended

the stairs as noiselessly as they had previously stolen

up them. They paused for a few minutes to make
a farther search in the till of the bar, an(i in the

cupbjards of the bar-parlour: but not another coin

did they discover.

" Now, it won't do for us both to be seen going

out together," said Chiffin. " One of us must go

first. You may, if you like."

Tony Wilkins clutched eagerly at this propo-

sition, inasmuch as not for worlds would he have

remained behind in that house where murder had

just been done. Chiffin saw how much he was

troubled at the scanty proceeds of so enormous a

crime; and for an instant he was fearful that such

a state of mind was even calculated to superinduce

remorse and lead to confession. The thought tiiere-

fore struck him that he would abandon his share

entirely to his accomplice—which he could very

well have afforded to do, inasmuch as he possessed

« considerable hoard of his own. But Chiffin had
lately become greedy after gold ; and he could not

bring himself to say the word which would deprive

him of the comparatively paltry pittance which

constituted his portion of the present spoil. Ke
had taken possession of the money and jewels—he

had them about him—and he did not like to give

all up.

"Well then," he said, "you go out first, Tony

—

and make straight off towards Kiuj^'s Cross. I'll

join you there in about five or ten mmutes — and

then we will divide the swag."

Wilkins would much sooner have had his share

at once before he left the place : but ho did not

dare express a wish that would have been tanta-

mount to a suspicion : for he stood fearfully in awe
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of the terrible Cannibal. He therefore stole forth

from the scene of murder, and bent his way in tb»
direction of King's Cross.

Chiffin had extinguished the light in his lantern

ere the street door was opened to afford egress to

Tony Wilkins. He now therefore remained in Ine

dark: for the shutters of the windows were all

closed. But no sensation of fear crept upon this

dreadful man: on the contrary, he gloated with a

savagi- ferocity over the vengeance he ha I wreaked.

For he had learnt from Tony Wilkins, when they

met for a few minutes on the towing-p;ith of the

canal, that their suspicions were confirmed in re-

spect to Solomon Patch's contemplated treachery

;

and with all the fiendishness of his nature, did he

rejoice at the murderous work he had done. He
remained for nearly ten minutes in the solitude

and darkness of the bar ere he ventured to open

the street-door: but at length, on issuing forth, he

beheld no one through the gloom of th.- morning-

hour—nor did the sounds of any footsteps save his

own reach his ears. He made the best of his way

towards the canal-bridge : but just as he had

reached it, a posse of men suddenly emerged from

a house close by—and Chiffin found himself, if not

exactly in their midst, at all events so unpleasantly

close that if he had taken to his heels their SU3«

picions that he was some evil-doer would at once

have led to pursuit.

We must here pause for a few moments to state

who these persons were, and explain their presence

in Agar Town. The house whence they had so sud

denly emerged, had long been suspected of eontam-

ing an illicit still ; and some positive information

having been recently received by the authorities,

—

as well as some specific details as to the quantity of

liquor sent forth from the place,—it was resolved to

pay a visit thereto. In an earlier chapter of the

narrative we said that incursions of this nature

were rare in respect to Agar Town : but on the

present occasion the conduct of the workers of the

illicit still had become so emboldened by long iinpu-

puuity, that it could not be tolerated. Accordingly,

a strong body of Excise officers and of policemen in

plain clothes, had been appointed for this special

service. They had repaired one by one, and from

different quarters, to Agar Town—they liad met at

a given moment close by the house which was the

object of their visit—and they had burst in. But

to their infinite surprise and discomfiture, they

found nothing to justify their inroad. A man and

woman—the only occupants of the house—were dis-

turbed from their slumbers: but there was no still-

no illicit spirit—no vessels having any appliance to

the suspected process. Whether it were that the

inmates of the house had been put upon their

guard as to the contemplated incursion, and

had made their arrangemeuts accordingly, — or

whether it were that the house itself con-

tained some secret laboratory so well concealed

as to escape the prying eyes and scrutiuifling re-

search of the officers, — we know not ; nor is it

necessary for the purposes of our t.ile to pause and

inquire. Certain however it was, that alter the

most minute examination of the premises, nothing

criminatory of the OLCupanis could be discovered ;

and the discomCited officers were boating a retreat^

—when, on emerging forth, they encountered the

Cannibal in the manner aire* \y described.
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Cliiffin stopped sliort, irresolute fur a moment tiate through the depth of gloom into which they
how to act : indeed, he was sutldculj dismayed by looked down. Gurgling and splashing noises were
this bursting forth of a posse of persons from the

j

h?ard, evidently produced by the struggling of the

house in quostion. The gloom of the hour was Cannibal in the water: but in about a minute they

quite sufficient to save him from recognition, had ceased altogether.

no artificial liglit been used : but all in a moment
j

It was more than two or three minutes before

cue of the policemen, drawing back the shade of his any of the officers succeeded in getting down upon
lantern, flashed the light of his bull's-eye full on the the towing-paths on either side j and then it was
ruffian's countenance.

,

too Lte. Nothing could be heard or seen of the

'"Tis Chiffiii!" wa3 the cry instantaneously raised Cannibal. A careful inspection of the bank, how-
by half-a-dozen voices : staves were drawn—and ever, on the opposite side of the canal to that where
there was a quick rush towards him.

j

he had plunged in, showed where he must have
His club—an invariable companion of the Can-

|

scrambled out, as that particular spot was all wet.

nibal's—instantaneously struck down the foremost
|

In the same manner his progress was traced a little

of the officers: but his way across the bridge was : way along the path; and in this direction did the

barred—and he had no alternative but to dash I officers accordingly speed—but without success: be
along the road, which had a row of houses 1 had fully accomplished his escape,

on one side and the parapet of the canal-wall Three or four hours later, when the potboy and
on the other. The officers were close at his heels ; servant-woman at the boozing-ken rose to enter

he tore along at a furious pace : it was indeed for upon the duties of the day, they made the fearful

life or death. His presence in Agar Town at that discovery of the horrible murder which had been
precise time would not fail to be connected with perpetrated. An alarm was quickly raised— the
the double murder at the bnuzing-ken, wlien the

|
neighbourhood was aroused—the utmo^t excitement

crime should be discovered; and it brouglit home to
,
prevailed. The seivants knew that Tony Wilkins

him, his path to the gibbet wo&id be inevitable. I had been asked to remain for the night at the

His position was therefore desperate: and desperate ! house: his bed had not been slept in—he had dis-

was the thought that flashed to his bruin. But
j

appeared—and there was consequently no doubt as

what was this ? In a few moments we will explain
j to his guilt either as the sole perpetrator of the deed

it. He might have turned off into any of the or as an accomplice. The police repaired in due
diverging streets: but his capture would be certain

j
course to the scene of the ..oirible tragedy; and it

—for the officers were gaining upon him. He might
lead them a dance amidst the mazes of Agar Town:
but they could disperse themselves—and he must
fall into their hands. He could turn and fight

desperately—he had pistols in his pocket—he had a
crowbar that would do murderous work, as well as

his club : but though by means of all these weapons
he might level the foremost of his enemies, he was
certain to be overpowered by numbers. All these

reflections swept through the man's brain in an
instant,— quick as thought alone can travel. Then
what was the desperate idea which had suggested
itself? We shall now see.

Chiffin had sped furiously on during the space of
about two minutes : and, as we have already stated,

his pursuers were rapidly gaining upon him. He
glanced back : the foremost were not fifteen yards
distant. In another two minutes he would be in

their hands! All in a moment he sprang upon the

parapet—balanced himself there for another instant

—and in the next made one tremendous spring for-

ward, disappearing from the view of the officers.

They stopped short literally appalled,—for the
height was great, and if he fell on the towing-path
beneath, ho must either be killed on the spot or
fearfully maimed. But a tremendous splash in the
water far below made them aware that Chiffin had
cleared the towing-path and had plunged into the
canal. Some of the officers rushed to the parapet
and looked over: some sped forward to seek a
descent to the towing-path; while others as quickly
retraced their way to hurry across the bridge and
intercept the Cannibal's flight on the opposite side.

The confusion and excitement were immense. Those
who remained looking over the parapet, threw the
liglit of their bull's-eyes down into the cutting
through which the canal ran : but the rays reached
not far enough to find reflection on the surface of
Uie water—nor could the glances of the men pcne-

now became known that Chiffia was encountered

and chased in the middle of the past night. It was
not therefore difficult to imagine that he was one of

the authors of the crime; and measures were ac-

cordingly taken v\ith promptitude for the apprehen-

sion of the Cannibal and of Tony Wilkins.

CHAPTEIi CXIir.

IHB TWO MUEDBREBS.

In the meantime Tony Wilkins had repaired

to King's Cross, according to the directions of

the elder ruffian. He lounged and loitered

about for ten minutes, and then began to think

it strange that Chiffin did not come. Another
ten minutes elapsed: but still the Cannibal

made not his appearance. Suspicions had been
growing and strengthening in the mind of

Tony Wilkins during these last ten minutes

;

and ho came to the conclusion that the Can-
nibal meant to self-appropriate all the produce

of the crime. Wherefore had he not made the

division previous to their separation ? and wherefore

did he not keep his appointment now? Wilkins

was almost distracted at the thought of having
committed so hideous a deed and placing his neek

in peril of a halter, without reaping one farthing's

benefit. Ho had scarcoly any money about his per-

son; and it was absolutely necessary he should (fet

away from London as soon as possible. What was
he to do? The idea occurred to him that be had
better proceed at once to that boozing-ken in

Bethnal Green where he knew that Ciiiffin had
purposed to take up his temporary quarters, hs

having left his lodging in Camden Town imme-
diately after t'ue attempted assassination of Madge
Somers. For Wilkins thought that if anything had
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transpired to prevent the Cannibal from joining him

at King's Cross, and if he really meant to act fairly

in dividing the booty, he would proceed to that

public-house in Bethnal Green in the expectation

of being joined there by his accomplice.

After a walk of nearly an hour and a half Wilkins

reached the boozing-ken. It was now nearly four

o'clock in the morning: the place was shut up—and
Tony scarcely liked to disturb the inmates. So he

walked about in the neighbourhood for another

hour, taking good care to elude the notice of the

policemen, who might question or watch him. His

mind all this time was in a dreadfully disturbed

state : he was filled with remorse for what he had

don.', because he had as yet reaped no benefit to

create a feeling of reckless joy which might absorb

that sentiment of compunction. He was harassed

too with his suspicions of the Cannibal's perfidy.

At length he returned to the boozing-ken, and

now ventured to knock at the door. In a few

minutes it was opened by an ill-looking fellow

who acted as potman, and who seemed savagely

sullen at having been disturbed from his slumber.

He knew Wilkins as a friend of ChifBn's ; and as

Chiffin was intimate with the landlord of the place,

and also a good customer there, the potman did not

dare openly to ofiFend anybody connected with him.

He therefore answered Tony's queries. The Can-

nibal was not in the house—he had not slept there

that night—he had left at about eleven o'clock—and

had not returned since : but a chamber was kept

for his accommodation according to his order.

Tony Wilkins was embarrassed how to act. He
knew that suspicion of the murder, when discovered,

would fall upon himself; and he was therefore most
anxious to get out of London : but if he fled at once,

it would be throwing away his last chance of meet-

ing the Cannibal and receiving his share of the

spoil, supposing that liis accomplice really meant to

deal fairly by him. The potman seeing that he
hesitated and that his looks were strangely wild and
troubled, asked if anything was the matter ?

" I must see Chiffin—and so I'll wait for him,"

replied Tony. " We have missed each other, and I

hav'n'tbeen in bed all night."
" Well it's no use keeping me standing at the

door," said the potman sullenly; "and if a blue-

bottle happens to come into the street he'll think

there's summut queer going on: so you'd better

come in ; and if you're tired, what's to perwent
you from going up and having a stretch on the

bed in Chiflin's room F"

" So I will," answered Tony. "And mind, if any-

body comes to inquire arter me, I ain't wisible not

to no one, except Chiffin his-self."

"All right," growled the potman, as he closed

the front-door of the boozing-ken again. "I s'pose

you and the Cannibal has been doing a bit of busi-

ness together ?"

" Yes—but nothink pertickler," responded Tony
quickly- and curtly. " Which is the way ?"

" Come along," was the answer given by the man :

and he forthwith conducted Wilkins up into an attic,

where he left him.

Tony was at first inclined to throw himself down
on the bed (o rest: for ho was thoroughly wearied
and exliaustcci, as much by the excitement of his

mind as by the many hours he had been wandering
about. But he felt so uneasy and troubled that he

could not lie down. He knew the domestics at the
Billt/ Goat were early risers, and that by this time
the murder must be discovered : every moment wa«
therefore precious— and he ought already to be
many miles away from London. It was no use for

him to wait there unless confident that the Cannibal
would make his appearance. But how could he
know this? As he asked himself the question, the

thought struck him that if Chiffin had left anything
at this boozing-ken, it might be regarded as a proof

that he really meant to return. So Tony began
looking about the room. There was a cupboard,
which was locked ; and this he had a great mind to

break open.

j

" It wouldn't be fastened," he thought to himself,
" if it hadn't summut in it worth taking ; and if

so, I may as well help myself, no matter whether

i

the contents is Chiffin's or belongs to the people of

the house. I must be off soon ; and I can't go with

only a few shillings in my pocket."

Without any farther hesitation, Tony Wilkins
drew forth his little crowbar and began to operate

on the cupboard-door. In a very few moments it

was opened; and he perceived a pair of pistols, two
or three shirts, and a bunch of skeleton-keys, which
he knew belonged to the Cannibal. He wondered
that Chiffin should have taken the precaution to

lock up these thingi of such trifling value; and he

instituted a more rigorous search in the cupboard.

There was a heavy pair of boots lying at the bottom,

and which he likewise knew to be Chiffiu's. He
took up one of them to see whether they wore in a

better condition than his own—in which case he

would self-appropriate them—when he felt some-

thing inside. He drew it out: it was a brown paper

parcel, tied round with strmg, and likewise secured

with sealing-wax. The words, " Powder and bullets,"

were scrawled on the wrapper in Chiffin's own hand.

Tony Wilkins proceeded to open the parcel,—when,
to his mingled amazement and joy, he discovered

that it contained an immense quantity of bank-

notes, with perhaps about a hundred pounds in

gold. The coins were so rolled up into different

packets as to make the parcel feel, ere it was opened,

as if it really did contain a quantity of pistol-buUots.

All the murderer's remorse vanished in a moment:
he had suddenly lightened upon a treasure ! A
hasty computation showed him that the booty

amounted to at least six or seven hundred pounds;
and he was almost wild with delight.

Securing the treasure about his person, and like-

wise self appropriating the pair of pistols, Tony
Wilkins descended from the chamber as gently as

' possible, and slipped out of the house, unnoticed by
the potman, who was taking another nap on the

I

mattra^is where he slept in the tap-room. But just

as he emerged into the narrow street, or alley, be
beheld Cliiffin huirying towards the place.

" I thought I should find you licre," said the

Cannibal, who seemed in a most wretclied plight,

—

haggard and exhausted—his clothes soiled with

mud and bearing the indications of a recent drench-

ing— his whole appearance, indeed, most suspiciously

strange. " Come in," he added grulfly : " wc can't

stand speaking in the street :—and he knocked
peremptorily at the door, which Wilkins bad closed

behind him.

In a few moments the summons was answered by
the potman: but at the very instant that Chii&a
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crossed the threshold, Tony Wilkins rushed away—
•nd turning the corner of the street, was at once out

of Bight.

" What the deuce does it mean ?" exclaimed the

Cannibal, sweeping his startled looks up and down

the narrow alley in which the boozing-ken was

situated : for he naturally thought that his accom-

plice had suddenly been terrified by the appearance

of police-constables.

" And how come he out of the house ?" said the

potman. " I never iieerd him go down stairs?"

" What do you mean ? where has he been ?" de-

manded the Cannibal, turning round with such

tierce abruptness upon the potman, that the latter

started back in terror.

" Been ? Why he come to wait for you "

" But where has he been?" vociferated Chiffin,

furious with mingled rage and apprehension.

"Been? Why, up in your room "

" Perdition !" thundered forth the Cannibal; and

felling the potman with one tremendous blow of his

fist, he sprang up the stairs like a maniac.

The master of the boozing-ken, startled from his

sleep at that tremendous rush of heavy steps up the

staircase, issued forth from his room just as ChifBn

had sprung past the door to gain the liigher storey.

And now, what cries of rage and bitter imprecations

reached the ears of the astounded landlord, who
dared not ascend to see what was the matter. But
in a few moments Chilfin came thundering and

storming down again ; and then his loss was re

vealed, amidst a torrent of the most shocking oaths

and diabolical threats. The landlord besought him

to be tranquil, or his vociferations would alarm the

neighbours: but it was some minutes before the

Cannibal could recover the slightest degree of calm.

Tben he hastily threw off his own soiled and still

^.amp garments, and put on a suit with which the

*indlord furnished him. This being done, he rushed

away from the place, resolved to scour the whole

neighbourhood in search of Tony Wilkins, even

though at the risk of being recognized and captured

by any policemen whom he might meet.

He had not however gone far, before he was

struck by a sense of the imprudence of his conduct,

as well as by the thought that Wilkins, having at

least twenty minutes' start of him, was not likely

to be overtaken in that maze of streets, lanes, and

alleys. He stopped short, uncertain what course to

pui'sue. Should he go back to the boozing-ken?

Scarcely had he asked himself this question, when
he recollected that he had left the produce of the

past night's crime in the clothes he had put ofi":

for such was his hurry that he had omitted to take

the aioney and the jewels from the pockets thereof.

He now cursed his own oversii^ht as bitterly as he

had ere now vented his imprecations against Tony
Wilkins. He was penniless. Ho had not even his

Durglarious implements about him : the very tools

that constituted his "stock-in-trade " were wanting.

The morning, too, was a Ivancing—the people wore

getting up and opening thoir shutters—it was now
dangerous for him to bo abroad. There was no

alternative but to go back to the boozing-kou.

On reaching the alley where it was situated, he

peeped cautiously round the corner; and the first

object that met his view, was a policeman standing
»t the door of the publiohouac. The coustable

might only be wailing for a morning dram ; or he

might have a more important object in view. There

might be other policemen, too, inside the premises.

The murder in Agar Town might long ere this have

been discovered—suspicion, after the adventure of

the canal, would naturally fasten itself upon him

—this public-house might be known to be one of

his haunts—and hence the presence of the police.

All these refl«clions swept like a hurricane through

the mind of the Cannibal; and he turned abruptly

away. The condition of that man's mind was now
horrible in the extreme : it was a perfect hell of all

the worst and deadliest passions that can possibly find

a resting-place in the human breast. But the do-

minant one was a diabolic thirst for vengeance

against Tony Wilkins.

He pursued his way through the narrowest and

obscurest streets, in the direction of the eastern out-

skirt of the Bethnal Green district. The inhabit-

ants of that poor and wretched quarter were now
all entering upon the occupations and the toils of

the new-born day. The milkman was making his

round, dispensing " hapo'rths " of his well-watered

commodity at every door. Beggars were seen issu-

ing forth from the dens where they had slept,—

•

walking firmly and looking happily enough, till

they entered upon the verge of superior neighbour-

hoods, when they gradually assumed a shuflBing,

shambling gait and the most lugubrious expression

of countenance in order to pursue their calling.

From some open windows the sounds of the weaver's

shuttle might be heard ; and at others, poor squalid-

looking women were seen hanging out patched and
ragged articles of clothing to dry. Mechanics and

labourers were proceeding to the places where they

worked, while others were going to seek for em-
ployment. Hideous objects, male and female, were

creeping along to the public-house to take their

morning dram : street-sweepers, with shouldered

brooms, were on their way to the crossings that they

claimed as little freeholds of their own in better

neighbourhoods. The barber's shop was filled with

customers ; and bristly beards were disappearing

before the keen edge of the razor. Costermongers,

with their baskets and trucks, were setting out on

the day's trading ventures, with as much speculative

pre-occupation as if they were merchants proceeding

to the City to deal with hundreds of thousands of

pounds sterling. Here might be seen a little child

of scarcely five years old staggering under the

weight of a quartern loaf just fetched from the

baker's : another returning from the chandler's at

the corner, with the half-ounce of tea, the quarter

of a pound of sugar, and the diminutive morsel of

butter for the breakfast. Other children had already

commenced the day's usual routine of playing in

the gutter, and picking up such garbage as might

serve to compensate for the scantiness of the meal

whereof they had partaken in-doors.

The Ciuinibal pursued his way ; and in a short

time he reached JIackncy Marshes. He wandered

on, though sinking with fatigue and half-famished

with hunger. He had no settled plan : he knew
not what course to adopt. Far into the fields he

went : he slaked his thirst at a brook—and at length

threw himself under a hedge, where he fell into •

sound sleep. When he awoke the sun's rays were

pouring down, h't and almost scorching, upon his

face ; and he knew it must be nearly mid-day. He
had therefore slept several hours. He rose Up and
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walked still farther into the country. Again he

ilaked his thirst at a rivulet : but his hunger was

now ravenous. He beheld a cottage at a distance

:

and thither he bent his steps. The door stood open

:

a labourer and his wife, with three or four children,

vare seated at a table, partaking of their frugal re-

past. Chiffia approached the threshold, and asked

for a piece of bread, sajiug that he was in great

distress. He had on a decent suit of clothes, sup-

plied by the landlord of the booziag-ken; and the

first thought of the man and his wife was that he

was some broken-down tradesman. They were

therefore about to invite him to enter and partake

of their meal: but when they looked a second time

at his villauous hang-dog countenance, they felt

convinced that he was an evil character; and the

peasant, getting up from table, closed the door

abruptly. Ciiillin gave vent to a savage impreca-

tion, and drajjged biuuself away.

At a distance from that cotta^'e he sat down again

to reflect upon his position and the course he should

pursue. That sus|jicion would fall upon himself in

respect to the double murder in Agar Town, he had
no doubt; and that there would be an active search

for him, he was equally coulident. So far as his

apparel went, he was to a certain degree disguised

by the plain but respectable suit he had on : but

how could he prevent his countenance from betray-

ing him P This was the question. Even if he had
his whiskers shaved off and his hair cropped

close, his features would still remain too remarkable

not to identify him. Therefore, to re-enter London
was under any circumstances impossible. As for

writing to the landlord ol the booziug-ken in Spital-

fields, to ask that he would remit his money to anv
etated place,—this would be absurd : for that indi-

vidual, in the supposition that Chiffin was by no
means likely to return to his house— or that if he
did, he would be completely in his power—was sure

to self-appiopriate whatsoever was found in the

pockets of the garments left behind. Then what
was he to do? A thought struck him. What if he
were to travel into Lincolnshire and pay a visit to

Saxondale Castle? If her ladyship were still there,

well and good—she would supply him with funds :

but if not, he could hide himself in the western
wing of the building—the larder of the castle,

stealthily visited by night, would supply him with
food—and he might thus lead a comfortable life for

some time, until he found the means and opportu-
nity for getting out of England.

The Cannibal's resolve was accordingly taken;
and he composed himself to sleep again under a
hedge, so that he should be sufficiently refreshed to

journey throughout the ensuing night. It was
sunset when he resumed his walk : but he felt faint

for want of food. Food he must have, by some
means or another. Bending his steps in a northern
direction, he enterea on the high road with a de-
termination of stopping the first solitary traveller

he might chance to encounter, provided the appear-
ance of the individual should promise a booty worth
the risk. He walked slowly along—for he was weak
and well nigh exhausted, notwithstanding his slum-
bers of the day : his hunger was no longer ravi'uous
—it had subsided into faintncss. The twilight had
passed: but it was a beautiful clear night, in the
month of September. Presently he heard the
•ounds of a horse's hoofs approaching from behind

at a brisk trot. He had in his hand a good stout
cudgel with which he had provided himself; and he
grasped it in readiness to make an attack. The
horseman soon overtook him; and the glance which
ChifEn threw over his shoulder at the individual,

decided him in a moment. Desperation and ex-
citement nerved him with strength : as for courage,

he naturally possessed it. The traveller had the
appearance of a substantial farmer, and was a short,

stout, strong-built man, somewhere about forty years
of age. Chiffin sprang forward, his club in one
hand, the other stretched cut to seize the bridle of

the horse : but the animal, frightened at the sud-
denness of the movement, swerved aside—and the
next instant its rider rolled in the dust. It is more
than probable that he would have been stunned by
the fall: but the Cannibal, to make sure, dealt him
a blow on the head which eSectually deprived him
of his senses, though not of life. Chiffin lost not an
instant in turning out the contents of his pockets,

which he found to consist of between two and three
pounds in money, some papers, and a silver watch.
Of all these things the Cannibal took possession;

and for a few moments he deliberated whether he
should self-appropriate the horse likewise: but he
feared that it might lead to his detection—and he
accordingly hastened away from the scene of his

villanous exploit.

Speeding across the fields, he ran till he was quite

exhausted, and was compelled to rest for a time.

Then he continued his journey again—and soon
readied a village, where he procured refreshments.

Here however he made but a brief halt : for in the
tap-room of the public-house where he partook of

his meal, the conversation turned upon the dreadful

murder which had been discovered that morning in

a part of London called Agar Town. The names
of Chiffin and Tony Wilkins were freely mentioned,
and in rather an unpleasant way too for the listener.

It even struck him that he was surveyed in a some-
what scrutinizing manner by those present : and
thus he was by no means sorry when, on quitting

the public-house, he breathed the open air again.

CHAPTEE CXIV.

MBS. BEOtJGHTOIT AND THE COUHTESS.

Retuen we once more to the palatial mansion of
the Earl of.Ca8tlomaine at Kensington. It was the

fourth day after the scene when the Countess fainted

in her attempt to write a letter to her husband ; and
during this interval she had remained unconscious
of all that was passing around her. When she re-

covered her intellectual faculties, she began to ques-
tion Mrs. Broughton as to how long this relapse

had lasted—whether the Earl had visited her as whs
his wont—and whether anything of importance had
taken place? In reply to these queries she was in-

formed that she had been three whole days in a
dangerous condition again-that the Earl himself,

pleading indisposition, had kept his own chamber

—

but that ho had regularly sent to make inquiries

relative to her ladyship's health. Mrs. Broughton
added that nothing of importance had occurred,—
thereby meaning that there had b«en no fresh in-

trusions on the purt of the nocturnal visitor to the

Buito of chambers.
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The Countess was much affected on hearing that

her husband was unwell: but it soon struck her

that this indisposition on his part was merely a

pretence in order to avoid the necessitj of visiting

her own sick-room ; and the tears trickled down her

cheeks at the thought. After a few minutes' pause

she once more expressed a wish to write to her hus-

band: but Mrs. Broughton positively refused to

give her the writing-desk—observing that she had

incurred a severe rebuke from Dr. Ferney for having

done so on the previous occasion.

It was about mid-day whea thi.^ discourse took

place between the Countess of Castlemaine and

Mrs. Broughton. Her ladyship inquired the hour;

and on being informed, she said, after a few minutes'

reflection, " I can endure this state of mind no

longer! Earnestly and strenuously would I have

avoided the intervention of a third party: but it

has now become necessary. If I am not permitted

to write, I must speak It is killing me to endure

all this! But of whom should I make a confidant

if not of you ? whose assistance should I invoke if

not your's, my good and faithful Broughton ?"

" I beseech your ladyship to compose yourself,"

said the kind-hearted dependant. " There are more

ways of exciting the feelings than by endeavouring

to write a letter; and if you experience another re-

lapse, it may prove fatal."

"I will compose myself for a few hours, Brough-

ton," responded the Countess. "But promise me
that if this evening—let us say between nine and

ten o'clock—you find me sufficiently tranquillized,

sufficiently strong also to endure whatsoever little

fatigue may be attendant on unbosoming my soul

to you,—you will listen—you will permit me to

speak—and you will promise to befriend me ?"

" Heaven knows, dear lady," responded the

woman, with earnest sincerity, " if I could really

befriend you, I should be only too happy. But,

alas!
"

"You fear," said the Countess, perceiving that

Mrs. Broughton suddenly stopped short, "that

mine is a case beyond the reach of friendly aid, and

that I have been guilty of errors which naught can

efface ? You shall see !"—and most singular was the

expression which settled upon the pale countenance

of Lady Castlemaine—that same expression which

had before so much bewildered the worthy Mrs.

Broughton, and had set her reflecting whether it

were possible, in the face of all circumstances, that

the Countess could be innocent?
" Compose yourself, dear lady," she said: "and

this evening, if you will, you shall command my
services."

" You promise me ?—and your promise has

already tended to cheer my spirits. My mind is

indeed more tranquil now. I feel as if I could

enjoy a few hours of peaceful slumber."

"Oil, do!" cried Mrs. Broughton; "and you
will awake refreshed."

The Countess of Castlemaine said not another

word—but settled herself to sleep ; and in a little

while she was wrapped in slumber. Soon after-

wards one of the younger damsels entered the sick-

chamber with an intimation that the Earl had left

his own apartment, and had descended to the

drawing-room, whore ho desired Mrs. Broughton's
immediate presence. She accordingly proceeded to

".boy the summous ; aud on outcriug the drawing-

room, was at once struck by the Earl's altered

appearance. He did indeed seem as if he had been

very ill : his countenance was haggard and care-

worn—his eyes, so dark in hue and so bright in

lustre, now appeared to bum with the superadded

glow of fever. Mrs. Broughton had not seen him
for three whole days ; and it was therefore no won-

der that his altered aspect should strike her so

powerfully.

" Dr. Ferney, who was here just now," began
the Earl, so soon as she stood in his presence, " tells

me that her ladyship has regained her consciousnesa.

Is it ISO ?"

" It is, my lord, I am happy to say," replied Mrs.

Broughton.

"And you have been conversing together, no
doubt?" continued the nobleman. " I have not for-

gotten that on the last occasion when I spoke to

you privately, you manifested a distaste—a very

delicate and praiseworthy one, no doubt—against
repeating what occurred between your mistress and
yourself. But I hope that you intend to be a Little

less scrupulous now^—Stop! don't interrupt me—
I will tell you wherefore I make the remark. I

had not seen Dr. Ferney for several days until this

morning. He spoke of her ladyship's relapse and
its cause: he mentioned something about her desire

to pen a letter to me, and that it was while at-

tempting to do so her strength failed her. "Was this

the case ?"

"It was so, my lord," replied Mrs. Broughton,

who certainly saw no harm in making this state-

ment. " But at the same time I must request^—"
" I know what you would request," interrupted

the Earl: "that the interrogatory should cease

here?—but it cannot! You must tell me what
your mistress purposed to write to me: for I am
certain that you know."

" My lord, as I am a living woman and have a

soul to be saved," replied Mrs. Broughton, " I am
unable to answer that question. Her ladyship did

not tell me what she purposed to write."

" But will you pretend," he continued, almost

sternly, " that you are not in her confidence? Mrs.

Broughton, an accident made you acquainted with

the circumstance of my dishonour. You might

perhaps have suspected it before—you discovered it

for a certainty then! Will you have me believe

that you did not soon afterwards inform her lady-

ship of what had taken place ?"

" No, my lord—I should scorn to do so," she ex-

claimed, indignantly ;
" and I should have been

likewise sorry indeed to let her understand that

you thought so ill of me as to expect that I would

repeat conversations and give way to gossip or

tittle-tattle. No, my lord—I would not do so!"

and she was turning to quit the room.
" But one word, Mrs. Broughton—one word, I

beseech you!" exclaimed the Earl, now totally

unable to control or conceal the excitement which

had seized upon him. "I am about to ask you

something to which you may give me an answer.

The servants do they speak together? you

know what I mean—do not force me to put into

words the odious, horrible thoughts which are up-

permost in my mind."

"I believe, my lord," was Mrs. Broughton'i

guarded response, "that there is not a household in

all London where the domestics generally are m
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devoted to their master and mistress—or would be

more grieved to
"

" This is no answer !" interrupted the Earl fiercely,

as he sprang up from his seat. " Do they—do they

Buspect what you know ?"—and his eyes appeared

to burn like living coals as he fixed them upon

Mrs. Broughton.
" Since your lordship requires me to be explicit,"

she rejoined, " I am bound to say that it would be

impossible for the servants to avoid certain vague

suspicions : but while they suspect, they wonder

also, and are bewildered."

"Then they, Mrs. Broughton—and you," con-

tinned t!ie Earl, " have never seen anything to

justify those suspicions ?"

" My lo d, I will be questioned no more," she

interrupted promptly and firmly; for though she

mi^ht have said that the servants had never seen

aught to justify their suspicions, she could not

make a similar averment in respect to herself after

the mysterious intrusions in the suite of chambers

and the letter which she had picked up ; while, on

the other hand, she scorned to tell an untruth in

respect to the matter.

"No, you cannot depart yet!" exclaimed the

E'lrl, springing aflor her as she turned abruptly to

quit the room; and clu'.ching her by the arm, he

held it as if his grasp were of iron. " You shall

speak—you shall tell me all I seek to know," he

contiuued in a thick hoarse voice. "I must learn

the extent to which I am dishonoured—I must as-

certain whether it be worth my while to keep the

hideous secret any longer, or whether I shall expose

it to the world at ouce."

" No, my lord — for heaven's sake do nothing

rashlj !" cried Mrs. Broughton, now painfully af-

frighted. " It would be the death of her ladyship !"

"Ker death!" echoed the Eurl bitterly, as he

with strange abruptness abandoned his hold on

Mrs Brouglitou's arm—and even tossed it away
from him as if in disdainful indignation at the sort

of appeal she had made to his feelings on Lady
Castlemaine's behalf. " Her death !—and what
matter? Wherefore should she live? To haunt

me like a spectre—the personified hideousness of

my dishonour—supposing that we continue to dwell

beneath the same roof and if I keep the secret from

the world?—or else to live, openly branded — pub-

liL-ly disgraced - tiirust out from the home which

she has made miserable and degraded? Were sho

wise, and if she had courage as well as shame, sho

Rould fly from tliis world—she would abandon it,

even though she laid hands upon herself! Ah, and
elie would appeal to me for mercy perhaps? That
I havo already shown her—too much, too much

!

But for forgiveness? No—never, never! She
stretched out her arms to me—she adjured me by
iny name—and I fled from her presence when she

awoke, as I would from a reptile that was uncoiling

itself! And she would write to me? Yes, let

her write—for perhaps she would confess who was
the author of her shame and of my dishonour : and
t/utt is a secret I long to learn ! Oh, why is she so

beautiful ?—so beautiful and yet so false ! the

hypocrisy of a serpent in the form of an augil!

My God, why is slie so loyely why ?"

The Earl of Castlemaino had walked to and fro

in the apartment with agitated steps while thus

•peaking : for ho was in a state of terrible excite-

ment. Mrs. Broughton had remained rivetied to

the spot,—her presence of mind and her fortitude

abandoning her : for she feared lest the nobleman
should go mad, and in his ravings in the presence

ot others give forth revelations that never could be

recalled. She was affected too by the wild and

mournful accents in which the last sentence of his

speech was delivered. She had never seen him in

such a mood be ore—unless it were when entering

the chamber unperceived, sho had caught the words

in which he had apostrophized his sleeping wife.

But now there was such a depth of feeling in what

he had just said, that she pitied him from the very

bottom of her soul. Nor could she help remember-

ing how great was the forbearance he had shown

from the very first moment that he discovered his

wife's condition on the memorable night of the

Duke of Harcourt's ball; and she felt that there

must be much generosity and much magnanimity

in the soul of this man, beneath that proud and

inscrutable exterior ! Indeed, she was now struck

by the conviction that it was not altogether to save

his own name from dishonour that he had shown

so much forbearance—but that it must at least in

some degree be connected with a once powerful

aS'ection entertained for the guilty Priscilla.

Suddenly stopping short in his agitated walk, the

Earl of Castlemaine waved his hand for Mrs.

Broughton to retire ; and she quitted the room ac-

cordingly,—her mmd filled with melancholy reflec-

tions on all that had taken place—but yet not with-

out a faint ray of hope stealing through, to the

efi'ect that the revelation she was to hear from the

lips of her mistress might in some sense, more or

less, give a different complexion to the afifair. Yet

again and again did she ask herself how in the pre-

sence of all damnatory circumstances. Lady Castle-

maine could possibly be innocent ?

Mrs. Broughton had no undue share of curiosity,

as the reader has already seen : but she certainly

awaited with much anxious sii spense the hour at

which the confidential interview with her mistress

was to take place. But not to keep the reader un-

necessarily delayed, let us suppose that nine o'clock

had come—that Lady Castlemaine felt so much
invigorated and refreshed that Mrs. Broughton did

not deem it imprudent to allow her to couvoi-se at

length—that they were alone together in the sick-

room, with the wax-lights burning, and the curtains

I carefully closed over the windows. Mrs. Broughton
' was seated by the side of the couch ; and as shd

bent her looks upon her mistress, she observed an

^

air of mingled decision and confidence on her fea-

tures, which made the heart of the worthy woman
bound with the hope that it might still bo possible

to clear up all incriminating circumstances. Iler

ladyship, without raising her head from the pillow,

turned her countenance towards Mrs. Broughton,

and commenced her narrative in the following

terms:

—

j

" I must go back to those times when I was a

young creature of between til Icon and sixteen,

dwelling with an uncle and aunt : for, as you are

already aware, my parents died when I was in my
infancy. I had no brothers nor sisters: the family

I

title had become uxlinct at my father's death; and

the estate was sold to satisfy the demands of th«

creditors. I was portionless, and dependent upon

, that uncle and aunt. But they supplied, as mucU
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as relatives can, the place of the parents I had lost

:

they were all kindness to me ; and as they had no

children of their own, I was to them as a daughter.

They themselves were not rich, though in com-

fortable circumstances : but the chief source of their

income was a Government pension conferred on

account of diplomatic services, and which would of

course die with its recipient. My parents had

perished too early for me to deplore their loss as

deeply as I should otherwise have done had I

known them better; and the goodness of my kind

relations prevented me from experiencing the in-

tense severity of such a loss. Thus I was happy,

—as happy as a gay and artless girl of be-

tween fifteen and sixteen m'ght well be, who
knew nothing of the world and of its cares.

1 had not been introduced into society : or, in

fashionable parlance, I had not as yet ' come out,'

when I first formed the acquaintance of Lord Cas-

tlemaine. He was then about twenty-eight years

of age. I need not tell }ou that he was handsome,

because he is handsome now—and you also knew
him <Ae»—or at least, shortly afterwards, at the

time of our marriage. I was then staying with my
relatives in the country: his lordship was on a visit

to a nobleman who dwelt in the neighbourhood : he

had some years previously, when he himself was a

youth, formed the acquaintance of my uncle—and
it was now renewed. Through courtesy he was

first invited to the house : the love that he con-

ceived for me led him to repeat his visits. My
heart was engaged to him before I comprehended

what love was, or wherefore I felt so happy in his

presence and pondered so much in solitude on all

that he had said when we were together. Thus
some months passed away. He lingered in that

neighbourhood: he became a daily visitor at the

house. At length, when I was sixteen, my aunt

questioned me as to the feeling I entertained

towards Lord Castlemaine. The question, though

delicately and guardedly put, was in itself a reve-

lation : the truth, hitherto utterly unsuspected,

flashed upon my comprehension. I understood it all

—I loved Lord Castlemaine ! Blushing and weeping,

I threw myself in the arms of my aunt, with the

Tague idea that I was guilty of some crime in thus

having unconsciously learnt to love. She embraced

me tenderly, and breathed in my ears the almost

overpowering assurance that his lordship loved me
likewise. She went on to observe that on account

of my tender age, he had spoken in the first instance

to herself; but that if^aa he had ventured to

hope—his affections were reciprocated, he would
plead his suit in person. The Earl thus became
my intended husband : I was aflSanced to him : and
although my relatives would have urged the post-

ponement of our union for at least a year, his lord-

ship's persuasion over-ruled their wishes, and it

was agreed that in four months I should accompany
him to the altar."

The Countess paused, and seemed to be somewhat
faint. Mrs. Broughton entreated her not to con-

tinue if she felt unequal to the task: but her
ladyship assured the worthy woman that she had
physical strength and mental fortitude adequate for

the occasion, and would prefer going on. She ac-

oordingly resumed in the following manner :—
"It is particularly of those four months which

•lapsed from the date of our engagement to that of

our marriage, that I have next to speak. The Earl

left the mansion of his noble friend in the neigh-

bourhood, and took up his quarters at a residence

near our own, so that he might be with me as much
as possible. "Words have no power to convey the

extent of his love. I did not then comprehend it

all myself: I have comprehended it since. But a(

the time I was too young, too inexperienced, too

ignorant of the human heart and its passijna, to

understand the depth, the intensity, and the power

of that love of his. On my side I loved fondly and

devotedly—but yet with a certain serenity, which

though in itself delicious, displayed itself not in

sudden gushes of feeling. When the heart's

love is full of confidence—when there appears no

possibility that any circumstance can arise to mar
its progress or frustrate its hopes—and when it it

entertained by one who knows too little of the

world to dream of accidents, casualties, and disas-

ters, —the sentiment naturally glides as serenely

as the unruffled streamlet. But it was altogether

different with Stephen—Lord Castlemaine, I mean.

His love appeared to be a source of pain as well

as of pleasure to him : it racked him with doubts

while it filled him with joy: it made him mis-

trustful of the very happiness of which it was the

source. He regarded it as a dream which the

slightest incident would dissipate—a bright vision

too beautiful to last. It was a rose with thorns.

Under its influence his soul appeared to be an
^olian harp, which even to the warmest and most
fragrant zephyr sends forth plaintive and wailing

sounds as well as others melodiously cheerful. How
often and often was he wont to ask me if I were

confident that I loved him—if I had examined well

my own heart—if I felt assured that I could never

change? I was sometimes hurt as well as af-

flicted by these reiterated questionings, which I

could not help fancying argued distrust on his

part of the sincerity of my affection. But he

would assure me in such glowiug and impassioned

terms that he knew beforehand what my answers

would be, and was so convinced of their sincerity,

that the momentarily inflicted wound was healed in

my heart and my sorrow vanished. Then he would

tell me that he only put those questions because it

was so sweet to receive the assurances they elicited

;

and yet in the very next breath he would make me
tell him solemnly and sacredly that I had never

loved before 1, a young girl only fifteen and a

half when I first learnt to love him! In these

latter questions there was something that more than

hurt me—that seemed even to insult me: but when
he beheld the tears trickle down my cheeks, he

would snatch me in his arms and kiss them rap-

turously away. Rapturously?—yes, and vehemently

too—for there was much wild impulsiveness in that

love of his. If I were not always talking to him of

our love, he would reproach me with being indif-

ferent—he would even accuse me of being cool and

distant—he would express his fears that I did not

really love him, but only fancied that I did. Con-

ceive all this to me, a young creature of sixteen

whose entire hope of happiness was centred in that

man ! I was hurt and afflicted—wounded and in-

sulted by those reproaches so unmerited, those accu-

sations 80 undeserved : and then he would entreat

my pardon in the most vehement manner—he would

level the bitterest reproaches against himself—h«
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would anathematize his own folly—he would make
himself miserable bj declaring that though wc loved

60 fondly, we were not made for each other. Nor
was this all. Sometimes, wien we had parted in

the most affectionate manner in the evening, he

would send me a note the first thing in the morn-

ing, to the effect that it struck him I was cool and

distant when wo separated—he expressed his con-

viction I had something on my mind—that I looked

dull and unhappy—that I had perhaps a spcrot

which 1 kept from him— that perchance I regretted

having promised him my hand: and thus would he

conjure up an infinite variety of circumstances which

had not the slightest foundation for their existence.

He woul<l entreat a few lines in reply, either to

assure him of my continued love, or to let him know
the worst at once. And I would write back accord-

ing to the dictates of my heart ; and he would speed

into my presence, imploring forgiveness for having

tortured himself and me. Then he would enjoin

me to '•i.eer up -to look happy and gay—to smile

—to laugh: and when I could not, or did so only

by a forced effort which was but too plainly visible,

he would again accuse me of being dull and un-

hi'PPy

—

^^ would make a reproach, of the very

affliction which he himself had caused me. In this

manner did the four months pass away ; and it was

witJi the utmost difficulty I could conceal from my
uncle and aunt the effects of these frequent inter-

ruptions to the even flow of my happiness. Never-

theless, as a general rule, I was nut unhappy—foi-

when alone, I reflected that all these peculiarities

of conduct and varieties of temper on the part of

Stephen, were only so many evidences of a profound

and deathless love, which ought to make my heart

grateful even amidst the very pangs they caused it

to experience."

Again the Countess paused with a renewed feel-

nig of exhaustion, and not to collect her thoughts

:

for tho tide of these flowed rapidly in upon her

brain, and she had but to cast her mind upon
tlie current in order to give them adequate expres-

sion. The sensation of fatigue quickly passed away
in the excitement of her discourse; and she con-

tinued in the following terms :

—

" You perceive, my dear Broughton, that this is

an analysis of a human heart upon which I have

entered—the heart of my husband!—and you will

comprehend presently wherefore I thus dwell upon

such minute details, and why the dissection of that

heart is so carefully made. I have already hinted

that there was sometliing wild and impulsive in the

Earl's love—I may add that it was romantic and
feverish. Oftentimes would ho burst forth into

the most impassioned delineations of that love of

his : he would compare it to the burning brilliancy

of the noon-day sun, and would tell me that mine
resembled only the reflection which the earth caught

thereof. At other times he would seize me forcibly

by tho wrist—grasp it till he hurt me—and with a

strange wildness in his look, would declare that it

was a fearful thing to love as he loved ; for that he

was giving to a human creature the adoration which
properly belonged only to the Creator. Thus did he

frighten me with the vehemence of his manner and
the singularity of his words : but in his milder and
more tender moods, he was so endearing and affec-

tionate that he amply repaid mo for whatever tran-

sient anxieties and afllictions ho thus caused me to

experience. But one evening, within three or font

days of the one fixed for our bridal, a scene took
place which I must specially note. There was a
large garden attached to the house where I dwelt

with my relatives: and on that particular evening I

had rambled with the Earl until a somewhat later

hour than usual. It was the month of Auguat;
and the weather was warm and delicious. For
some time, on the occasion of this ramble, the dis-

course was unruffled by a single word on his part

to cause me pain. Never indeed had his manner

I

been more endearing : never was his language more
soft—more tender. I really thought that he him-

1

self felt that be had sometimes shown too much ve-

hemence towards me—that he regretted it— and

I

that he wa^ endeavouring to make all possible

j

amends. In the silent gratitude of my heart I

thanked him : I regarded it as another proof of his

' love. But I did not express those thanks in words

:

j

to do so would have been to revive unpleasant re-

miniscences, and even appear like a reproach for his

faults. The dusk was closing in; and I at length

I said that, feeling somewhat tired, I would re-enter

the house. I do not know whether he were offended

that the proposal to go in-doors should emanate
from me — or whether some entirely different

I

thought, flashing to his mind, suddenly altered bis

mood : but so it was—and catching me by the

wrist, he bent upon me looks that appeared to burn
with living fire as he said, ' Remember, Priscilla,

you possess my love! It is a love of romantic
wildness: beware how you ever do aught to change
this feeling: because from a love so wild would
spring the wildest vengeance!'—I was alarmed: I

even shrank from him. It was natural enough
;

for the horrifying fear took possession of me that

be was suddenly going mad and would do me a

mischief. He became almost enraged: he conjured

me to tell him, by everything I deemed sacred, that

I really loved him. My lips tremulously framed
the answer he sought: and he appeared pacified.

We entered the house: he remained for about

another hour, his manner having resumed all its

affectionate tenderness—his discourse its melting
suavity. When he took his leave, I thought that

he went away completely happy. But when I as-

cended to my own chamber, a sudden idea struck

me as if with a violent blow; and dispensing with

the services of my maid, I sat down to jwnder upon
it. Was it possible that Stephen thought I loved

him only for his title and his wealth?—or rather

that I was affecting a love which ray soul expe-

rienced not P I was shocked at the bare idea that

such hideous selfishness could be imputed to me.
But was he so ungenerous as to entertain such a

suspicion ? Alas, I feared so : or else wherefore

those constantly reiterated questions relative to my
love? wherefore those repeated adjurations that I

would search well my own heart and analyze my
feelings ere I again gave him the assurance that I

did love? I was portionless—my prospects on the

part of my relatives were but small, as I have
already etated—and therefore it might be deemed
natural that I should do my best to acquire a social

position, with name and rank. But, Oh ! as I wept
bitter burning tears while thus giving way to my
reflecticos, I said to myself that I would sooner

break off the match at once, notwithstanding the

sincere truthfulness of my love, than suffer it to
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progress and have that love suspected. I therefore

made up my mind to speak very seriously to the

Earl of Castlemaine on the following day, and be-

eeech him to let everything end at once between ue,

unless in his own heart he entertained the convic-

tion that my love was purely and disinterestedly

devoted to him. You may well suppose, my dear

Broughton, that while engaged in such reflections

as these, I had no inclination to sleep. I had not

even begun to lay aside my apparel : I had thrown

myself on an ottoman at the foot of the bed—and

there had I remained giving way to those painful

thoughts. Nevertheless the time had passed quickly

away: it was half-an hour after midnight. The

weather was sultry—the night was oppressive—and

the excitement of my feelings added to the natural

heat. My cheeks burnt as if in a fever—my tem-

ples throbbed—I felt as if I were about to faint. I

opened one of the casements : my chamber was at

the back of the house, and looked upon the garden

:

there was consequently no impropriety in thus

going to the window to let the air, if there were a

breath stirring, fan my countenance. The night was
beautifully clear—so bright indeed that tlie smallest

print might have been read; and a gentle breeze did

spring up at the time—so that it blew refreshingly

on my throbbing brows and feverish cheeks. I

lingered at that open window, gazing up into the

moon-ht heavens, and sighing /or an in-draught to

my soul of that serenity which appeared to prevail

above ! When about to withdraw from the case-

ment, my looks fell upon the garden) and I started

in mingled astonishment and terror, on beholding

the form of a man motionless in the midst of the

grass-plat which was almost immediately under my
window. My first impression was that it must be

one of the men-servants-my second that it was

a robber : but my third, which instantaneously
j

became a conviction, was that the Earl of Castle-
]

maine himself was the individual stationed there. '

Yes : thcio could be no doubt of it ! I recognized

his form—his attitude—his very garments. He was
standing with his arms folded across his chest—his

looks bent down, as if in the deepest meditation.

And he remained so motionless too, that it seemed
as if he had been turned into a statue. Good
heavens! what could this mean? A thousand
varied and conflicting thoughts swept through my
mind. Was he jealous, and had he come to watch
my movements? was his object of even a darker

character, and more criminally insulting to the

purity of my own character ? or in the romantic
wildness of his love, had he come to woo me down
to a renewal of our evening ramble in the garden ?

or, more tenderly romantic still, had he come only to

be near the dwelling which harboured the object of

his adoration ? These were a few of the hurried and
excited questions that I put to myself. You may
wonder, Mrs. Broughton, that such reflections

should have suggested themselves to a young maiden
of but four mouths over sixteen : but during those
four months my eyes had been opened to many
pages of the book of experience—to many readings

of the human heart. Love is a great teacher—but
more so when it displays itself in such wayward
moods, wild humours, and impassioned phases as

did that of the Earl of Castlemaine."

The Countess again paused: but this time it was
only for a lew moments ; and she quickly resumed

her narrative, which deepened in interest as it pro-

gressed.

" I was rivetted to the casement for some minutes,

not knowing what to think or how to act. To my
increased astonishment, the Earl did not once look

up at the window : but there he stood—motionless

—with his arms folded over his chest, and his eyes

bent down, so that I did not obtain a glimpse of his

countenance. I grew frightened: a superstitious

terror came over me. Could it be possible that I

beheld the spiritual image of one who physically

and in earthly shape was elsewhere—perhaps slum-

bering in his couch at his own residence? Tliis ap-

prehension was speedily augmented into absolute

torture, so that I lost as it were the fear of encoun-

tering an apparition in the anxiety to ascertain if

* such it really were. In one sense therefore I became
suddenly nerved with a strange fortitude. There the

figure remained—still motionless—still with arms
folded — still with looks cast down. I hesitated

no longer : my feelings were terrible — it was
absolutely necessary that I should go and see

what this was and what it meant — it was a

mystery too appalling not to be cleared up
at once. I did descend : the house was quiec

—

no one heard me opening tl*B back door—and I

stepped forth into the garden. My first feeling

was one of a cold shudder as I flung my looks in

the direction of the grass-plat, expecting to behold
that figure still there : but it was gone. Then my
eyes were swept wildly all around : but no living

object, nor the semblance of one, met my view. I

was now sliockiogiy frightened; and as I hastily

re-ascended the stairs to my chamber, I shuddered
and recoiled under the apprehension that the cold

hand of death might suddenly be laid upon my
bare shoulder. I put ofi" my apparel and went to

bed : but it was not till long after the sun had risen

that sleep visited my eyes. Then I beheld the-whole

incident enacted over again in a dream—the figure

on the grass-plat, motionless as a statue, with folded

arms, and face bent downward ! When I awoke I

felt cold as ice ; and collecting my thoughts, I en-

deavoured to ascertain whether the whole had been
a dream and that I had not really gone to the win-
dow at all, nor seen the figure, nor descended into

the garden. I knew not what to think. On the

one hand there appeared to be the conviction 'that

the incident was real, and that it had been repeated

in a dream: but then, on the other hand, was my
own endeavour to believe that it was all a dream,
and to persuade myself that it was so. I re-

solved to keep the circumstance lucked up in my
own bosom, and not to speak of it unless the Earl

himself should mention it. He came, as usual, soon
after breakfast : he was happy, cheerful, and loving :

he brought mo handsome presents, which ho had
purposely caused to bo sent down from London;
and he talked joyously of the proximity of the

wedding-day as he imprinted kisses on my cheeks.

Then he spoke of our love: he volunteereil his con-

viction that mine was as sincere and earnest though

not 80 impassioned as his own;—and throughout

that day not a single unpleasant word ruffled the

harmony of our minds. How, therefore, could I

carry into effect my resolution of the previoui

evening— to beg that everything might be broken
off unli'ss ho were thoroughly convinced of the dis-

iuterested and unselfish quality of my lovo ? No—

^



132 THE MT3TEEIE8 OV THE COtTET.

I could not ! nor did I wish to do ao : there ap-

]^red to be no necessity now for such a serious

step. But not a syllable fell from his lips relative

to the incident of the past night ; and therefore I

concluded that it must have been all a dream : for

I could not bring myself to fancy that I had seen

an apparition—and if it were he in person, how
could he thus avoid making any allusion to the

topic ?—for he must have known that I had opened

my window and seen him there. Assuredly, I

thought to myself, it was naught but a dream 1"

The Couutess paused and remained silent for

some minutes. Mrs. Broughton made no remark:

she was deeply anxious to hear the remainder of

the narrative which had already acquired so pro-

found an interest.

" The Earl took his leave of me that evening in

a cheerful and affectionate manner," resumed the

Countess, — " whispering to me as he went away

that we should soon be united no more to part. I

ascended to my chamber : but when I reached it a

superstitious terror, vague and undefined, seized

upon me ; and I instantaneously felt that if I were

to seek my couch at once, I should vainly endea-

vour to close my eyes—for that an irresistible fas-

cination would attract me to the window at about

the same hour as on the preceding night, to send

my shuddering looks forth and see if the same

object presented itself on the grass-plat. So I dis-

missed the maid at once, and sat down to give way
to my reflections. With respect however to the

impossibility of sleeping I was wrong; for gra-

dually did slumber steal upon me—and though I

slept not soundly, yet was I plunged into a state of

dreamy repose, in which the faculty of accurate

perception and reasoning was lost. I was awakened

up by hearing my name pronounced. ' Priscilla!'

—the summons came from the garden—not loud,

but yet clear and unmistakable, in the Earl's

voice. ' TriscUla!'—the summons was repeated.

I started up wildly. ' Priscilla /'—a third time

did my own name, thus sent up from the garden,

reach my ears. Then it must Ibe he, I thought to

myself; and my superstitious tcn'ors vanished : but

as I passed the mirror on my way to the casement,

I caught sight of my countenance by aid of the

wax-caudles burning on the toilet-tabU; and I saw
that it was pale as death. And no wonder—for I

had at first been -fearfully alarmed. I drew aside

the curtains— I opened the window — I looked

forth — and there was the Earl, or at least

his image, standing on the grass-plat below. His

face was upturned to the casement: the silver

flood of moonlight poured upon it, and in that

argentine reflection it seemed white and ghastly

as that of a corpse ! 1 shuddered to the utter-

most confines of my being : methought I gazed

upon a ghost. He beckoned me to come down to

him. I obeyed mechanically—with an awful horror

in my soul, and yet without the power to remain

where I was, to cry out, to summon assistance, or

to go elsewhere than down the staircase leading

towards the back entrance to the house. But when
I opened the door and gazed forth, no ona was upon
the grass-plat. Then, all in an instant I found
myself nerved with a degree of fortitude as sudden
•a it was wonderful : I hastened round the garden
•—I looked everywhere—but no human being, nor

liny image of one, met my view. 1 weul back to my

chamber, bewildered—not knowing whal to thinki

I fell upon my knees, and prayed long aod fet«

vently to heaven, imploring that if this were meani
as a preternatural warning for any wise purpose of

the Omnipotent, some farther sign might be vouch-

safed to convince me of its reality—some sign that

would leave no doubt behind, but would be un-

questionably convincing. I rose from my knees,

almost expecting that something of the kind would

take place. I went a ^ain to the window, and looked

forth : but I behold nothing more to startle or

dismay me. I sought my couch ; and strange as

it may seem, it is not the less a fact that sleep

almost immediately visited my eyes. When I
awoke in the morning, I did not remember having
dreamt of anything."

" And did you not, dear lady, on that occasion,"

asked Mrs. Broughton, perceiving that the Countess

paused agam, " speak to his lordship on the mjs-
sterious subject ?"

" No—I did not," responded the Countess of

Castlemaine ; " and I will tell you wherefore. Ho
came at the usual hour, and seemed so cheerful and

so happy that I could not find it in. my heart to

mention the circumstance. For I reasoned to myself

that if it were he in person whom I had seen upoi

the grass-plat, he must have wandered forth from
his own residence in a very perturbed state of mind—
and that as he did not now make the slightest allusion

to the incident, it was natural to suppose he sought

to banish it from his recollection. But if on the

other hand it was really an unearthly and preter-

human image of himself—what in some countries

would be called a fetch—I dared not strike sadness

into his soul by acquainting him with the terrific

warning thus given. In my own heart, however,

I was exceedingly unhappy—though I struggled with

an almost incredible energy to veil my sorrow and
appear in good spirits. He did not notice on this

occasion that there was an under-current of me-
lancholy feeling beneath the smiles that I put on
and the gaiety that I endeavoured to throw into

my language: nor throughout that day did he
exhibit any of those peculiai-ities of mood or eccen-

tricities of temper which I have been endeavouring

to describe. When night came I shuddered to find

myself once more ascending to my chamber : I even

resolved to go to bed at once, and not look forth

from the casement. But this determination I had

not strength of mind sufficient to put into force:

an irresistible power— something more awfully

solemn than mere curiosity— compelled me to

sit up, and at midnight to glance from the

window. But I beheld nothing to alarm or

bewilder me: the grass-plat was unoccupied. I

had the courage to sit for nearly an hour at the

casement to watch if aught would appear : and it

was a considerable relief to my feelings to retire

to rest without having been again terrified or

dismayed by the unaccountable presence of my
inlouded husband or his preternatural counterpart.

Then, again I asked myself, ' Were the incidents of

the two preceding nights naught but dreams?'—

I

would have given worlds to be able to beUeve them so:

but I could not—no, I could not ! I will not however

dwell at any unnecessary length upon my narrative.

Tlie following day passed happily enough : the en-

suing night was undisturbed; and on the morn that

followed 1 became Countess of Castlemaine. Xh«
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honeymooa was passed at this mansion ; and it was

about two months after -the marriage that you,

Broughton, entered my service."

Her ladyship paused for a few moments, and then

resumed the narration of her wild and singular

etory:—
" YovL have already heard enough to make you

comprehend that my husband's temper had its

wayward moods—I may even bo pardoned if I

denominate them infirmities. I loved him so ten-

derly—so devotedly—that I was fully prepared to

adapt myself to his humours and accommodate

myself to his ways. I saw that he loved me with

an excess of ardour not often shown by even the

most adoring of men ; and for such an amount of

love I could well afford to endure the eccentri-
{

cities into which my husband might be betrayed

by the very intenseness of that passion. Time wore

on— and I found that my experiences before

marriage in respect to the Earl's temper, were

perpetuated afterwards; and the two great objects

of my care were to avoid giving him the slightest

cause of offence—and to prevent the world, or even

our own household, from becoming aware of the

scenes which frequently disturbed our domestic

bliss. But I must now enter into details with re-

gard to them. I cannot exactly say that his lord-

ship was jealous : but there were times when -he

was haunted by the fear that the sincerity of his

own love was not fully reciprocated by me. If he

beheld me in low spirits he would at once take

it upon himself to assert that he knew I regretted

having linked my destiny to his own; and even

when I solemnly and sacredly assured him that my
heart clung to him with all the power of woman's
devotion, he seemed not to give me credit for truth-

fulness. Frequently, when in the midst of a calm
and tranquil conversation, he would suddenly start

up from his seat, fix his looks upon me, and vehe-

mently proclaim that he was guilty of a crime in

loving me with such an intensity of passion ; for

that I had become the idol of his worship, and that

he was an idolator ! The assurance of such an
illimitable love would have been joyous instead of

saddening: but it was accompanied with such

•traage vehemence of manner—and I may even

add, with looks so terrible—that I was both fright-

ened and afflicted. And then, because I turned

pale or instinctively shrank back, he would taunt

me with coldness—with want of affection—even

with harbouring a sentiment of aversion towards

him. At other times he would calmly and deliber-

ately assure me that if he thought I did not really

love liim, he would fly from the world and bury

himself in some solitude, to brood over his woes

in secret. On such occasions as these I scarcely

knew how to act: for if I entreated him to put

away such dreadful ideas from his mind, he would
angrily charge mc with an attempt to tutor him-elf

into the same indiffcnmce which he accused me of

feeling;—and if, fearful of provoking words, I held

my peace ho would then at once discover in that

silence a proof of the very indifference of which I

was accused. In short, he conjured up a thousand

phantoms to haunt himself wherewith : the love

that he bore fur me was a source of alllictiou in-

stead of happiness to his own heart. Jloaveu

knows how carefully I studied^ (liscipiiuo my con-

duct—to regulate my very words and looks—so as

to avoid giving him pain. Fearful that he might
become downright jealous, I never went into society

save when accompanied by his lordship ; I never

danced—I never would give the slightest encourage-

ment to that homage which a young lady in my
position might naturally expect from the other sex.

But even in thus maintaining m rigid a guard

over my conduct, I found that I was often

wrong in my husband's estimation. He would

reproach me for being dull and unhappy —
for being dispirited and despondent—for moping
and pining—and for being unlike all other women.
What was I to do ? If I abandoned myself

to the giddy whirl of fashionable frivolity—if I

accepted flatteries and encouraged adulation—

I

foresaw that still more potent impulses would be

given to the Earl's eccentricities of temper : but on

the other hand, the extreme steadiness of my con-

duct was made a reproach ! Nevertheless, every

motive of prudence as well as my own natural in-

clination suggested a perseverance in the latter

course: and I did persevere. About eighteen

months after my marriage, as you will recollect,

my uncle and aunt were both carried off by a
malignant fever ; and I was stricken with sorrow.

For a few weeks the Earl appeared to experience

the most delicate consideration for my feelings:

but at length he began to regard my continued

despondency as an ill-compliment to himself—and
I was told that there was no earthly grief so great

but that It ought to be solaced by the presence of a
fond and loving husband. Now, my dear Brougljton,

j

have I succeeded after all this mass of verbiage in

making you comprehend the intricacies and pecu-
liarities of Lord Castlemaine's heart ?"

" Yes, my dear lady," responded the faithful do.

i pendant, "you have indeed lifted a veil from the

Earl's character. I understand him fully now!
The love which he experienced for you was so im-
passioned and enthusiastic as to be absolutely selfish

—and it rendered him a tyrant. He fancied that

you ought not to cast a look, harbour an idea, or

even respire a breath that had not some reference

to himself :—to him you were to be all in all— tiy

identify yourself with his feelings - to dream, to

think, to look, to speak only beneath the dominant
influence of love. You were to be all love—to make
your wedded life one unceasing honeymoon ! And
it was natural—indeed, it was inevitable—that a

man of such a disposition should torture himself

and you with a thousand phantom fears—a thou-

sand ridiculous suspicions. It was to be a constant

study on both your parts to testify the love thus

mutually felt : it was not to be a love to flow on
iu an even course like the unrufllod stream,—but

to gush with continuous excitement— and the

grrater its impetuosity, the better! And yet, my
ludy, the world suspected not that such was your
lord's disposition: the household suspected it not

either. On the coutrary, the Earl of Castleinaine

has ever passed for a nobleman of a temperament
coldly reserved—may 1 venture to add, haughtily

frigid ?•

" Yes," replied the Countess, "that is doubtless

his natural character in all things save with respect

to the aliection wliich he conceived for me. And
when the power of this love so mightily stirred up
the very depths of his soul, that outward coiupusuro

on his part was still worn buloro the world aa •



134 THE MYSTERIES OV THE COtTRT.

mask to conceal the perturbed state of his mind

within. His pride—in respect to which he is most

keenly sensitive—enabled him to sustain this out-

ward composure, and to guard himself from ever

being betrayed into those same paroxysms to which he

has been excited when alone with me. Now, do not

think, BroughtoB, that I am saying all this in dis-

paragement of my husband. No—heaven forbid ! I

have loved him devotedly—I have neverceased to love

him—I love him now yes, at this moment as

much as ever ! But why am I telling you all these

things ? In the first place, it is because I had re-

solved to make you my confidante, in order to pre-

pare you for a service which i shall presently seek

at your hands; and in the second place it is to

account for that separation of chambers—that par-

tial alienation indeed—which took place between us

about four years back. The Earl, as you have by

this time understood, conjured up a thousand

imaginary evils wherewith to torture both himself

and me : but all this mechanism for racking us both,

turned upon one pivot—namely, the idea that his

love was not fully reciprocated. Well, to abridge

my narrative as much as possible, I must inform

you that he at length declared he had come to the

conclusion that we were not fitted for each other

—

that we were never intended for one another—that

it was a great fault on the part of each to link our

destinies at the altar— and that as he saw he was

making me miserable, he had resolved to give me
in future as little of his society as possible. I was

thunderstruck when he one day deliberately made

me these announcements. Because I did not im-

mediately fling myself into his arms, nor throw

myself at his feet, and in vehement language pro-

claim the contrary of all he had asserted,—he took

my conduct as another proof of indifference : whereas

the real truth is that I was too deeply smitten with

dismay to be mistress of myself. He abruptly left

the room where this scene took place : and on subse-

quently repairing to my own chamber, overwhelmed

with grief, I found a letter upon the toilet- table

announcing his future intentions. Give me my
desk, Broughton—and you shall read it."

The letter was accordingly produced ; and its con

tents ran in the following manner :

—

" September 16th, 18W.
•' It is not ia anger that I write, my dearest Priscilla

—but in sorrow. I must repeat what I said just uow : we
are not fitted for each other. I love you so much that

perhaps my very love makes mo a tyraut towards you
It may bo so : but ia that case I am the more to be

pitied, because mine is au affection which must be inces

santly gratified by a thousand little evideueos of fond

ness—aud therefore iaditfereuce kills me. I may eiact

too much : but I am the aull'orer whea experienciug

disappointment, llowever the case may be, ray mind is

made up We will henceforth see each other as little

as possil)le : we will occupy diff.Teut suites of apart-

ments : but before the world our deportment shall be

each as to defy calumny and give no scope for scandal.

When accident throws us aloue together, the word love

must never agaiu pass our lips. I charge you to obey
me in this—I charge you not to seek bi remonstrance,
either written or spoken, to doter mo from my resolu-

tion ! If you do, that moment will I fly away from your
presence altogether—and you shall never hear of me
again. Understand me well therefore, Pri-,cilla : the

consequences witl be terrible if you, disobey me ! We shall

meet presently at the dinner table : lot it be with the
fra fU familiarity which sulisists between husband and
wife—and nothing mure. Do not oven cast u look upon

me, nor steal one at me, which may convey s repro acb

an appeal, or a remonstrance. 1 am decided—and It i*

more for your sake than mine that I have come to this

determination. I have no right to make you unhappy
and torture you continuously : but if we dwell together

as heretofore, I cannot possibly alter my behaviour to-

wards you. It ia only by a separation as great as cir-

cumstances will permit—by a mutual alienation aj com-

plete as we can render it—that a barrier may be raised

up to protect you against the torturing influences wbioh
have hitherto been shed upon you. Again therefore do

I conjure—command—entreat—and implore that bence-

forth we reside beneath the same roof on the terms that

I have laid down.
" Your husband,

' CA8TLEMA1NE "

Mrs. Broughton could offer no comment upon
this singular epistle: she dared not. It was evi-

dently the emanation of a mind in a siagul.irly

morbid state. It constituted a hideous cruelty

towards a wife who was accused of no crime—not
even charged with the slightest act of levity: but

on the other hand, the Earl could scarcely be held

responsible for the deed, inasmuch as it was not

perpetrated in wilful wickedness— it was the act of

one who, sane in all other respects, was a monoma-
niac with regard to the love which bis heart

cherished.

" How could I behave," continued the Countess

of Castlemainc, "in the face of a letter such as

that P The agonizing thought seized upon me that

my unfortunate husband's intellect was impaired on
one particular point—and that if I thwarted bis

will, those terrible consequences to which he had so

vaguely yet fearfully alluded, might ensue. Oh !

what would I have given to speed to his apartment

and fling myself at his feet ? Such indeed » as my
first impulse: but I conquered it. I shuddered at

the idea of driving him into complete aud irrepa-

rable frenzy. I therefore bent to an imperious

necessity, -deriving however some little solace from

the reflection that in a very short time he of his

own accord would adopt a conciliatory course, four
years have elapsed since then—aud you know,

Broughton, how we have lived together. But no

-Vjou do not know it all—you do not know that

my husband still cherishes for me the same illimi-

table love as at first
"

Here the Countess stopped short suddenly, and
her checks were suffused with blushes: she was all

in a moment overwholuied with confusion, while

the tears wore trickling down her cheelis. And^
stranger inconsistency still—there was a partial

smile upon her lips. Mrs. Broughton gnzt'd upon

her in astonishment. Bewildered as she had all along

been in respect to the mysteries which evidently

huug arouud the conduct of the Countess, she was
now, if possible, more bewildered still. Was her

ladyship innocent, that she could thus smile as

she expressed the conviction of her husband's un-

altered and still illimitable love ? or were not those

blushes aud that confusion the evidences of con-

scious guilt? But those tears—they did not seetu

tears wrung forth by the stiuj^s of conscience, nor

by the sense of shame: they appcare.l to flow ovar

those blushing cheeks like a warm Spfing-shower

upon the damask leaves of the rose.

" And in respect, dear lady," Mrs. Broughtoa
said, at length breaking silence, " to those mysteri-

ous incidents at yout uncle's house, a few nights

bclorc your marriai;c—did you never clear Ihem
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up? did you never breatho a word to his lord-

aliip
"

•'No—never, never!" ejaculated the Countess

veliemently. "Never!"—then, after a long pause,

Bhe slowly added, "But the time is now come!"

Again did the Countess stop short; and it struck

Mrs. Broughton that while lier ladyship had some

thing on the tip of her tongue to reveal, she never-

theless liked not to give it utterance. And that

this conjecture was right on the dependant's part,

was speedily proven by the observations which her

mistress went on to make.
" No^I cannot finish my narrative now," she

•aid murmuringly : " I am afraid that I have

already spoken too much—the excitement has been

great! But you will soon know all. And now
listen attentively, Broughton—and render me the

service which I am about to seek at your hands.

You promise me that you will^do you not ?"

"Beyond all doubt, my lady," was the answer,
.—" if it be consistent

"

" Yes—^you will find that it is nothing which you

may not do," interrupted the Countess. " Indeed

you have already done it."

Mrs. Broughton looked astonished.

"Did you not tell me the other day," inquired

the Countess, " when you spoke of those intrusions

—you know what I mean—that you watched in the

hope of catching the intruder ? Well then, all the

service I require at your hands is that you will

do the same to-night—and to-morrow night, if it

be necessary—and every night until you succeed in

the object. Ask me no questions—force me not to

say any more at present—I am exhausted—I shall

experience a relapse. But yet one word more
Let your measures be so well taken that if the

intruder once again enters these apartments, he

shall not escape till you have spoken with him."

"And what am I to say, my lady?" inquired

the astonished Mrs. Broughton.
" Whatsoever circumstances may suggest," re-

joined the Countess of Castlemaiue.

CHAPTER CXV.

THE INTBUDEB.

It was eleven o'clock at night; and her lady-

ship, though much fatigued by the long discourse

she had held with her dependant, was unable to

compose herself to sleep. Nevertheless, she lay

with her eyes closed, and in perfect silence. Mrs.

Broughton was seated near the table, reflecting

profoundly upon all that her mistress had told her,

but wondering why the narrative had been left in-

complete, and that nothing was said to clear up the

mysterious circumstances which had immediately

preceded the marriage of the Countess,—nothing

moreover in the form of a confession of frailty nor

a proclamation of innocence,— nothing, in a word,

to account for the condition of approaching mater-

nity in which her ladyship found herself. But
wherefore was such reserve maintained on all these

points ? It was true that the Countess had alleged

fatigue and exhaustion as the motive for stopping

short : but Mrs. Broughton felt convinced it was
not the true one, and that her ladyship was not so

thuruugtily wearied as to have been unable to say

a few words more. However, Mrs. Broughton had
received the assurance that she would soon know
everything; and it was not so much through &

curiosity acutely piqued, aa for the sake of a lady

whijm she sincerely loved, and for that of a noble-

man whom she had learnt to pity, that she anx-

iously longed for an elucidation of all these myste-

ries,—being not without the hope that it might b«

for the best instead of for the worst.

The time-piece in the boudoir had proclaimed the

hour of eleven, when Mrs. Broughton rose to take

her measures for carrying out the task assigned to

her by the Countess, and which indeed was but a

repetition of the course she had already adopted of

her own accord. Eising gently from her seat, she

approached the couch : her ladyship opened her

eyes for a moment—gave her a look expressive of

gratitude—and then closing them again, settled the

expression of her countenance into that of a calm
repose. The faithful attendant thereupon issued

forth from the chamber, closing the door behind

her. She had ordered the nurse not to come to take

her turn of watching until between one and two in

the morning ; and thus she had a considerable in-

terval before her wherein to wait for the presence of

the intruder if he should take it into his head to

come. Of this however Mrs. BrOughton considered

there was little probability, inasmuch as several

nights had now elapsed without seeing him return;

and she fancied that after the loss of the letter, hs

would be in no hurry to repeat his visits. But all

these things she had not represented to the Countess

—whose bidding, on the contrary, she had promised

to do : and therefore was it that she thus entered

upon the task.

The boudoir, the parlour, and the ante-room were
all three enveloped in total darkness : for the cur-

tains were completely drawn over the windows-
there were no lights in these three apartments—nor
yet any fires in the grates. Mrs. Broughton fancied

she could not do better than station herself in the

ante-room on the present occasion ; so that should

the intruder revisit the place, she might at once

secure the door and thus make him completely a

prisoner until she should choose to emancipate him

again. She felt her way to that door—she assured

herself that the key was in the lock—and she then

took a seat in its immediate vicinity.

We will not again pause at any considerable

length to analyse her reflections while she thus

remained stationed there : but we will content our-

selves with observing tliat the thought which was

uppermost in her mind was in the form of a query

which she kept putting to herself, but for wliich

she could find no reasonable solution. It was this:

—" Wherefore has her ladyship enjoined me this

task P why is she so anxious to put mo in commu-
nication with one who must doubtless bo a stranger

to me? and why should she seem confident that h«

will make his appearance either to-night or very

shortly ?"

An hour passed away— the time-piece in the

boudoir proclaimed midnight—and Mrs. Broughton

was still at her post,— wideawake,—faithfully keep-

ing watch,- and listening with suspended breath to

catch the slightest sound that might seem to herald

the approach of a visitor. The metallic cadence of

the last stroke of the clock was still vibrating
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fcuough the apartments, wlien her ear distinctly

CiUght the sound of a foot-fall in the corridor learling

to tbe ante-room. She rose up gently from her scat-

she stood in readiness to secure the door—and again

siie listeued. Yea—she was not deceived: footsteps

were approaching slowly, and as if the individual

were advancing in a manner that was rather deli-

berate than actually cautious,—for thougli the steps

seemed measured, yet the tread might have been

ligliter. TUoso steps ceased at the door : then she

heard the handle turn—the door opened slowly—

and some one passed into the room. The individual,

whoever he was, closed the door and advanced far-

tUer into the apartment. Then Mrs. Broughton

lost not a moment in turning the key in the lock,

taking it out, and securing it about her person.

Tbis being done, she listened in tne expectation that

tlie intruder, becoming alarmed, would say or do

Bometbmg. But no such thing ! He spoke not a

word ; and she heard his footsteps continue to ad-

vance, as if he were either totally unconscious or

else reckless of the presence of another person in

that dark room. Then she grew frightened: she

knew not what to think : there was something ter-

ribly mysterious in the entire proceeding. A cold

perspiration broke out upon her forehead : she felt

tbe blood curdling in her veins. But this panic on

her part was only transient: naturally a strong-

minded woman, she quickly recovered her self-

possession; and she followed in the footsteps of the

intruder, for the purpose of clutching him by the

arm and compelling him to speak. But then the

thought flashed to her mind, that if being

•o deeply absorbed in the mystic purpose for which

he had come, he was too suddenly startled into the

consciousness of detection, he might deal her a

blow—he might use violence to escape—he might

do her a mischief. So she resolved to wait a few

moments and ascertain what course he was about to

adopt. He was safely a prisoner there; and she

could address him at any instant she chose,—while

any attempt he might make to fly would be frus-

trated by the door being locked.

He passed on through the parlour, she following

him. He entered the boudoir; and she was now
close upon his track. He was making his way
direct to the bed-chamber of her mistress,—when
arming herself with all her courage, she stretched

forth her hand at random, and clutching him by his

garments, said in a quick firm voice, " No ! whoever

you are, you enter not there!"

The individual seemed suddenly shaken by a

strong convulsive spasm : but he made no effort to

escape from Mrs. Broughton's grasp. For the

space of a dozen moments a profound silence fol-

lowed the words she had spoken: then a sudden

but low and half stifled ejaculation of dismay burst

from the lips of the intruder;—and stretching forth

his arms, ho caught violently hold of Mrs. Brough-

ton, exclaiming, "Who are you? where am I?"

Heavens ! it was the yoice of the Earl of Castle-

maine himself

!

"Oh, my lord! my lordl" cried Mrs. Broughton,

a sudden thrill of exultant joy passing through her

entire frame as she was smitten with the conviction

of her lady's innocence : " pardon mo for the way
I spoke— pai-don me for my rudeness in laying

hands upon you "

" Qood Ood ! where am I P" exclaimed the Earl^

where am 1 1 what doeamore wildly than before

it all mean?"
"One moment, my lord!" quickly responded

Mrs. Broughton : and disengaging herself from his

grasp, she opened the door leading into the bed-

chamber.

The light of the candles flooded forth upon the

countenance of the Earl of Castlemaine; and for

j

an instant it was terrible and ghastly to behold

;

for every lineament expressed a terror half viud,

I

half stupifying, as if the unhappy nobleman had
' just been startled out of his sleep. And it was so.

I

Mrs. Broughton had comprehended it all in an in-

stant:—the Earl of Castlemaine was a 8omnam>

j

bulist!

" My lord," she hastened to say, taking him by

j

the hand and compelling him to sit down on a chair

in the boudoir, but near the open door of the bed-

chamber, " compose yourself—tranquillize your feel-

I

ings, I conjure you! Oh, my lord! you ought to

be happy—for—for you are not dishonoured!

Do you not understand me ?"

I
These last words she had uttered in a whispering

voice; and Lord Castlemaine,—who, for the previous

few moments had been gazing in a sort of wild

vacancy and appalled stupefaction around him,—
was suddenly galvanized by the thrilling conviction

that it sent in to his very soul. He started up into

the full vitality and keen perception of fullest wake-

fulness : his countenance became animated—joy,
wonder, and exultation expanded thereon— and
then wildly crying, " Yes, she is innocent ! she ia

innocent!" he rushed into the bed-chamber.

"Pardon, my angel—pardon!" he exclaimed, as

he threw himself upon his knees by the side of the

couch; and taking the hand which his wile ex-

tended to him, he pressed it to his lips.

Mrs. Broughton discreetly closed the doer of that

chamber,—she herself not crosiing the threshold;

but sitting down in the darkness of the boudoir, she

wept plenteously for very joy. Her mistress was

innocent—and she was happy, this good woman 1

—Oh, supremely happy

!

Several minutes elapsed before she could so far

collect her thoughts and compose her feelings as to

remember that she had locked the outer door and

had secured the key in her pocket. Ah ! there was

no need now to retain the intruder captive and

extort from him a promise that he would not re-

visit the place : for never was intruder more wel-

come, or never more certain to come back again,

after the scene of reconciliation which she knew

full well was at that instant taking place in the

bed-chamber adjoining. The sounds of impassioned

language reached her ears,—words of entreaty from

the Ups of the Earl that his Priscilla would lorgire

him all the past,—words, too, of glowing promise

that thenceforth his constant study should be U
render her really happy ! ilrs. Broughton, ot

thus obtaining the certainty that the reconciliation

was complete, issued from the boudoir—unlocked

the ante-room door— and proceeded to her own

chamber to enjoy the luxury of her reflections until

she might think it proper to return to the apart-

ments of her mistress.

It might be supjiosed that, after the long illnew

which the Countess of Castlemaine had experienced,

this scene with her husband would prove loo much

for her, and that she would faint away beneatu it*



almost ovprp&wering influence. But it was not so

:

tlic excitement of tlirilling bliss following upon
acute suspense, appeared to revive her lost strength

and resuscitate the energies which indisposition hwi

paralyzed. Oh! to faint away from the sense of

renewed happiness which she now enjoyed, would

be as it were to die out of paradise;—and Lady
Caetlemaine experienced too vivid a delight—too

thrilling an ecstacy— not to feel her entire form

glowing as it were with the vital warmth of a new
existence. It was fresh life that was infused into

her: it was a new state of being into which she

found herself transported. We shall not make the

Blightest attempt to reproduce here the precise

tei-ms in which full explanations presently took

place between the husband and wife: but we shall

in a narrative form furnish the reader with the sense

and tenour thereof.

Enough lias been gleaned from the history whi«h

Lady Cflfltleraaine breathed in the ears of Mrs.

No. 70.—THIED BKRIK3

Broughton, to show that the Earl waa a man ol

peculiar di.sposition. There were certain defects La

his temper, and a morbitbiess of the mind, which

were purely constitutional,—not to be attribut«d to

any oiher cause, nor emanating from any untoward

circumstances of his earlier life. For indeed, hi»

existence had been marked by no misfortunes, save

those which may be termed of his own creating, or

which arose from the infinnities of his character.

Wliencver enjoying happiness, he was always sus-

picious of it ; anrl t bus the drop of gall had been in-

variably mingled in tlie cup of sweets. When he

first learnt to love Priscilla, he tortured himself with

the idea that as he w.os twelve years older than she,

it was scarcely possible she loved him for himself

alone. Yet if he deliberated calmly and rationally

on the subject, he kn(>w thiit it wa.^ so. Hi.s own

good sense—his power to estimate the human ch*-

raeter—and the thousand and one little evidenoe«

which tend to prove a disinterested att
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all spoke in favour of Priscilla: yet, as if he

eould not help flying in the face of all evi-

dence, and doubting as it were his verj-

convictions, did he thus tortiire himself with

imaginary approhenHions. This produced a

restlessness of spirit that rendered him a somnam-
bulist! and hence those wanderings at night-time

when he appeared beneath Priscilla's window at her

uncle's house, and when his statue-like attitude on

the grass-plat fdled her with such a bewildering

terror. After theii' marriage he continued, as the

reader has l«anit from Lady Castlemaine's lips, to

tortui-e himself in the same manner aa before ; and

thus his feelings were worked up by the morbid

action of liis imagination to such a pitch, that he

actually came to the conclusion they were unfitted

for each other, and that they ought to separate so

far as circumstances would allow. Not for a moment
did he ever suspect her purity or mistrust her

honour ; and he knew that his own temper was to a

eertain extent the cause of her unhappiness. From
the ktter which he wrote to his wife, the reader has

seen he was thus far sensible of his own unfortunate

disposition as to comprehend that the very magnitude

of his love rendered him a tyrant. It was therefore as

much out of consideration for PrisciUa as in obedience

to the promptings of his own diseased mind and un-

easy spu-it, that he insisted on that separation of

chambers. His object was that they shoidd keep as

much apart as possible, eo that she miglit be removed
from the influence of his unfortunate temper, and
he himself might be debarred from the circum-

stances and occasions which developed its infir-

mities.

But in tte hours of slumber his soul was wide

awake—his mind slept not ; and thus in the wander-
ings of somnambidism was he led towsirds the object

of his love,—that love so deep, so wild, so eccentric

!

It was an ii-rcsistible attraction exercising its power
over his mind when the mystic spell of sleep was
upon the body,—and his wife comprehended that

it was so. Often and often did she think of reveal-
j

ing to him, when they met in the day-time, how he
j

•ought her at night : but she shrank, with a feeling

of delicacy and shame which cannot fail to be im-

derstood, from making such a confession. She
often thought seriously, too^ of writing in a letter

what she dared not avow with the lips ; and on many
and many an occasion did she take pen and
paper to commence that strange mysterious revela-

tion : but she knew not how to find language even

for the very commencement. And it was not only

that sense of delicacy and shame which thus sealed
,

her lips, and paralyzed the hand when it took up
the pen ; but it was also the fear of causing her

husband a shock which might be fatal to his intel-

lects : for she saw full well that he entertained not

the slightest suspicion that he was a somnambulist.

Thus did time wear on ; and the secret remained
inviolable in her bosom.

We must now observe that in the solitude of his

own chamber—in the day-time, when wide awake,
and ot^en of an evening ere retiring to his couch

—

Lord Castlemaine would draw forth from his desk
Bome letters that he had received from Priecilla

diu-ing the time of his courtship ; and it was to him
a melancholy pleasure to read and re-peruse them
over and over again. Perhaps he was wont to do
the same when tracer the influence of that mystic

power which made him a somnambulist : but cer-

t.iin it is that the letter which Mrs. Broughton
picked up one night in thp sitting-room, and which
she had since kept, was written by Priscilla to the

Earl himself at the time of his wooing. If the

reader will refer to it again, he will find that it must
have been in reply to some note penned by the Earl

in one of his excited humours of doubt and uncer-

tainty as to Priscilla's love. From the fact that

when in a state of somnambulism he had taken

that letter with him on the night that it fell into

Mrs. Broughton's hands, it may easily be supposed

that he had actually been reading it in his sleep ; and
that, believing as he did at the time that his wife

had dishonoured him, he was prompted to take it

to her chamber, to reproach her for having proved

faithless *0 the energetic assurances of love con-

tained therein.

It is well known to those who are acquainted

wth psychological phenomena, that somnambulists

often display an extraordinary amount of wariness

and caution in order to escape observation. In this

respect they frequently give evidence of that same
species of cunning which inspires lunatics ; and to

this circumstance may be attributed the fact that

for so long a period the somnambulistic propensities

of the Earl of Castlemaine had continued unknown,
and even unsuspected, to every individual of the

household, his wife alone excepted. But it appean d

that it was only at intervals he was thus seized with

fits of somnambuUsm ; and when once the spell waa

upon him he would continue his sleep-walkings ft t

several nights running. These fits generally took

him after his mind had experienced any unusual

degree of excitement ; and then they would be fol»

lowed by an interval of many weeks—perhaps even

months—before they were renewed. The greater

the excitement which acted as the motive cause, the

more frequently were the sleep-walkings repeated,

and the longer the period of the fit's duration.

Thus was it that Lady Castlemaine, who kmw
his habit so well, felt assured when she set Mrs.

Broughton on the watch, that her husband would

repeat his visit to her chamber.

When a few days back she hatl suddenly wakened

up and found him standing by her bedside—and

when, as she stretched out her arms to him, he fled

so precipitately,—she was about to reveal that long-

maintained secret the avowal of which had now
become necessary to clear up her own honour ;

—

and when she would have afterwards peimed a few

hnes to him, it was that she had made up her mind

to commit to paper that revelation which he had

afforded her not the opportunity of breathing from

her lips. But, as the reader has seen, her strength

failed her; and the attempt was followed by a

relapse. On coming back to consciousness on the

fourth day, she determined to make a confidante ti

her faitlifid Broughton,—not merely for the purpose

of using the woman's aid to render the Earl ac
quainted with what she was denied every other i^
port unity of revealing to him—but also that Mrs.

Broughton herself might serve as a -witness of the

actual oceiUTcnce of his somnambulistic visit, and

thus luider any eircumstances be enabled to testify

to the honour of her mistress.

It was now, therefore, for the first time that Lord

Castlemaine awoke—to speak literally—to the fact

that he was a Bcmnambulist ; and th« reader mof
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imagine far boltor Uian we can describe, liow great

wa.s the joy wliioli sprang up in his snul when the

husband discovered that he was not dishonoured in

his wife. The explanations which took pkce between

them occupied a considerable time ; and when Mi-s.

Broughton, after the lapse of a couple of hours, re-

turned to the bed-chamber, she received the warm-

est thanks from both the Earl and her mistress. It

was aft+T his lordship had withdrawn to his own
suite of rooms, and when the Countess was repeat-

ing what had passed between herself and her hus-

band, that the worthy dependant produced the letter

she had picked up, and wliich at the time had

seemed irresistibly to corroborate her idea of her

ladyship's frailty. This letter was restored to the

Earl in the morning, with an account of how it had

fallen into Mrs. Broughton's possession.

When Dr. Fcrney made his appearance in the

forenoon, the Earl of Castlemaine had a long and

very serious conversation with the talented phy-

sician. His lordship made him acquainted with

everything ; and the good-hearted Ferney was over-

joyed to learn that the Countess was still in every

way worthy of her husband's love.

" Your lordship asks me," he said, " to what treat-

ment I will subject you in order to cure you ot this

habit of somnambulism ? Physically, I can suggest

nothing—because you are abstemious and temperate,

regular in your meals, and not addicted to late hours.

But mentally I can offer my counsel; and to a

certain extent the cure will be in your lordship's own
hands. You now find that you possess a wH'e who
dearly loves you. You have tortured yourself with

misgivings in respect to an affection the truth and

sincerity of which every circumstance has so fully

proved. Even when you were merely her suitor

and it was not too late for her to retreat from her

promise to become your bride, she endured your

whims and put up with your humoui:s Pardon

me for speaking thus plainly ; but it is requisite.

And she did more than all that, inasmuch as from

the kindest and most delicate feelings she forbore

from the slightest allusion to those circumstances

which had so much alarmed her, and the least

mention of which would have at once shocked you
with the revelation that you were a somnambulist.

Four years ago you, of your own accord, separated

from her ladyship as much as you could or dared

without creating an open scandal. This was one of

the most flagrant outrages and most monstrous

pieces of injustice that a husband could be guilty of

towards a wife. If she had dishonoured you, my
lord, you could have done but little beyond:—you

;ould scarcely have punished her more severely ; and

yet she endured it ! Yes—for four years has she

endured it ; and when under the influence of som-

nambulism, the instinct of the senses led you to her

couch, she abandoned herself to your embraces

rather than shock you by startling you into wake-
fulness, and thus menacing your reason. Now,
my lord, I have spoken candidly and frankly : I

may have spoken severely too—but it was needful.

1 have put your own conduct in its proper colours
;

and you can appreciate to what atlvantage that of

your wife shines by the contrast. But why have I

thus spoken ? To make you aware of your duty

—

and through the medium of your duty, to work out

your mental cure."

"You need not toll me, my dear Dr. Ferney,"

interrupted the Earl, alike affected and humiliated,
" to take back laj yni'e to my bosom—to surround
her with attentions—to lavish all possible kindness
upon her : you need not tell me this—because it is

the coui-se I intend to a<iopt. She knows it. Last
night, on my knees, did I beseech her forgiveness

;

and this morning have I renewed that prayer for

pardon, accompanied by a solemn promise to make
her every possible atonement for the remainder of

my life."

"And if you fulfil these pledges, my lord," re-

plied Dr. Ferney, "you will cease to be a som-
nambulist : but you must exert all your moral
power to control the infirmities of j'our temper and
mind. By studying to restrain them in the first

instance, you will soon succeed in subjecting them

j

to your dominant will ; and ultimately they will

' die away altogether, leaving your mind in a whole-

some state and your imagination healthful. Re-

member that your wife is but a mortal like your-

self: you can now no longer have any doubt of the

pui'ity and sincerity of her love—but do not exact

from her the necessity of constantly showing it.

Study her disposition as she has ever studied your's.

There will be mutual forbearance—mutual allow-

ances made ; and j'ou will be happy. Surely a

man of your intellect
"

" Say no more. Dr. Ferney !" exclaimed the Earl,

grasping the physician's hand and pressing it with

the entliusiasm of gratitude :
" I understand my

duties—and I will perform them. Henceforth my
only study shall be my dear wife's happiness.

Hitherto I have rendered her wretched enough : it

shall be different for the future. When she has re-

covered. Dr. Ferney, you must not cease yoiu- visits

on that account : you must come to us as a friend,

that you may be satisfied your excellent counsel has

not been thrown away upon me. You shall witness

our felicity ; and perhaps this extraordinary episode

of domestic life which has thus come to your know-
ledge, will not be the least memorable of your mani-

fold experiences."

"Ah!" said the physician, shaking his head

solemnly, while a deep gloom settled upon his fea-

tures,—"my experiences. Lord Castlemaine, have

indeed been strange—too strange !"

The reader has no difTiculty in comprehending

that he alluded to all that had come to his know-

ledge at different tunes in respect to Lady Saxon-

dale. The Earl of Castlemaine gazed upon him in

surprise : for he had never before seen such a cloud

gather on the phj'sician's features, nor heard allu-

sions of such mysterious signilicancy come from his

lips. Forney started up, fearing that iu a moment
of unconquerable emotion he had said too mucli

;

and grasping the Earl's hand, he exclaimi'd, " Think

no moi-e, my lord, of what you have heanl. It is

my secret !"—and then he added, more slowly and

solemnly, " Your lordship perceives that your hoiLse-

hold is not the only one which harboui-s its mys-

teries."

The Earl of Castlemaine was not naturally en.

dowed with curiosity ; and he was moreover too

much occupied with the circum.staiiccs that had so

recently transpired beneath his own roof to pay

aught beyond a jiasaing attent ion to the physician'i

strangeness of looks and words: ho accordmgly

pn-ssed hiin not for an explanation. Dr. Ferney,

hurrying from the room, proceeded to visit hi*



IW THE MYSTEEIE8 0» THE COUBT.

patient, whom he foiind bo happy in mind that her

health was improving hour by hour— minute by

minute. The circumstances just referred to, had

naturally prwluced their excitement; but it ap-

peared not to be prqudicial to her ladyship : on the

contrary, it seemed, as abeady stated, to inspire her

with new life.

And 80 it was. At the expiration of a week she

was enabled to sit up for several hours in an easy

chair : at the end of another week she was strong

enough to quit her own suite of apartments and

repair to the drawing-room. Need we say that the

Earl of Castlomaine kept his word, and proved most

kind—most affoctionatc ? or that he preserved the

completest control over his temper? Indeed, his

cure in this re'Spect appeared to have been tho-

roughly efiFected,— as if he only required the

strongest and most convincing proofs of his wife's

undivided and disinterested love to render him a

happy man. His spirits rose : he experienced a

gaiety which for years he had not known—a buoy-

ancy of heart that rendered him another being.

Thus time wore on : the health of Lady Castlemaine

was completely restored— the husband and wife

ceased to occupy separate suites of apartments

—

and the servants of the household were unfeignedly

rejoiced to witness a reconciliation'which not merely

established the felicity of their noble master and

mistress on a sure foundation, but which set at rest

any suspicions that might have existed with regard

to her ladyship's honour.

CHAPTER CXVI.

THE LADT AT THE BALL.

It wiU be remembered that Lord Petersfield was

appointed to undertake, on behalf of the Govern-

ment, a special mission to Vienna,—and that his

ward, Lord Saxondale, was induced by many reasons

to accompany him. The mysterious murder of his

mistress in Lincolnshii-e—his dismissal as the suitor

of Lady Fiorina Staimton—his quarrel with Lord

Harold—the coldness with which he was regarded

by the other young noblemen and gentlemen of his

acquaintance— and the satiety wherewith he was

clogged in respect to the dissipated pleasures and

debauched pursuits of London-life, had all combined

to induce Edmund to take that step. He had

longed for change of scene ; and he knew that the

post of attach^ to an Ambassador Extraordinary

would serve as the passport uito the highest and

very best society in the Austrian capital. The
object of Lord Peterfield's mission was attained

with greater promptitude than this noblemim had

at first anticipated; and all cr a residence of about

two months in Vienna, the embassy set out on its

retiu-n to England.

It was in the middle of the month of October

that Lord and Lady Petersfield, accompanied by

Edmund, and attended by the other persons of their

suite, arrived in Paris. Taking up their quarters

at one of the most fa*ihionable hotels, they purposed

to remain in the French capital for about a week,

previously to continuing their journey homeward.

Indeed, Lord Petersfield had received private ia-

Btructions to tarry for this brief space in Paris, in

fird«r to confer on certain pohtical matters with the

English Ambassatlor at the French Court; and
Eilmund who had visited this gay metropolis !>©•

fore, and liked it well, was by no means sorry to

have an opportunity of mingling again in ita

pleasures.

We will not pause to relate how he accompanied

Lord and Lady Petersfield to the palace of the

Tuileries and was received by the King and Queen
of the French—nor how he was included in the in-

vitations to the soirees at the British Ambassador's

mansion : but we will proceed to describe a circum-

stance which led to results of no mean importance

to himself.

A grand subscription ball took place at the Odeon
Theatre, on behalf of some charity coimected with

British residents abroad; and all the elite of the

English aristocracy and gentry, at that time resi-

dent in Paris, were present on the occasion. Lord
and Lady Petersfield, together with Edmund and
some other gentlemen of their suite, repaired to this

ball. The pit of the theatre had been boarded over

to a level with the stage, so as to constitute a uni-

form surface of flooring for the dancers : at least a
thousand persons, male and female, with every

variety of splendid toilet, were assembled there : the

orchestra was grand—the theatre was flooded with

Ught—dancing was maintained with great spirit—

and the spectacle was aUke superb and exhila-

rating.

During a pause between the quadrilles—and
while Lord Saxondale, having conducted his last

partner to her seat, was lounging about alone, gazing

upon the most beautiful of the fair sex with that

half listless, half impudent stare wliich was partially

affected and partially characteristic of the young
man—he observed a lady enter, whose appearance

he had not before noticed, and who indeed had

evidently only just arrived. Her beauty was of

that dazzling description which could not fail to

strike every beholder, and which made an instan-

taneous impression upon Edmimd Saxondale. She

was tall, and most symmetrically shaped,—her 6gvcce

combining the richness of a Hebe with the grace-

fulness of a Sylph. Her toilet was elegant, anf'

tastefully adapted to her peculiar style of beauty.

Her hair was of that auburn hue which shines bright

as gold where the Ught falls upon it, but seems like

dark velvet where the shade remains. It flowed in

tresses and ringlets upon shoulders of dazzUng
whiteness,—one or two stray curls resting upon a

bosom of voluptuous fulness. Her eyes were large

and of a delicious blue,—not the dark blue of the

violet, nor the azure of the heavens,—but of the

intermediate hue. They were soft and languishing,

and had an expression of sensuousness when the

lids were allowed to droop slightly. The forehead

was not high—but it was of alabaster fairness:

indeed, nothing could exceed the transparejit purify

and clearness of this lady's coinplcsion. The tint

of the rose-bud was upon her cheeks, softening off

till imperceptibly blending with the hly fairness of

the skin generally. Her nose was slightly, but very

sbghtly. aquiline : the mouth was small—the upper
lip curved like Cupid's bow—the lower one fidler,

but neither coarse nor pouting. The chin was softly

roimded, and completed the oval of a face which

would have been of faultless beauty if the fore*

hea<l were slightly more elevated. Even as it wtt6,

it ^^ould have been a monstrous fa«tidiousDe«t of
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hyptrcriticism to cavil at that countenance as a

whole, so far as its physical loveliness was con-

cerned : but in respect to its expression, it was—as

already hinted—somewhat voluptuous, and appeal-

ing as much to the sense as to the sentiment.

A single white camelia adorned the hair of glossy

glory and rich luxuriance : two rows of pearls en-

circled the neck : but not fairer than that neck were
those pearls, nor whiter than the teeth which em-
bellished the lady's luxurious mouth. The costliest

lace trimmed the short sleeves, and set oflF to ad-

vantage the plump and well-modelled arms of snowy
whiteness. From beneath the long skirt of her

dress, as she entered the spacious theatre, the well

shaped feet peeped forth; and a glimpse of the

rounded ankles might be caught;—while the ele-

gance of her gait and of all her movements de-

noted that sweeping length of limb which the fancy

could depict as completing this ravishing portraiture.

Such was the lady who made her appearance in

that brilliant assemblage at a somewhat late hour—
indeed, long after the gaieties of the night had

commenced. She came alone : no companion,

either male or female, escorted her. Her age was
about four-and-twenty ; and thus, if she were a

married woman, expecting to meet friends at the

ball whom she might immediately join, there would
be but little to remark in the circumstance that she

came by herself—imless indeed it would strike any
one as singular that a creature of such sur-

passing loveliness should have found no one in

the form of relative or intimate friend to conduct

her thither. Edmund Saxondale was so smitten

with her appearance, that the moment she crossed

the threshold and entered within the sphere of that

assemblage whereof she suddenly seemed to become
the brightest star, eclipsing all the rest,—he drew

near to feast his eyes upon her charms. He noticed

that for a moment she appeared to hesitate—that

she even stopped short and threw a rapid glance

of anxiety aroimd : but this timidity, if such it

were, was so transient that as she continued to

advance, Edmund thought it might have been mere
imagination on his part. At all events the lady

immediately recovered her self-possession ; and an
air of dignity blending with that of elegance and

|

grace which already invested her, she advanced

towards a row of chairs in which several ladies were
j

seated, but amongst which there were two or three

unoccupied. In one of "these vacant chairs the lady

Bat do^vn,—at the same time inclining her head
j

towards some of the ladies nearest to her, and with

whom she thus appeared to be acquainted. They
however, without acknowledging her salutation,

stared at her in evident amazement ; and two or

(hrcc of them, who were nearest, rising suddenly

from their seats, crossed over to the opposite side
[

of the place. This example was promptly followed

by the remainder of the ladies in whose vicinage t

the resplendent new-comer had placed herself; and
she was thus in a few minutes left isolated and com-
pletely abandoned. The colour forsook her cheeks

for a moment—she became deadly pale : but the

next instant, appearing to summon all her fortitude
'

to her aid, she flimg a look of sovereign contempt
across the theatre towards those who had left her

hus alone ;—and leaning back, she played with her

nn with an air of the utmost unconcern.

JCdmuud Saxondale had observed all these little
i
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incidents which we have Just related ; and he was
naturally astonished. He looked around, and per-

ceived that the stranger-lady was the object of uni-

versal notice throughout the immense arena. Every
eye was directed towards her ; and the looks thus

concentrated in that one brilliant focus, seemed to

express a common feeling of intense surprise. He
himself grew more and more bewildered : he could

not comprehend what it all meant—for the life of

him he could not understand it. That the lady was
shunned, was but too evident : but for what reason?

Would she have intruded there if she had foreseen

what her reception would be ? or was it a bold expe-

riment on her part to ascertain how she icoxdd be

received ? Were the ladies all jealou? of her tran-

scending beauty ? and was not this beauty a pass-

port to the compassion of those of the other sex who
were present? Such were the questions which
Edmund rapidly put to himself : but the last one

was answered by the circumstance that no gentle-

man accosted that lady.

The music struck up again—dancing recom-
menced—and in the renewed excitement thereof,

the lady appeared to be forgotten. Lord Saxondale

did not dance this time ; and he looked about for

some acquaintance to whom he might put an in-

quiry relative to the object of his curiosity. It how-
ever happened that the few individuals who were

personally known to him, were all engaged in the

quadrilles which had just commenced ; and he coidd

not accost them while thus occupied in the dance. He
bethought himself of Lord Petersfield, whom he be-

held at a distance, conversing with his wonted
gravity in the midst of a knot of elderly personages.

Hastening to approach his guardian, Edmund
caught him by the arm so abruptly that the diplo-

matist bent upon him a look which had all the

sternness of a severe rebuke.
" Just one moment !" said the young nobleman,

literally dragging the old one aside with him. " I

want you to tell me something
"

" Edmund Lord Saxondale," said Petersfield,

stopping short and looking awfully mysterious and

solemn ;
" I do not understand this—I am at a loss

to accoimt for it. Your conduct is so extraordinary

—catching me by the arm, as If as if 1

reaUy know not how to find words to convey my
sense "

" My dear Lord Petersfield," interrupted Edmund
petulantly, " I want you to tell mc something.

Who is that latly ? do you know her ?"

" Really tlie question is so sudden—so unex-

pected," answered the wary diplomatist, ovrr afraid

of being caught in some trap or tumbling into some

insidious pitfall :
" j'ou must excuse me, Edmund

—

but
"

" But who is that lady, my lord ? do you happen

to know herr'" demanded Saxondale imp.itiently.

"Which lady P" asked Lord Petersfield. "Lot me
be convinced that I rightly understand whom you

mean. Take time to point her out : for I should

not like to have you speak in a hurry, more than

myself in give a precipitate answer."

"That la<ly yonder—seated alone there, in the

middle of that row of chairs, agitating her fan
"

"Arc you sure that it is a fan? Don't be too

positive, Etlmund: appearances arc often deceit-

fu' "

"Do, mj lord, tcU me, if you know !" iutcrruptiod
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Saxondalc, with increased petulance. " That lady

with the magnificent auburn hair
"

" You cannot guarantee that it is her own," ob-

served Petersfield, shaking his head with solemn

mystery.
" But you see her ? Who is she ?"

"Eeally, Edmund, this question is so home-

thrust, that I—I feel myself justified in hesitating

even before I answer—which answer I may give in

all truth and confidence—that I know nothing at all

about her. And to my knowledge mind, I speak

with this proviso, to my knowledge—I aever saw

her before in all my life."

" Why the deuce couldn't you have said so at

once ?"—and Lord Saxondale broke aw^y from his

guardian, who was perfectly confounded oy what, in

diplomatic terms, he would have denominated the

" inconvenience" of so indecorous a remark.
i

Edmund, perceiving one of the other attaches to

the embassy loitering at a little distance, and evi-

dently gazing with mingled interest and admiration

upon the beauteous stranger, hastened to accost

him,—saying, " Sydney, my dear fellow, do you

know who she is ?"

"No—I was just thinking of asking some one

the question. Isn't it strange that she should be

thus left all to herself? We know very well that at

these subscription balls almost any one may come

:

but still it is difficult to conceive tliat a lady, know-

ing what sort of a reception she is likely to meet,

would voluntarily court such pamful treatment as

this. Besides, if it were anything very flagrant, the

stewards would interfere. I have an uncommon
great mind to run all risks and ask her to dance

—

only I am afraid of offending Petersfield. But I

tell you what, Saxondale— if I were you, and inde-

pendent of the old lord as you are, I wouldn't

hesitatxj a moment. Why don't you go ?"

" Well, I wiU," quickly responded the young
nobleman, who only required some such suggestion

OS this to induce him to follow his inclinations.

"But, stop, though! I see that Lord and Lady
Petersfield are just going ; and I may as well wait

till they have taken their departure. They said that

they should retire early ; and aa it happens, I am
deuced glad of it." I

It was as Edmund said : the old diplomatist and

his wife were wending their way together towards

the doors ; and in a few moments they passed away
from the scene of gaiety and splendour.

" Now, Saxondale," said the Hon. Mr. Sydney,

principal paid attach^ to Lord Petersfield.

" You shall see how nicely I will manage it,"

tnswcred Edmund.
But he did not observe the ironical smile which

tppeared upon the lips of Mr. Sydney, who,

—

though he knew not the lady, nor anytiling concern-

ing her,—nevertheless saw that there must be some-

thing very remarkable about her character for her

to be thus shunned : and he was purposely urging

Saxondale into a course wliich would make him
appear pre-eminently ridiculous ; for the young
nobleman was in reality no favourite with the Hon.
Mr. Sydney.

Edmund, assuming liis most affable look, and
walking with an affected mincing gait, approached
the isolated lady ; and with a very low bow, said,

" Madam, shall I have the honour of your hand iu

Uie next dance ?"
I

The lady, who had been looking orer her fan aiifl

saw Lord Saxondale approach, at once raised herself

up from the half-recUning and gracefully lounging

attitude of seeming nonchalance and imconcem in

which she had been sitting : and she resfKnided with

a smile of the most affable sweetness, " I thank

your lordship—but I do not dance for the present.

I have only recently recovered from a long and
severe illness ; and my physician has positively or-

dered that I do not over-exert myself."

While she thus spoke, she made a slight side-long

movement, which seemed to be an invitation for

Saxondale to take the chair next to her ;—and com-
pletely infatuated, as well as dazzled and bewildered

by the power of her charms, he imhesitatingly did

so. Two things surprised him somewhat. One waa
that the lady evidently knew who he waa—for she

had addressed him as "my lord;" and the other

was to hear her say that she had recently recovered

from a severe illness ; for certainly her appearance

was very far from corroborating the averment. The
hue of health, though of roseate delicacy, was upon
her cheeks, which were plump and softly rounded

;

while the contours of her shape were totally devoid

of that emaciation which long indisposition gene>

rally leaves behind it.

Those two things surprised him therefore ; and
there was a third circiunstance which he specially

noticed. Tliis was, that as she had temporarily

taken off the glove of her left hand, he saw that she

wore a wedding-ring, and therefore was either a

married woman or a widow. But these reflections

were hurriedly made ; for he found himself so com-

pletely under the empire of her charms—so intoxi-

cated by tho perfume of beauty, which, as it were,

exhaled from her like fragrance from flowers—that

he soon had no thought for anything else. He
knew not what to say; and yet he scarcely felt

awkward while gazing upon her in silence ; for the

feelings that inspired him were those of ineffable

rapture.

" You have not been long in Paris, I believe,

Lord Saxondale?" she said, at length breaking

the silence ; and her voice was clear and harmonious

as a silver bell.

" Only a week, on the present occasion," he an-

swered :
" and it was my intention to leave to-

morrow. But "

" I understand your lordship," observed the lady,

with another bewitching smile :
" this Paris of

our's has so many charms and fascinations, that

you cannot readily tear yourself away from them ?"

"You say this Paris of your's." remarked Saxon-

dale, with a renewed feeling of surprise :
'' surely I

have the honour of speaking to an English lady?"
" English by birth—but naturalized a French-

woman by marriage," she rejoined.

" Your husband is Tint here this evening ?" ob-

served Edmund inquiringly.

" My husband is dead," returned the lady:

and her face was bent don-nward with a sudden

expression of profomid mournfulness, which to

Saxondale' s eyes was but a new and more touching

phase in which her beauty displayed itself.

" ParWon me, madam," he said, with an inward

feeling of delight—though he scarcely knew why—
to learn that she was a widow :

" I did not intend

tv recall painful recollections."

"^ You must suppose, my lord, that my husband's
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death was not a very 'ecent occurrence—or else 1

should not be here, nor atjired thus :"—and her ex-

quisite blue eyes glanced quickly over her toilet.

" I am therefore resigned to that loss which was at

first a terrible blow to me. The Baron de Charle-

mont died two years ago. You are perhaps aware

that he was a General of the Empire ; and there-

fore," she added, gently and hesitatingly, "many
years older than myself."

Saxondale had thus at length learnt who she was.

He was talking to the Baroness de Charlemont—

a

lady of rank and title—^most probably of fortune, '

considering the high position of her late husband.

But he did not now pause to ask himself, nor even

to throw out a hint of inquiry, how it was that she
|

had been thus shunned, and that her presence had
I

excited such a sensation of amazement in that

assemblage ? He had altogether forgotten the cir-
^

cumstance : he was under the spell of a loveliness

which threw into the shade all the impressions which

the beauty of either Fiorina Staunton or Emily
Archer had ever made upon him. Nor did he

notice that Mr. Sydney was surveying him with a

mischievous look from a distance—or that his tete-

a-tete with tliis lady had become an object of

mingled wonderment and disgust on the part of all

who were near enough to observe it. Heads were

shaken ominously—strange mysterious looks were

exchanged—and whispered observations were made.

But nothing of all this did Edmund notice : he felt

as much alone with the Baroness de Charlemont as

if they were in reaUty altogether so. But she on
her part could not help flinging an occasional look

of exultant triumph towards those whose gaze was

thus bent upon the spot where she was seated with

her noble companion.

"I feel faint and ill," she suddenly observed,

while her looks grew simultaneously languid. " I

must retire
"

"Permit me to escort you hence F" Saxondale

hastened to observe. " Have you a vehicle

" My carriage is in attendance," she replied,

at the same time accepting his profiered arm.

They walked out from the theatre together, fol-

lowed by the eyes of the entire assemblage. A
lady's-maid, who had been waiting in the shawl-

room, hurried out the moment she caught sight of

iier mistress, whom she assisted to put on an elegant

satin cloak, with a hood to draw partially over the

head. Saxondale then conducted the Baroness

ttown the staircase ; and the cry of " Madame de

Charlemont's carriage!" resounded through the

air. A splendid equipage dashed up to the entrance

of the theatre : Edmund handed the Baroaess in

—

and then stood hesitating for a moment in what
terms to profifcr a request that he might be per-

mitted to call upon her on the following day.

" Your lordship will sup with me," she said, with

one of those be^ntching smiles which had already

made such havoc upon his heart : and all the fasci-

nating sweetness of her countenance, as she thus

tpoke, was revealed by the strong glare which the

lamps in the front of the theatre threw into the

cerriage.

"With pleasure," responded Saxondale to the

invitation so enchantingly given : and the next

moment he was seated by her side in the vehicle.

The hwly's-maid entered abo—the footman, who

as well as the coachman was dressed in gorgeous

livery, closed the door—and the equipage dror*

rapidly away.

CHAPTER CXVII.

THK BASONESS DE CHABLEMOKT.

The ride was not long : for the vehicle soon drove

into the court-yard of a handsome house in the Rue
de Tournon, near the palace of the Luxembourg.
The footman opened the door : Edmund aUghted,

and then assisted his fair companion to descend.

She took his arm, and led the way up a spacious

well-lighted staircase, to a superbly furnished

drawing-room. Requesting him to be seated, she

said that she would be with him again in a few

minutes—and retired in the company of her maid.

Lord Saxondale had now, for the first time since

he accosted the Baroness de Charlemont at the

theatre, a little leisure to reflect upon the adventure

into which he had thus so precipitately plunged.

He looked around, and perceived that the room was
elegantly appointed: the furniture was rich and
costly : in short, everything connected with the

Baroness—her equipage—^her domestics—her man-
sion—all appeared to denote the possession of ample

means. That she was miraculously beautiful, was a

truth which the impression made upon his heart,

fully proclaimed. How was it, then, that with rank,

wealth, and loveliness, she should have been so

treated at the ball ? It could scarcely be that her

character was notoriously vile and depraved; be-

cause if so, the stewards of that ball would have

certainly taken measures to convey to her an inti-

mation that her presence was regarded as a general

insult. They had done nothing of the sort: and

yet had lie seen her, not merely neglected, but abso-

lutely shunned and avoided. It was a strange mys-
tery; and Edmund could not form the sUghtest

conjecture towards its unravelment. Passing away
from that topic, his thoughts settled themselves

completely upon the exceeding charms of h«r per-

son. Never, he fancied to himself, had he be-

holden so splendid a creatxire in female shape. And
she seemed perfectly modest and well-behaved hke-

wise : her manners were not only those of a pohshed

lady—but there was the fullest propriety investing

them : for if her smiles had been fraught with such

ravishing eff"ects, she was not to be blamed for their

magic power ; and in bestowing those smiles, in

harmony as it were with her discourse, there was

nothing forward, bold, nor immodest.

While Saxondale was thus absorbed in his rap-

tured reverie, the Baroness returned to the apart-

ment. She had made no change in her toilet,

beyond laying aside the cloak, her gloves, and her

fan ; and as she entered, Saxondale, rising out of

respect, was again completely dazzled and bewil-

dered by the glory of her beauty. She requested

him to resiune his seat ; and placing herself near

him, she said, "I now take the opportunity, my
lord, to thank you for an act of generosity which

you performed this evening, and to which I did not

choose to make pointed allusion until a fitting

opportimity. A few words of explanation may be

necessary. I regret to say that pour countrywomen

—for naturali/C(l on the French soil aa I em, I can
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no longer call them mine—are devoured with jeal-

ousy because nature has happened to render me not

very ill-looking. As for the gi'ntlrmen, both mar-

ried and single have persecuted mc with their

addresses—the former, as a matter of course, being

anything but honourable : for such is too often the

custom in this dissipated city of Paris. It is sup-

posed that a young widow must either take another

husband, or else a lover : I have had offers of both

kinds—I have refused them all—the former with a

respectful gratitude, the latter with indignation.

But my conduct has made me enemies; and the

result has been the treatment which, as you saw, I

experienced to-night. Now my resolve is taken : I

shall leave Paris to-morrow—and for ever
!"

" But whither will you go ?" inquired Saxondale,

who in his infatuation gave the most implicit cre-

dence to every syllable of the Baroness de Charle-

mont's long speech; and no wonder—for it was

accompanied with so much tender pathos, alike of

looks and accents, that it rivetted the impression

which the brilliancy of her beauty had already made
upon his heart. " Whither will you go ?" he re-

peated, in a voice which implied that wheresoever

8he might proceed, thither was he resolved to repair

likewise.

" I shall return to the capital of my own native

land," she answered :
" I shall go to London. If I

had any relatives yet living, either on my own or

my husband's side, I should not be without the

escort of suitable companionship : but I have none

—and I must go alone !"

" No—not alone !" ejaculated Edmund. " Per-

mit me to be that escort which you seem to de-

sire F"

The Baroness bent upon Saxondale a look beam-
ing with gratitude: but ere she could give any
reply, the footman entered to announce that sup-

per was served up. Edmund proflered his arm

:

she took it—and they followed the domestic to an
adjacent apartment. It was a smaller one than
the drawing-room—most luxuriously furnished

—

and where an exquisite supper was spread upon
the table. There was champagne in ice, together

with other choice wnes ; and on the sideboard ap-

peared a dessert of delicious autumnal fruits. The
Baroness motioned the domestic to retire—a pro-

ceeding quite consistent with the fashion of little

Parisian suppers of this description.

Lord Saxondale placed himself at table with his

beautiful hostess ; and as he drank glass after glass

of the exhilarating champagne, the fumes of the

wine added to the intoxicating influence of her

transcending loveliness. He felt that he could

make any sacrifice, if need were, to possess so splen-

did a creature either as mistress or wife: ho was
already profoundly in love—if love it might be

called which such a heart as his could experience,

and which was excited through the medium of the

sense and not of the sentiment. It never occurred

to him that he himself, being no Adonis, covdd not

possibly have captivated the heart of this lady so

suddenly and completely as she had ensnared his

own : his natural vanity would not permit him to

make such a reflection ; and therefore he flattered

himself that the tocreasing tenderness of her looks
and the growing friendliness of her manner, were
indicative of the same passion on her part as that

vhich ho fait.

" And you have decided," he said, " upon takmf
your departure to-morrow ?"

" Yes—beyond all doubt," responded the Ba-
roness. " I can endure this Paris no longer."

" And you will permit me to accompany you P"

he quickly exclaimed.
" Have you no one whose consent you must

ask ?" she inquired. " Is not Lord Petersfield youi
guardian? and must you not, in consequence of

the post you hold in his embassy, abide by his will,

even apart from that species of parental power
which he wields over you ?"

"Nothing of the kind!" ejaculated Edmund:
" it was by my own free consent that I accompanied

him on his mission ;—indeed, the proposal emanated
direct from myself. As for his guardianship, I am
fully and completely my own master, in conse-

quence of a certain compact with my mother."
" Your mother, then," observed the Baroness, aa

if quite in a' conversational manner, "has no in-

fluence over your proceedings ?"

" None—none whatsoever ! I should think not
indeed !" cried Edmund : and he helped himself to

another glass of cliampagne.
" But you are not yet of ags ?"

" No—not yet. Nevertheless I can do just as I

choose : and what is more, I intend to do so. So
your ladyship sees that I am completely my own
master : and how can I better dispose of my time,

than in escorting you to London ? You must not
travel alone. Only think of the inconveniences I—
and believe me when I assure you that it would
afibrd me such pleasure to be your escort "

" But how singular it will seem !" exclaimed the

Baroness, with an arch smile. " A young noble-

man such as you, to accompany a young widow as I

am! The world will point to us—the tongue of

scandal will be busy No, my lord," she added,

suddenly becoming serious ;
" it cannot be. Do not

misunderstand me. It was through gratitude that

I invited you to my home: and moreover, the

usages of Parisian society do not stamp with indis-

cretion such a proceeding. A married lady or a
\\'idow may entertain a friend thus ; and it it as a

friend that I regard you—for circumstances sud-

denly placed us in that light at least, if you will

permit me to say so."

" A friend !" exclaimed Saxondale. " Would to

heaven that I were something more to you than
that ! Friendship is so cold a term "

" But the only one that can be used by persons

who have known eadi other for only a few hours.

Now, with regard to this journey of mine," con-

tinued the Baroness, "your lordship must under-

stand full well that you could accompany me only in

the position of a lover—to be explicit, I must rathej

say as a paramour—or else as one destined to be my
husband. Not for a moment can the former be

dreamt of! I value my reputation—and I have my
own womanly pride. No—never will I peril that

reputation by any indiscretion on my part : much

j

less could I consent to step down from the pedestal

on which I have hitherto maintained my stand-

No, my lord—you cannot accompany me : you sea

that it is impossible."

" Say not the word impossible f exclaimed Saxon
dale, more than half intoxicated with wine and lovei

then falling at the feet of the Baroness de Charle
ment, he took her hand ; and pressing it to his lip«
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ericd, "Let it be as joix intended husband that I

shall accompany yo i ! Yes—let it be in that light

!

I already know you as M'ell and love you as much as

if' our acquaintance had boon that of years- instead

of hours. I entreat you "
;

" My lord, ri><o—I beseech you, rise !" said the
'

Baroness, appearing to be profoundly agitated; and

she did not witlidraw the hand winch Saxondale

continuod to press rapturously to his lips.
j

He did rise : and he stood by her side, as she

remained seated. She looked up into his counte-

nance with eyes that seemed full of tenderness : and

he observed that her bosom was swelling and heav-

ing as if with the tumult of the feelings that

worked within. The rose upon her cheeks had

deepened into carnation : there was a moisture upon

her lips that made them seem richer and more

luscious than was even their natm-al wont : her

whole appearance breathed a softly sensuous lan-

guor. Saxondale' 8 passions were excited ahnost to

madness. Had Satan stood by his side and de-
[

manded the eventual transfer of his soul, in recom-

pense for handing over to him the possession of this

enchanting woman, he would have greedily assented

to the compact. The perfume of her beauty ap-

peared to arise around him like the overpowering
^

fragrance of flowers. The light streaming from

the chandeher suspended to the ceiling, shed its

lustre upon her head, making her hair shine like a

»eil of bm-nished gold floating down upon her

polished shoulders and over her back: her com-

plexion, save where the carnation hues were upon

the iheeks, was white and pure as the lily, and ex-

quisitely diaphanous. Upon her brow was the

dehcate tracery of blue veins, seen through that

pffllucid skin. One hand, which hung drooping over

the arm of the chair, seemed to be di-inking into its

pores of pearl the light that flooded the room : the

other hand, which Saxondale held in his own, felt
j

warm and tremulous in liis clasp.
j

More than a minute elapsed while she sat thus
^

looking up at him with that softly voluptuous ex-

pression,—and while he stood gazing downi upon

her, devouring with his regards that splendid coun-

tenance, and suffering his wanton imagination to

complete the rounded forms ofthe bust whereofsome-

what was exposed to the view. Yes—he could have

sacrificed his very soul to possess this woman, so

great was the empire which her charms had ob-

tained over him in the short space of two or thi-ee

hours.
" You have made mo a proposal," she said, in a

subdued and tremulous voice, " which, were I a

young creature of six or eight years less than I am,

and feeling towards you what I do, I should perhaps

at one« accept. But I do not thus precipitately bind

you to a compact which you may perhaps repent to-

morrow."
" Repent ? No—never, never !" exclaimed Saxon-

dale : and ngaui he fell upon his knees at her feet.

" Have I not told you that I am my own master ?

Hear me, then, wliile I solemnly avow my affection

towards you !—hoar me while I proclaim once more

that I already love you as if we had known each

other for years ! I offer to make you the sharer of

my rank, and the partner of my fortxme when on

coming of age I shall inherit it. If upon these condi-

tions you will suffer mo to accompany you to London,

whore we can be united—or if to-morrow you will

bestow upon me your hand, so that I may at o»?«

acquire a legal and moral right to be the companion

of your journey, and to remain with ycni for ever

henceforth—be it so ! It is for you to decide : but

keep me not in suspense !"

" What can I say to you ? how can I resist thc«e

entreaties, so vehement—so passionate?" mur-

mured the Baroness de Charlemont : and bending

forward, she drooped her blushing countenance

upon the shoulder of him who was still kneeling

at her feet.

Edmund threw his arms about her neck, and

strained her in his embrace. He covered her

chteks with kisses : they were warm and glowing,

those soi^ly rovmded cheeks;—and from her lips,

too, rlid he cull the most exquisite sweets.

" Eise, Edmund—rise," she said, after a few mo-
ments of this amorous play :

" rise, I entreat you !

—the domestics may enter ! But if you await my
decision, have it 1 will become your wife."

Again he pressed her in his arms : he would have

grown bolder than the mere takmg of those warm
kisses—but she gently though firmly disengaged

herself from his embrace ; and compelling him to

resume his seat, she said, " But to-morrow, perhaps,

you will repent of this offer you have made ? you

will look back with regret on what may appear the

folly of your conduct ? Friends may advise you "

" No— I shall consult them not," interrupted

Edmund vehemently. " Do you think that where

my happiness is at stake, I am not the best judge

of how to ensure it ? Besides," he added, " when I

return to the hotel presently, I shall see no one to

annoy or trouble me with questions; and in the

morning I ^^•ill rise very early—order my valet to

pack up my things—and come hither at once straight

to you. May I be permitted to regard this arrange-

ment as settled ?"

" Yes—if you wish it to be so," responded the

Baroness, with do^vncast eyes and blushing coun-

tenance : then after a pause, she went on to observe,

" But our hands cannot be imited here in Paris :

nor indeed anj'where in France. I am a Protest-

ant—as I believe you are ; and nowhere save at

the chapel of the British Embassy can a legal cere-

mony be solemnized between us in this country.

There, as you are known, you might meet with

obstructions. We will without delay proceed to

London "

" And there can our hands be united at once !"

ejaculated Edmund, enraptured at the idea of pos-

sessing that splendid woman as his wife.

"To-morrow morning, therefore," she resumed,

"will I have a travelling-carriage in readiness at

eight o'clock. You will be here to breakfast ^ith

me soon after seven. Your own valet and my maid

will alone accompany us. I shall leave a letter for

my notary, directing liim to dispose of my furniture

and my equipages—dismiss my servants—and let

my mansion. For believe me, dear Edmund, it will

never be my wish to return to this Paris, of the

heartlossnoss and the depravity of whose fashionable

sphere I am thoroughly sickened."

" You will do well to make up your mind thus,"

responded the infatuated young nobleman :
" for

when once my wife, you will become mistress of a

mansion in London, as well as of a castla in Lin-

colushirc ; and proud shall I be to place you at th«

head of those establishments."
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you" But your mother, Edmund—and I

•lave sisters too
"

" What of them ?" he ejaculated. " One of my
listers is married to a French nobleman ; and they

ire at Madrid. My mother and my eldest sister

are at present staying in France—I don't exactly

know where. I was at Vienna when they left

England: but from letters that I received, there

seems to have been some precious scene at the

castle in Lincolnshire, the rights of which I have '

not exactly learnt. However, it's very certain that

neither my mother nor sisters are m England now
;

and even if th(*y were, it would not be of any con-

sequence—for I know a secret or two about my
mother that would prevent her from daring to

interfere with my proceedings."

" You must imderstand, Edmund," said the

Baroness de Charlemont, " that if I so often allude I

apprehensively to Laily Saxondale, it is because I

sliould be sorry indeed to lead "you into open rebel-

lion against her. Not, however," she added proudly,

" but that the widow of a General of the Empii-e

and a Peer of France may well aspire to an alliance

witli the heii' of >vaxondale. It is the discrepancy

of our ages—and the suddenness of the attacliment

which you have formed—that might be regarded as

objections. But after the assui-auces you have

given me, that you are so entirely your own master,

I -w-ill say nothing more upon tlie subject. There is

however one thiug 1 have to mention and par-

don me, my dear Etlmund, if I touch upon so deH-

cate a topic. I know that young men are often

extravagant, and that tliey go beyond the means

allowed by their parents or guardians. If you have
|

any little liabihties to settle before you leave Pai-is,

and for wluch 3'ou reckoned upon the pm-sc of Lord

Petersfield, do not hesitate to make me your banker. '

I have in this v/riting-dosk a quantity of notes and i

gold You must not be offended at what I am
^

saying : inasmuch," she added, again with blushing ',

cheeks, " as in a few daj's everything we mutually

possess will be tluown into a common stock."

" Tlianks—a thousand tlianks," exclaimed Saxon- !

dale, " for this proof of confidence and love on
j

your part : but fortunately I require no assistance

—I have ample funds at my own disposal."

The Baroness de Charlemont, who had risen from

her seat as she spoke and was proceeding to unlock

her writing-desk, turned towards Edmund, and said

with the sweetest of all sweet smiles, " You are sure

that your calculation is correct and that you require

nothing ?"

" Nothing now but another kiss from those dear

lips !"—and rising also from his seat, he tlirew his

arms abr)ut the laily's neck and strained her once

more to his breast.

Five minutes afterwards he was retracing his way
in a street-veliicle to the hotel where he lodged ; and
during tlie half-hour's drive thither he continued to

dwell with rapture upon the image of the beautiful

Baroness do Charlemont. On reaching the hotel, he

was about to hurry up to liis own chamber,—wlien

his valet informed him that Lord Pel^n-slicld, who
liad remained sitting up for his return, desired most
particularly to see hiui before he retired to rest.

Edmund, excited witli wine, and infatuated in liis

purpose of adheving to all his promises to the

Baroness de Cliarleinont, was at (irst half incUned

to disobey L<jrd I'cterslicld's request : for he had
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Utile doubt that it was with regard to this lady his

lordship meant to speak to him. But a second
thought made him resolve to see his guardian, the
better to avert suspicion from his plan of rising

early and quitting the hotel by stealth. He accord-

ingly proceeded to the apartment where Lord
Petersfield had been passing the time m the study

of certain diplomatic papers the contents of which
he already had at his finger's ends.

" This is a pretty hom- for you to come in. Lord
Saxondale," began Petersfield, di-awing himself up
with an air of awful solemnity as he slowly drew
forth his watch. " It is one in the morning ; and
you know that we have to take our departure—

I

will not say to-morrow, because the morrow is

already entered upon—or at least the morn-
ing "

" And 80 much the greater reason, my lord," re-

turned Edmund, " why you and I should toddle up
to our bed-rooms."

" What ?" said Lord Petersfield, perfectly aghast,
" did you use the word toddle ?—toddle to me ! her

Majesty's Ambassador Extraordinary to the Impe-
rial Court of Vienna ! toddle to me, a Peer of the

realm ! Pray, Lord Saxondale, do I look like a

person who is accustomed to toddle ? Don't answer

precipitately—take time to reflect. I should not

like to speak unadvisedly : but I do not mind for

once in a way hazarding a conjecture—wliich is that

you, Lord Saxondale, are inebriated."

" I drunk !" cried the young nobleman. " I am
as sober as a judge never more sober in my life.

But come—why did you want to see me?"
" It was fortunate. Lord Saxondale," resumed

Petersfield, " that on coming back from the ball, I

had occasion to sit up and peruse some of these do-

cuments 1 s&y fortunate, inasmuch as it put me
m the way of learning, on Mr. Sydney's return, that

you had positively and actually—though I should

not say so of my own knowledge—but were it a

written deposition, I should put it in this light, that

' the undersigned has learnt with great sorrow and

regret that Lord Saxondale, contrary to all conven-

tional usages
'

"

" Pray, my lord, do come to the point at once,"

interrupted Edmimd. " I am getting as sleepy as

any owl. And you," he added, in an undcr-tone,

" are certainly as stupid as one."

" An owl, Edmund ? an owl, Lord Saxondale ?

Did you say an owl ?"—and Petersfield, who hatl

caught the young nobleman's wtirds, now looked

positively awful. " Do you think that her Majesty's

Govermnent would send an owl to transact its busi-

ness ? Don't answer in a hurry—but tell me, hav-

mg weiglicd the question well, whether I look like

an owl?"
" Most uncommonly !" ejaculated Edmund, in a

thorough pet: and he flung himself out of the

room, leaving the door w ide open : then rusliing up

to his own chamber, he locked himself in w ith hia

valet.

To this individual, in whom he knew that he

could fully confide, he communicated his plan of

leaving tlie hotel a little before seven o'clock,

—

without however entering into much farther ex-

plnnution. The domestic hastily began packing up

his young iniuster"« effects ; and in loss than hulf-an-

hour these preparations \\<;rc comidetcd. The valet

then rctii-cd to Lis own room j and Saxondale fe'.l
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equipage rolled out of the court-yard of the man.

sion in the Rue de Toumon.
Meanwhile Edmund's stealthy departure from

the hotel, in company with his valet, was communi-

cated to Lord Petersfield. This nobleman, at once

suspecting (in consequence of all lie had heard from

Mr. Sydney on the previous nigbt) that his ward

wm ensnared by tlie Baroness de Charlemont, sent

that gentleman and another attache to the mansion

in tlic Hue de Tournon, in order to obtain an imme-

diate interview with Edmund, and make him a cer-

tain communication, which it was hoped would at

once put an end to the newly-formed connexion.

But the attaches arrived a quarter of an hour too

late : Edmund and the Baroness were gone.

into a soxmd sleep, to dream of the splendid Ba-

roness de Charlemont.

Meanwhile Lord Petersfield had ascended to the

chamber where his wife was already wrapped in the

arms of slimiber ; and a very awful aspect hud the

ancient diplomatist—for though pretty well accus-

tomed to his ward's freaks and humours, yet he

felt that he never could forgive his having called

him—yes, him, her Majesty's Ambassador Extra-

ordinary—an owl ! The reader has of course un-

derstood that Lord Petersfield had intended to take

Saxondale to task for his conduct in respect to the

Baroness de Charlemont : but the castigation, as

well as whatsoever explanations might have accom-

panied it, were altogether cut short by Edmimd's

abrupt departure from the room.

A Uttle before seven o'clock the faithful valet

tapped gently at the door of his young master's

chamber : but Edmund was already up and nearly

dressed. The hotel-porter was in readiness to con-

vey the trunks down stairs—a hackney-coach was

summoned—and Lord Saxondale effected his escape

without the cognizance of his guardian. In half-an-

hour he alighted at the mansion of the Baroness de

Charlemont in the Hue de Tom-non—and was at

once conducted to an apartment, where an excellent

breakfast was spread upon the table. The Baroness

soon made her appearance : Edmund flew towards
j

her toilet—for the October evening thi-eatened to

her and caught her in his arms,—she raptui-ously set in cold. In the meantime, Lord Saxondale,

returning his embrace. I

being shown to a private sitting-room, gave the

She was dressed for travelling. Her hair, wluch requisite orders for the prompt serving up of a re

CHAPTEE CXVIII.

THE INN AT BEAUVAIS.

It was about three o'clock in the afternoon, that

the travelling-carriage rolled into the town of Beau-

vais, and stopped at the principal hotel, where it

was purposed to take some refreshment. The
Baroness, attended by her maid, ascended to a

chamber that she might make some change in

on the previous night she had worn in such luxui-iant

cm-Is and tresses, was now gathered up in massive

bands,—resting like dark gold on either side of her

ivory forehead. She appeared to equal advantage

in the day-time as in the evening when surrounded

by a flood of lustre : fo* nothing could exceed the

fairness of her skin, nor the purity of the roseate

past. When the waiter, to whom his instructions

were issued, had retired, Edmund lounged towards

the window, which looked upon the court-yard of

the hotel : but scarcely had he approached the case-

ment, when he was struck with sui-prise on behold-

ing Lord Harold Staimton issue from a doorway in

the range of buildings on the opposite side. Harold

tint upon her cheeks. Her balmy breath, respu-ed was smoking a cigar ; and by the manner in which

between the bright red lips, seemed Uke a zephyr he began to loiter negligently about, was evidently

gathering sweets from the roses amidst which it ' stopping at the hotel. Happening to raise his eyes,

passed ; and in her looks there was the animation of he caught sight of Saxondale, and appeared equally

happiness, blended with that soft sensuous languor astonished to behold him there. For a few moments

wliich habitually characterized them. The dress no farther sign of rcooguition took place between

that she now wore ascended to her throat, and them : but Staunton, probably tliinkiug that the

fitted tight to the shape,—thus developing to even
;

origui of their quarrel at Emily Archer's villa was

greater ailvantagc than the evening toilet, the foolish enough—or else being anxious to renew his

admirable symmetry and rich contours of her shape, intimacy with Edmimd—at length gave him a

The morning's reflection had in no way duninishcd famUiar nod, accompanied with a snule which

the infatuation which her charms had inspired on plainly intimated liis wish to be on good terms,

the previous evening in respect to Saxondale : but Etlmund, on the other hand, had his own reasons

even if such were the case, all the ardour of his pas- for desiring to converse \\-ith Staimton. He had
sion would have been excited anew on beholding the leai-nt, wlien at N'ienna, a few meagre details of the

Bai'oness as she now appeared. Ho thought, as incidents which had taken place at Saxondale

his arm encircled her waist, and he felt the Castle in Lincolnshire; and he was naturally

heaving of her superb bust against his chest—and cm'ious to know more. Accordingly, in response to

as he culled kiss after kiss from her moist red lips that nod which Lord Hiu-old ha^l given him, he
-and beheld pleasure dauciug softly anil sensuously made a sign to the efloct that he would come down

court -yard of the hotel: and
^paired.

Saxondole,"' Staunton immediately cx-

he extended his hand, " I suppose there

in the blue depths of her large swimmmj:
that he was indeed fortunate in possessing

eyes and join him in th

the love thither he at once i

'• Well
claimed,

;

is no fai'ther ill-will between us ?

"Not a bit!" answered Edmund: and ihcj

"But what the deuue

of such a woman, .and of having the prospect in a

ehort lime to present her to the world as hii wife.

The repast was soon linished: for ho was in a

hurry to commence the journey and she appeared

to have no wish for delay. A travelling-cai'riage shook hands accordingly

was in readiness soon after eiglit: he and the has brought you hither r"

Baroness se^totl themselves side by side in the in- " Ilather," rejoined Staunton, " let me ask what
terior, the maid with them—his valet occupied the jou lu-c doing here ? I thought you wore with
box—the postilions cracked their whips—and the Lord Petersfield in Yieniui."
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"The embassy is on its way home—Petersfield

is in Paris—or rather, I b.elieve he also must have
left this morning : for we have parted company."

'• And you are on your way to England, I sup-

pose?" said Lord Harold. " I am stopping here

for a day or two : I rather took a fancy to the

place—there is some good partridge-shooting in the

neighbourhood—and as I have nothing better to

do, I thought I would kill time a little at Beau-
vais."

" Do tell mo, Harold," said Lord Saxondale, draw-
ing his friend a little further up the court-yard, " all

about those affau's that took place at the castle some
six or seven weeks back."

" What ! are you not thoroughly acquainted with
them? is it possible you have not heard every-

thing ?"

" 1 only learnt this much," replied EdmuinH—
" tliat you were going to marry my mother, ana a
certain Mr. Hawkshaw was to marry Juliana—but
that the Marquis of Eagledean, who had suddenly
arrived from Italy, came at the very nick of time,

and took you away ; and that Hawkshaw learnt

something which induced him to break off the match
wth Juhana. That is all I know."

" And this something in respect to your sister,"

said Lord Harold, eyeing Edmimd in a peculiar

manner,—" do you really mean to tell me "

" That I know notliing about it. Upon my honour
I do not ; and I wish you would tell me. I dare

say," continued Edmund, in his wonted flippant

manner, " that she flirted with somebody else—or

some such nonsense of that kind."
" Flu'ted indeed!" echoed Staunton: "she had

done something more than flirt. The exposure was
terrific : I never saw anything like it. Why, my
dear Edmund, your sister is in the family-way."

" The deuce ?" ejaculated the young nobleman.
" But Hawkshaw "

" No—not by him : and this part of the secret I

don't know myself. But true enough it was—and
Juliana did not deny it."

" But in respect to yourself, Harold?—I was per-

fectly astounded when I first learnt that you intended

to marry my mother ; and then I laughed heartily

at the idea of one with whom I had had so many
gay frolics, becoming my father-in-law. What a

nice father-in-law you would have made ! But was
it true that your old uncle arrived suddenly ?"

" Suddenly indeed ! He had been m England for

some time. Would you believe it ?—that Mr. Gun-
thorpe and the Marquis of Eagledean were one and
the same person."

For a few moments Edmund looked astounded

:

and then bursting out into a fit of laughter, he said,

" I sui>pose he had not forgotten the fun wc had
with him in Jermyn Street—and how nicely we did

him out of those five thousand pounds ? But has he

sent you to travel for the benefit of your health, that

we thus meet upon the Continent P"

" That is precisely what he has done," responded

Harold. '"He ordered me to come abroad with a
moderate allowance— on probation for a year; and

if 1 behave well and don't run into debt, or get inlo

any scrapes, he will make me a handsome allowance.

So you sec," added Staunton, witli an ironical smile,

" I am on my best behaviour. I have lieen at

Brua;cs in Belgium for some weeks past for the

Marquis sent me abroad immediately after that

\

afi'air at Saxondale Castle. Bruges is a precious dull
' place ; and so I went to Boulogne the other day

:

but liking that still less, I thought I would come on
by short stages to Paris. And here you find me on
my way thither."

' " And do you really intend to turn over a new
leaf and be steady ?" inquired Saxondale, with a

miscliievous smile.

j

" I don't know what the devil to do," responded

I
Staunton. " I feel like a wandering spirit. You
see, I am completely dependent on my uncle ; and
I must at all events try to be as steady as possible

—for I have "o doubt he wiU watch me from a
distance. Would you believe it?—that scoundrel

Alfred—-"
"Your valet? I thought he was such a good

fellow—such a piize—such a valuable domestic."
" The villain ! he was a spy upon my actions—he

told my uncle everything."

"Indeed! I should not have thought he could
have proved so treacherous. Of coiu-se he is not

I with you any longer ?"

I

" Oh, no—my uncle rewarded him, and he is gone
into another situation. But I have something

j

more to tell you : this uncle of mine has recently

married."

"Married!" exclaimed Saxondale. "What? to

cut you out of the title and estates."

" I hope and trust that such wUl not be the case,"

answered Staunton, a shade coming over his coun-
tenance. " I could endure anything but that. But
is it possible that you are so ignorant of all the things

that have taken place ? have you not heard from
your mother or sister?"

" Not a line—not a syllable. They are not likely

to write to me. The little I heard about the atfahs

down in Lincolnshire, was from Lord Petersfield,

•who had a letter from Malton ; and his lordship,

you know, is not over commimicative upon any sub-

ject. But what more have you to tell me '<"

" That young Francis Paton "

" Ah ! the page that my mother once had at

Saxondale House ?"

'•' The very same. He is none other than mj
uncle's son : illegilimate of course—or else it would
be at once a blow to my hopes. And there is a

daughter too
"

" These are wonders ! Pray whom," inquired

Saxondale, "has your imdc married?"
" The mother of his two illegitimate children

—

Lady Everton that was."

"And now, tell me wherefore this uncle of your's

should have been so terribly averse to your marriage

with my mother r"

" I tliitik, Edmund," answered Lord Harold

Staunton, his countenance becoming serious, "thai

this is really too delicate a point for me to touch

upon with Laily Saxondalc's son. But by the bye.

do you hajjpen to know where yoiu" mother ajul

si!Her are?—for I believe (hat they left England

imuu'dialety after the events in Lincobishire— and

it was rumoured they went to take up t'leir abode

at some out of the way place in Ireland."

• "Very far from it," responded Saxondale: "for

they lu-e Bomewhere in France -but where 1 cannot

say. All I know i», that Malton told Lord Peters-

field so in the Ictl-i'r of which I have alrejiH'

spcikcn."'

'• In France r" ejaculated Stauiium ; tkcn iji lui
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imder-tone, he said to himself, " I think if my uncle

had known this, he would not have sent me to

travel on the Continent, for fear I might fall in with

Lady Sasondale, and marry her yet. But there is

no fear of that !"—and the young nobleman's coun-

tenance again darkened into sinister gloom.
" What are you muttering to yourself ?" inquired

Edmund.
"Nothing—^nothing," quickly responded Staun-

ton. " But now tell me about yourself. Are you

in a hurry to get back to England ? Can't you, for

old acquaintance' sake, remain here a day or two

and bear me company ?"

" Impossible ! The truth is," continued Edmund,
with a very mysterious look and in a confidential

manner, " I am travelling with a lady Ah ! my
dear Harold, such a conquest I have made ! Never

in all your Ufe have you seen such a splendid crea-

ture! Forgive me for saying that she is much
handsomer than your sister Fiorina And by the

bye, now I imderstand how it was that that med-

dling old humbug Gunthorpe, as I supposed him to

be—but the Marquis of Eagledean as you tell me
he really is—broke off that match between Fiorina

and me."

"And do you know, Edmund," said Lord Harold,
" on whom my uncle purposes to bestow Fiorina's

hand ? On that very William DeverU "

" With whom you had the duel—the painter on

ivory—and to whom my mother took such a fancy !

Is it possible ? And I was jilted by Fiorina for such

a fellow as that ! and your uncle preferred a beg-

garly artist instead of a young nobleman like me, i

with rank and fortune, and who traces his descent

from the Tudors !"

" A descent from the Tudors is perhaps a very fine

thing, Edmund," responded Harold, with a half-

subdued ironical smile; " but it is not the less a fact

that my uncle prefers the ivory-painter as a husband
for his niece : and what is more, my aunt Lady
Macdonald appears to be of the same way of think-

ing. But about this lady of youi-'s ? Do you mean
that it is a conquest in the shape of a mistress

"

" No—Oh no ! She is a paragon of virtue—

a

very phoenix of perfection "

" And yet you tell me that you are travelling with

this paragon and phoenix," observed Lord Harold.
" I presume therefore that she has her parents with

her ?"

" No : her parents are dead—she has no relations,

either to protect her or interfere with her—she is a

widow. But of course she has her maid with her—
and I have my valet ; and therefore it is all respect-

able and straightforward enough."
" And you intend to marry her ?" observed Harold

interrogatively, his haughtily handsome lip at the

same time slightly wreathing with a sneer.

" Of course I do !" exclaimed Edmund ;
" and I

consider myself the happiest of men. I tell you
again, Staunton, that in loveliness of person she is

unrivalled. Poor Emily Archer was nothing to her.

Ah ! you may well look queer when I mention the

name "

" How, queer ? what do you mean ?" demanded
Harold, with a sudden 'start : and the expression

of his countfenance was certainly very pecuHar at

the moment.
" Now don't annoy y3urself in respect to the past,

my dear Staunton," rcpUcd Saxondale. " I was not

going to reproach you for that little business which
took place at Evergreen Villa, when I found you
concealed in poor Emily's bed-chamber Wasn't it

a shocking thing that she should have met her death

in such a way ? But by the bye, now that I recol-

lect, you were in Lincolnshire at the time—yoa
were staying at the Castle. Did suspicion light

upon any persons in particular ? I fancy not, from
what I read in the papers."

" I knew but little about it," answered Harold,

turning half aside to knock the long ash off his cigar.

"The fact is, I was confined to my bed at the time

by a very severe and dangerous fall I had from a
horse—one of Hawkshaw's horses, too. But to

return once more to this lady of your's 1 am
not indiscreet enough to propose to thrust myself
upon your privacy "

" No—it wouldn't do," quickly rejoined Edmund.
" You see, we have not known each other long ; and
so it is natural we should like to be together as

much as possible—and she has conceived such a
passionate fondness towards me "

" Oh ! quite natural, no doubt !" ejaculated Lord
Harold, with another half-repressed sneer, but
which Edmund still failed to perceive. " I repeat

that I do not seek to force myself upon you. I am
only asking about the lady on account of old friend-

ship with you and through passing curiosity. I hope
it wUl be a good match for your sake ;—and knowing
what an experienced fellow you are in the ways of

the world, I have no doubt you are taking good care

of yoursL-lf in the matter."
" Yes—I believe that I am tolerably wide awake,"

observed Edmund, complacently stroking his beard-

less chin. " A person must get up rather early ui the

morning to take me in. But of course it is improper
to a degree, as well as ridiculous, to speak thus in re-

spect to a lady of rank, distinction, and fortune

—

the widow of a General in the French army and a
Peer of France."

" Ah ! then your phoenix and paragon is a French
lady ?" observed Harold.

'• No—she is an English lady ; but she mar-
ried the French General—and he died a couple of

years ago."

"Well, it does look a straightforward affair,"

said Harold. "But would it be indiscreet to in-

quire her ladyship's name ?"

I

" The Baroness de Charlemont," rejoined Sason-

dale.

" The Baroness de Charlemont ?" echoed Staun-

ton in amazement : but Edmund fancied it to be

in admiration of the euphonious grandeur of the

title.

At this moment the waiter ai'costed him, with a

hasty announcement that dinner was served up, and
that his presence was awaited. He accordingly eja-

culated forth a hurried " Farewell " to Lord Harold

;

and broke away from him, as the latter attempted

to detain him.
" Well, let the silly fool have his own way," mut-

tered Staunton to himself: and lounging up the

court-yard, he continued whiffing his cigar.

Half-an-hoiir atVrwards he saw Lord Saxondale

hand the Bai-oness de Charlemont into the car-

riag ; but not choosing to exhibit any curiosity

to obtain a nearer view of the laily—wiiom indeed

he had never before seen, but only heard of—he

continued at a distance. The vehicle rolled out ol
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the ostablisliment : and the sounds of its wheels as

well as the cracking of .the postilions' whips soon

ceased to meet his ears.

It was now past four o'clock ; and Staunton did

not dine till six. Time hung somewhat heavily on
j

his hands ; and he accordingly lighted another cigar,

with the intention of strolling through the town to

while away an hour or so. But just as he was

issuing forth from the gateway of the hotel, a post-

chaise drove up and began to turn into the court-

yard. Lord Harold, perceiving two ladies inside,

lingered with the idle curiosity of a young man to

catch a glimpse of their countenances,—when to his

surprise he at once recognized Lady Saxondale and

Juliana. They did not observe him; and imme-

diately alighting from the carriage, they entered the

hotel, where they were shown to private apartments,

as they intended to rest and dine ere they pursued

their journey.

Lord Harold's fii-st impulse was to continue his

walk through the town : but scarcely was he moving

away from the hotel, when an irresistible feeling

made him turn back ; and the thought arose within

him that he should like to have an interview with

Lady Saxondale. It was one of those mysterious

inclinations which sometimes seize upon human
beings, and for which they can scarcely account.

We should observe that when first separated by his

uncle from Lady Saxondale, he had rejoiced that he

had not indissolubly linked his destiny with her's.

Deep in his soul was the conviction that she had made
him something which he was not before the intimacy

of his connexion with her commenced ; and there-

fore, when removed from the sphere of her dazzling

charms, he had felt that he was happily rescued

from the power of a Circe capable of practising the

most dreadful spells. Thus, when he had ere now
muttered to himself, in the court-yard of the hotel,

that if he encountered Lady Saxondale again there

was no fear of his wishuig to marry her, he had

really thought what he had thus expressed. Nor
indeed were his sentiments now changed, or even

impaired, in respect to that aversion to a matrimo-

nial connexion with her ladyship,—inasmuch as her

reputation was ruined in the world on account of

all that had occurred at Saxondale Castle ; and it

was by no means likely that Harold Staunton would

take such a woman as his wife. But on the other

hand the impression of her voluptuous beauty was

powerfully resuscitated in his mind ; and it was per-

haps for this reason that he longed for another in-

terview with her. He lingered therefore hesitatingly

at the gate of the hotel. Yes—he hesitated : for a

sudden fear had arisen ui his mind. What if ho

were watched by any spy or emissary of his uncle ?

—that uncle on whom he was so perfectly de-

pendent ! But no : it could scarcely be that his

actions were thus espied. He was travelling unat-

tended : there was no bribable valet to keep him
under surveillance : he had not noticed duruig his

Bojourn of a few weeks on the Continent, that ho

had been followed by any individual : nothing sus-

picious had occurred to warrant such a belief;—and
thus, after a little consideration, he came to the con-

clusion tliat the fear he had expressed to Lord Sax-

ondale in respect to such an espionnagc, was
unfounded. Besides, when a person is more than
half resolved to gursue some particular course, Ids

imagiualion wdl sujfgest a dozen arguments for

adopting it in opposition to every single one against

it, and will likewise conjxire up an abundance of

reasoning to triiunph over all apprehension. In a
word, therefore, Lord Harold Staunton came to the

conclusion to seek an interview with Lady Saxon-

dale.

Passing into the hotel, he gave his card to the

waiter,—bidding him take it up to the elder of the

two ladies who had just arrived in the post-chaise.

A few minutes afterwards the waiter re-appeared,

with an intimation that Lady Saxondale would have

great pleasm-e in seeing Lord Harold Staunton.

The yoTing noblemtin was accordingly conducted up
to a sitting apartment, where her ladyship awaited

him. She was alone : for Juliana, on hearing from

her mother that Lord Harold was at the hotel, had

declined to see him. She was ashamed, after the

terrific exposxire at Saxondale Castle, to meet any

one who was a witness of that painful scene, and

who was consequently acquainted with her flagrant

shame. Thus while she remained in a bed-chamber,

an-anging her toilet, which was disordered by many
hours' travelling,—her mother received Lord Harold
Staunton.

Her ladyship was standing when Harold entered

the room ; and he, advancing towards her, was pre-

pared to display an equivalent amount of coui-tesy

to that which he himself miglit receive. But Lady
Saxondale was cold and distant : she did not proffer

her hand;—and by the fact of receiving him stand-

ing, appeai-ed to indicate that though she had not

refused the interview, she was surprised that it had
been sought, and wished its object to be promptly

explained. Her countenance was somewhat care-

worn : but in other respects the grandeur of her

beauty was not impaired during the interval of a

few weeks since Harold had last seen her in Lin-

colnshire.

" Perhaps you are astonished to behold me here ?"

he said, adopting as ofi"-hand and easy a tone and
manner as he could well call to his aid to rescue

him from the awkwardness of the position in which
he had thus placed himself.

"I presume you have a motive in seeking an
interview," answered her ladyship coldly; "and I

therefore beg that you ^vill at once reveal it."

"I should have thought (hat after everything

which has taken place between us," replied Harold,
" and which consists of ties even more binding

than those of a mere passing amour,—two indi-

viduals thus situated might have something to say

to each other. For my own part, I must candidly

confess that I had no special object in view : but

with equal truth may I aver that I was impelled

to seek this interview by some power that was
irresistible."

" Of what use is it for us to talk of the past,"

inquired Lady Saxondale bitterly, "inasmuch as

nothing that has been done can be recalled ? But
if there be aught that may be done for the future,

and concerning which you would seek my counsel,

you shall have it. Spoak."

There was a certain mysterious significancy in

Lady Saxondalo's words and looks towards the latter

port of hor speech, that at once convinced Harold

she had something iu her mind ; and his evil genius

prompted him to ascertain what it was.

" I know not," he said, " that I have any counsel

to ask : but it is possible—and indeed I think il
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probable—that you may have something to sug-

gest."

"Be seated :"—and Lady Saxondale took a chair,

while she motioned Staunton to do the same : then,

fixing upon him one of those regards in which the

full power of her soul appeared to look out, sinistef

and mysterious, from her large dark eyes, she said,

"Am I to suppose that you are still a mere weak
child, tremblingly obedient to the will of a despot

uncle ?"

" I am afraid, Harriet," returned Staunton, " that

you have expressed something which, though cut-

tingly severe, does but too closely approximate the

truth."

" Then where is your courage," she asked scorn-

fully and disdainfully, " that you thus consent

tamely to be lashed liked the meanest hound ? The
very worm will turn against the heel of the sti-ong

man who tramples upon it : but you appear not to

have even the courage of that worm !"—and still as

she spoke her eyes were fixed upon him with a fas-

cinating influence, and at the same time with a sig-

nificancy that began to suggest strange and terrible

things.

" Believe me," he answered, " that there are

moments when my soul revolts against this tyranny

to which I am bound hand and foot. Sometimes I

even gnash my teeth with rage ; and I long to rebel

against the despot who tramples upon me."
" Ah ! you long to rebel ?" ejaeulated Lady

Saxondale. "Am I to suppose, then, that you
have not the courage ?"

" The courage ? Yes ! " replied Harold reso-

lutely. " But the means — the method — the

power—"
" These are always available for one who seeks

them with the fixed purpose of making use thereof:"

—and Lady Saxondale, as she spoke, di-ew her
chair a little nearer to that in which Staunton was
seated ; while her voice became more mysteriously

subdued and her manner more impressive.

" I do not understand you," said Harold :
" what

can I do P how can I act ?"

"What can you do? how can you act?" echoed
Lady Saxondale, as if in astonishment at the
puerility of the questions. " Does your own position

suggest nothing? Look at it—examine it well:

what is it ? You are totally dependent upon an
uncle who has recently married the mother of his

two illegitimate children. Think you that he cares

not more for those children than for i/ou, whom he
regards as a scapegrace nephew ? and will he not
therefore do his best to keep his title and estates

within the sphere of his own family, and away fi-om

you ?"

" But how can he ?" asked Staunton, quivering
with suspense : for the fear was uppermost in his

mind, although he thus seemed by his words to

doubt the possibility of its realization. " The title

goes to his legal heir—and the estates, which are
entailed, follow in the same course. I am that
legal heir." ,

" Yes—at present," answered Lady Saxondale :

"' but how long may you remain so ?"

"The wife whom he has married, is forty-six

years of age," observed Staunton ; " and it would
be ridiculous to suppose that he can entertain the
hope of her presenting him with an heir."

" Not 80 ridiculous as you seem to think," rejoined

the wily and astute Lady Saxondale. " There have
been cases in which women have become mothers at
t.aat age—and even three or four years la(<er : and
therefore experience and surgical evidence are not
against the eventuality—but in favour of it."

"Yes: but the chance is so remote—so exces-
sively remote !"

" Do not argue thus," interrupted Lady Saxon-
dale :

" it is the height of folly on your part—be-
cause what is possible to happen, mai/ happen : or,

at all events, upon that plea may it be done."

"Still I do not understand you," interjected

Staunton : and the quivering of his entire frame was
as visible as the paleness with which dire apprehen-
sion had painted his cheeks.

" You have two chances against you," responded
her ladyship ;

" and you are an idiot if you leave
anything to chance."

" But those chances ?"

" One is that the newly-married Marchioness of

Eagledean may possibly become a mother: the other
is that a supposititious child may be presented to

the world as her own, and as the heir of Eagledean.
Such things have been done "

But here her ladyship sudderdy stopped short,

and with a species of recoil from the words she had
just uttered.

"Yes—by heaven ! it might be done," ejaculated

Staunton :
" it might be done !" he repeated, Bt«t-

ing up from his seat in a paroxysm of torturing

nervousness.

"And think you not, then, that it will be done ?"

asked Lady Saxondale. " Has not your uncle every

possible interest to exclude you at his death from
the title and estates of Eagledean, and to keep them
in his own immediate family ? His illegitimate

children could not fail to be benefitted by the cir-

cumstance that one whom they would regard as

their legitimate brother, has the heritage of Eagle-
dean in the perspective."

"True—^most true

—

too true!" ejaculated Lord
Harold Staiuiton. " I shall be robbed of my in-

heritance—I shall become a beggar and a pauper on
the face of the earth : unless

"

" Yes—unless you take a prompt and bold part,"

rejoined Lady Saxondale. " Idiot that you have
been, thus to lull yourself into even a moment's
secui'ity ! I presume that your uncle has sent you
abroad, no doubt with the intention of keeping you
for a length of time upon the Continent, in order

that he may carry on his own machinations. Pray
did he introduce you to this wife of his before you
left England."

" No—he despatched me to the Continent at once.

But I will endure his tyranny and risk his treachery

no longer," continued the yoimg nobleman, speaking

with bitter vehemence. " You have aroused a spirit

within me which will never rest until
"

" Until you have cleared from your path the only

obstacle to the acquisition of the title and estates

of Eagledean ?"—and Lady Saxondale again bent

upon him a look which full well expressed her terrible

meaning. " And now," she continued, " that I have

succeeded in arousing this spirit within you, I will

furnish you with the means of cai-rjing out your

views efiectively. Listen with attention. In a cup-

board in my own bed-chamber at Saxondale Castle

there is a phial enclosed in a sealctl packet. Thia

phial coutaiiu a poison so deadly that one (h*op of it
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placed upon the tongue will produce instanta-

neous death,—the indications which are slight,

being those of apoplexy. Hasten you to England
—proceed with secrecy and despatch into Lin-
colnshire—and take possession of the precious gift

which I am thus bestowing upon you.' In the
hurry of my departure I forgot to bring it with
me : otherwise 1 might give it you at once, and
thus save you an unnecessary journey. Here is

the key of the cupboard."

As she thus spoke in a voice but little above a

whisper, Lady Saxondale took off a key from a ring

to which several were appended, and presented it

to Staunton. He received it with a trembling
hand, and yet with an air of firm decision on his

countenance, which continued pale wit"

powerful feelings that were working in his soul.
" It would be well for you," resumed Lady Sax-

ondale,—"and indeed it is a condition which I es-

pecially enjoin—that you obtain an entrance into

the Castle with the utmost secrecy and privacy
Let not a soul connected with the establishment
have a chance of meeting and recognising j ou. i n

the dead of night can you effect your ingiess I

Nr>. 7J.— r;ii>.r) shkih.i
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need not tell you by what means:"—and again she

bent upon him a look of peculiar significancy.

" No, no—it i« not necessary," he responded with

nervous quickness :
" and you need not fear that I

shall be guilty of imprudence or indiscretion. For

the counsel you have given me and the succour you

are now lending me, my gratitude is your's. But

have yoa nothing more to suggest ? Your imagi-

nation is of a fertility to which mine own cannot

pretend
"

" I understand you," interrupted Lady Saxondale

:

" it is not sufficient that I should place the weapon

in your hand : but I must also teach you how to

use it."

"Yes," rejoined Staunton: "for how can I in-

troduce myself secretly and stealthily into my
uncle's house? how can I obtain access to his

chamber ?"

"And even at the last moment y«ur courage

might fail you," observed Lady Saxondale. " Now,

listen with attention once more. I happen to know
—no matter how—that in the chapel at Saxondale

Castle you may, if you choose, meet a certain person

whom you will fmd a ready and xvilling instrument

to serve your purpose. He is a man who for the

sake of gold will hesitate at no crime which the

human imagination can suggest, or of which human
nature is capable. To him you may entrust the

phial of which I have already told you how to pos-

sess yourself;—and rest assured that when he learns

bow he is to use it, he will neither hesitate nor quail.

Grive him not his reward until the work is done

:

but promise him five hundred pounds for the accom-

plishment of the deed—and he will after\\'ards leave

England, so that you need not fear to be troubled

by his importunities for the future."

"And who is this person that can render such

valuable aid ?" inquired Lord Harold, who had lis-

tened with trembling eagerness to the dark and

terrible instructions which had just been given

him.
" He answers to the name of ChiflEln," responded

her ladyship.
" ChilBn F" ejaculated Staunton, instantaneously

struck with the name. " Wliat ! he of whom the

newspapers sometime since spoke as the suspected

murderer of a publican and his wife in a place called

Agar Town ? Ah ! and now tnat I bethink me. my
uncle mentioned tliis same individual to me as one

whom you had employed "

" You need not say any more," mterrupted Lady
Saxondale, with cold calmness :

" I sec that your

uncle has been explicit enough in respect to my pro-

ceeding:!, Yes—it is perfectly true that he and

William Doveril—both hated names, I can assure

J 3u—would have perished a few weeks ago, had it

not been for some accident the particulars of which

I have not learnt, but which in some way or another

frustrated ChilTin's plan. But doubtless you are

sufficiently acquainted with this individual's charac-

ter, to be well aware that he is a fitting instrument

for your purpose."
" None could serve me better," responded Harold.

"Aman w*«j is already in fear of the law's ven-

geance, and who perhaps awaits but the means for

enabling him to leave the country, is the best instru-

ment I could obtain. But now, before I express my
thanks for all this additional information you have

given me," continued Staunton, "let us understand

each other. "What will you seek at my hands if 1

succeed in making myself Marquis of Eagledean ?"

" Nothing," replied La^ly Saxondale. " Can you

not comprehend that I have a bitter vengeance to

wreak upon this uncle of yours—and that I shall be

satisfied in thus accomplishing the end through you?

As for thanks, I need them not. But one more

word of advice will I proffer :—which is, that you
call to your aid all possible circumspeetioa and pru-

dence, wariness and caution ; for it i* « boid stroke

that you are playing, though one well worth the

venture. Ah ! and there is yet something else that

I may do for you. Doub'less your uncle has not

been too munificent in the pecuniary means which

he has placed at your disposal ?—and you will re-

j

quire ample funds in the execution of your projects.

Permit me to be your banker : it is not the fir?*

time."

Thus speaking. Lady Saxondale drew forth her

purse, and presented Lord Harold Staunton with

two English Bank-notes for five hundred pounds

each.

"You said that you would accept no thanks,

I

Harriet," he observed, as he received the gift :
" but

nevertheless do I proffer them. And now one word
more. Where can I find you—or where can I

oommunicate with you—if the necessity should

arise ?"

" I know not>—I can name no address at present,"

answered Lady Saxondale. "Juliana and myself

have for the last few weeks been living in retire-

ment at some village fifty or sixty miles hence

:

but being recognized by English visitors, we re-

solved on changing our quarters. We are now on

our way to Germany. In a few months' time,

perhaps, we may return to England : or at least I

shall—and then it may be that I shall have to

congratulate you on bearing the title and possessing

the estates of Eagledean. Our inteniew has been

long enough. Farewell, Harold."
" Farewell, Harriet. What ! not one embrace ?"

" Give not way to a renewal of past follies,"

responded Lady Saxondale, coldly drawing back

from the overtures of the young nobleman. " Fare-

weU."

She beckoned him in a peremptory manner to

leave the apartment : and he did so. On descending

the staii's, li« was informed by the waiter that his

dinner was acrvcd up ; and he accordingly repaired

to the room in which the table was spread. But
he had little appetite for the viands with which the

board was covered : all his thoughts and all his

senses, so to speak, were engrossed in the project

which the fiendish ingenuity of his evil genius

had put into his head. Indeed, so completely was
ho absorbed in the contemplation thereof, and in

the prospect of soon inheriting the immense wealth

of liis uncle, that he even lost sight of his meeting

with Lord Saxondale; and it was not until after

her ladyship and Juliana had taken their departure

from the hotel, that he again recolloctcil the in-

cident, and was thus reminded that he had not

breathed a syllable concerning it to Edmund'i
mother.

" But no matter," he said to himself. " Doubt-

less Lady Saxondale has become pcrfrctly indif.

firfut to the proceedings of her son; and if he be

an infatuated fool, let him remain so. It is not fiat

mt to luko any trouble in the matter."
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CHAPTER CXIX.

EDMUSD AND THE BA.RONE89.

Meanwhile Lord Sasondale and the Baroness de

Charlemoiit were continuinfj thoir way towards

Calais; and travelling all night, they reached that

town at an early hour in the morninj;. Having

breakfasted at an hotel, they embarked on board

one of the steara-packcts plying between Calais

and Dover: and by mid-day reached the latter

town. They at once proceeded to the Ship Hotel,

the principal one at Dover ; and while luncheon

was getting in readiness, the Baroness ascended to

a chamber with her maid, to amend her toilet.

Lord Saxondale gave his orders to the waiter in

resp(>ct to the repast; and was making some in-

qxuries concerning the trains to London,—when, as

the room door stood open, he heard the name of the

Baroness mentioned by an unknown voice on the

landing outside.

"No, really—is it she, though?" said another

voice equally unknown to Lord Saxondale.

" Yes—I tell you again that she is none other

than Madame de Charlemont, who "

" Hush ! we shall be overheard."

Then the voices ceased ; and Saxondale's ears

caught the sounds of two persons' footsteps descend-

ing the stairs.

The waiter, who was referring to a Satfwaj/

iG-nide at the instant, did not notice that Edmund
was paving any particular attention to wliat was

being said on the landing ; and most probably the

man did not himself catch those observations. But

when he had left the room, Saxondale said to him-

self, " My beloved Adelaide"—for that was the

Christian name of the Baroness de Cliarlemont

—

" seems to create a sensation wherever she appears.

It is no doubt her extraordinary beauty which thus

makes her rema rked."

But still there was something vei-y much like a

slight suspicion and vague misgiving floating in

Saxondale's mind, like a dim and scarcely percepti-

ble gossamer wreath in the twilight of evening ; and

infatuated though he were—frivolous and rash

tliough he also was in obeying the impulse of his

passions and giving way to the slightest whims of

his instincts—he could not help thinking that it

would have been well to know something more rela-

tive to the Baroness, ere he so precipitately made

her an offer of his hand. Had she indeed given him

the true version of the reasons for which she was

slighted and shunned at the ball at tlie Odeon
Theatre ? couid that treatment have arisen from the

jealousy of the ladies and the vindictive disappoint-

ment of her would-be admirers of the other sex ?

The story, though so implicitly believed by Edmund
when ho first heard it, now struck him as somewhat
cxtraordiTiary. If only a portion of the ladies—the

younger ones, for instance —had neglected her for

-'ii-li a cause,—and only some porticm of tlu^ gentle-

ncn,—the tale would have been more feasible : but

I lie sh\inning of her was so iniiversal at the time

—

'le hini>(U' constituting the only exception ; for even

(he very stewards whose duty and odiee it was to be

livil nn<l pay attention to every one at such an as-

semlilage, proffered not the slightest courtesy to the

Li iroue«s de CharlemAut I Bui on the otiier hand,

\rhat could there possibly bo against her ? If a de-

praved character, and of notoriously damaged repu-

tation, would she have had the audacity to present

herself at that assemblage at all ? and would not the

stewards have given her a hint to retire ? She could

not be an adventuress : for that she was the Baroness

de Charlemont was evident enough : the two stran-

gers whose remarks had ere now caught his cars,

corroborated that fact. She was evidently rich ; for

her mansion in Paris was splendid—her equipage

appropriately handsome—and moreover, she had not

only offered him a sum of money, but on happening

to open her writing-desk at thehot^lin Calais where

they breakfasted, she had displayed a large quantity

of notes and gold. What, then, could there be

against her ? Nothing—assuredly nothing

!

All these reflections swept through the mind of

Lord Saxondale in a much less space of time than it

has taken us to record them ; and scarcely had he

arrived at the conclusion that the dim and vague

suspicions which had begun to float in his mind

were utterly unfounded, when she made her appear-

ance in another toilet. Her exquisite beauty, which

was really of transcending splendour, at once had

the effect of banishing even the memory of those

suspicions from the young nobleman's mind ; and

under the empire of her brilliant charms and softly

sensuous smiles, he became all confidence and trust-

fulness once more.

When luncheon was aver, Edmund was informed

by one of the waiters that as there was some little

difHcuIty in clearing the luggage at the Custom

House, it would be necessary for him to proceed

tliither and make some formal declaration. He ac-

cordingly repaired to the Custom House ; and was

soon in the midst of the bustling crowd of govern,

ment officials, hotel commissioners and waiters, and

impatient travellers, in the room where all the lug-

gage that had arrived in the steam-packet, was being

inspected. He could not immediately obtain the

attention of the proper officer to whom he had to

address himself: and he therefore stood apart until

his turn should come. Near the spot where he

thus stationed himself, there was a group of young

English gentlemen, whom he recognized to have

been on board the packet ; and he heard one of them

say in a quick but subdued voice, ''There! that's

Lord Saxondale ! It's he who was with the Baronest

de Charlemont."
" Hush ! he will overhear you," saiil another ; and

the group, in order to continue the c )nversation,

moved a little farther off, and passed behind an

immense pile of bales of goods ; so that they were

now hidden from Edmund's view.

Again did all those vague and indistinct suspicions

spring up in Edmund's mind; ami he instinctively

drew close towards the pile of goods, so that he might

be enabled to hear what was passing on the other

side,

" But what did she do it for ?" asked one of the

young men.
" No <me knows," replied another. " It's one of

those things that baffle all conjecture."

" I dare say there was a lover at the bottom of

it."

" Nothing of the sort ! I never heard the Baroness

(le Cliarlenionl's chastity called in question. On
the contrary, it is well known that though her hu9-

banil was so old and ugly, and so mutilated in th«
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wars, she never indulged her fancies elsewhere. Wcarierl with travelling a whole daj and nii(M—

At least, 1 mean that this is as well known as such and with the voyage from Calais to D.iver Ul

things can be ;—and at all events this at least is addition—the Baroness, throwing herself on that

notorious—that she indignantly rejected anything ottoman in the hanrlsomoly furnished room of the

in the shape of an overture, even on the part of the hotel, hafl sunk into a state of dreamy repose—that

handsomest and best-born men of France."
|

half-slumber from which a refreshing and soothing

"Then what could have been the motive ?" sensation is derived, but in which the mind does

"How ridiculous to persevere in asking a question not altogether lose its consciousness. Thus, when

•which, I tell you, no one can answer! But there's Edmund entered the apai-tmcnt, she opened her

my tiu-n to pass my luggage !" eyes languidly, and extended her hand to greet

Here the conversation terminated; and the him. He hastened towards her—he caught tliat

group breaking up, Saxondale hastily stepped away hand, so white, so warm, so plump—he bent down,

from the spot where .he had overheard the above
^

and imprinted kisses on her cheeks: then he re-

fragments of their discourse. Almost immediately
|

mained standing near the pile of cushions on which

afterwards he was called to attend to the business her head reclined, and which sustained her splendid

which had brought him thither: it was only some , form in a half-sitting position;—and as she smiled

trivial formality, which need not here be mentioned, ' up at hun, he surveyed her with all the rapture of

and whicli was speedily fullilled. Tiie little matter
|

that passion wherewith she had inspired him. There

being thus terminated, lie began to retrace his way seemed to be an unstudied air of softly sensuous

towards the hotel. Pondering upon all that he had . languor pervading her entire form, and which,

overheard, he felt convinced that there ioas some ' without the slightest immodesty, was ineffably pro-

mystery attached to his charming Baroness ;—and
;

vocative. Her tresses and ringlets lay like dark

that it was sufficient to engross the interest of those gold about her throat and on her ivory shoulders

:

who knew anything about her, was likewise sufli-
|

her dress, not too low for decency, revealed a suf-

ciently plain. But what could it be? No eulogy ' ficiency of the bust to enable the imagination to

could be higher than that which he had heard so complete the picture of the rounded and glowing

spontaneously proclaimed in respect to her chastity ;
' contours of which the eye caught a portion : the

and to a certain extent it corroborated her own
;
folds of her drapery developed while concealing the

statement, that she had indignantly refused many
]

shapeliness of her well-formed limbs,—defining

gallant overtures. Consequently, on that point their swcepmg length and rich but symmetrical

•where a lover is most likely to be susceptible, there
'' modelling; while the exquisitely shaped feet peered

was no imputation against the Baroness de Charlc- ' from beneath the sku-t of the garment. And aa

mont. But still recurred the question—what was
|

Edmund, after running his eyes over that superb

it that had thi-own such a mystic interest and ro- ' figure, rested them again upon the countenance,

mantic haze about her name ? Something had been . he knew not which feature to admire the most,—

alluded to in which the "motive" was discussed:
|

the large blue eyes appearing to swim in a sea of

what could that something bo ? It would appear
|

languor, and full of melting tenderness—the rich

that she must have done something which was un-
^

red lips apart, revealing the pearly teeth—or the

accoimtable : but surely it coiUd be naught of a dis- checks where the vermeil of the peach was shaded

graceful or degrading character : for if so, how
j

delicately off until it merged into the lily whiteness

could she have found her way into the midst of that of the general complexion. Perhaps, for the first

brilliant assemblai^e at the Odeon Theatre ? True time in his life, Saxondale felt a sUght mingling of

enough was it tlilit she was left in isolation there :
\

the sentiment together with the grosser and more

but yet no one had ventui-ed to make a movement sensual feelings with which the grand and brilliant

for her expulsion. Altogether it was bewildering; beauty of the Baroness de Chaidemont had inspired

and though Saxondale could not help thus reflect- him. Indeed, he might almost be said to be down-

ing upon'the matter, it ceased to give him much right in love,—not a love that merely sought

uneasiness—if any at all— after the assurance he animal gratification—but that •which is of a more

had gathered that her reputation as a woman was refined quality. Could he therefore—even if he

spotless. It was now therefore a sentiment of curl- ,

now remembered the cuTumstance—ask a single

osity more than anything else, which inspired his question relative to aught which might perchance

reflections and blended itself wth the infatuated

passion he experienced towards her.

As he ascended the staircase of the hotel, ho

thought to himself that he would tell the Baroness

•very candidly all he had heard, and leave her to

explain it. For he now recollected that on the

previous day. Lord Harold, on hearing her name

mentioned, had repeated it in a manner which had

made but little impression on him at the time, b\it

which now he had no dilficulty in attributing to the

same degi'oc of mysterious interest which he had

since seen manifested in respect to the Baroness de

Charlemont. He therefore entered the room where

he had left her, with the intention of saying some-

thing on the subject : but when he beheld her half-

reclining upon a low ottoman, in a position mo.st

voluptuously charming, his idea* wrre onco agaii?

all turned into another channel.

conjure up some unpleasant memory in the mind
of this magnificent creature? But he had ceased

to think of it altogether: he was lost—bewildered

—

intoxicated, iu the strength of his passion.

For two houi-s did they converse upon the rap-

turous topic of love, their unmediatc plans, and their

future prospects. The Baroness possessed a beauti-

fidly melodious voice ; and when it wove the lan-

guage of love in blended tones of silvery softness

and flute-like mellowness, permeated witli the limpid

clearness of the crystal streamlet's flow, it sounded

like the music of paradise to the ears of her admirer.

He himg upon her words with an increasing fond-

ness, of that sentimental quality which had bcgim

to entwine itself with his more sensual longings;

and thus all the greater was the hold which tie

Baroness obtained on his heart. .And she told him
. ow she had liked him the very first moment aae



THE MTSTEBIE8 OT THE COURT.

beheld Lim—and that this was not on the night of

the ball, but a few days previously, whe i she was

riding in her carriage in the Champs Elys^es, and

had seen him in the same equipage with Lord and

Lady Pctersfield. It was thus, she went on to observe,

that she was led to inquire of one of her domestics

whom that equipage contained: and the servant,

happening to know, was enabled to inform her.

And she proceeded to state how much she was re-

joiced, and how infinite was the secret satisfaction

she experienced, when finding herself isolated at the

ball, he who had already struck her fancy on a previ-

ous occasion, was then the very one—and the only one

—to accost her ; and she hesitated not to avow that

the feeling of gratitude with which he had thus in-

spired her, was of that deep and tender nature that

it required but a little more kindness to make it

expand into love. It was thus that she accounted

for the exceeding rapid growth of the sentiment

which had led her, after so brief an acquaintance,

to accept his overtures and consent to become his

wife.

To all these things did Edmimd listen with rap-

turous attention; and he thought himself supremely

happy in having won the love of a woman whose

beauty was so transcending, and whose voice sank

down like delicious harmony into his soul. When
the hour for departure came, and he found himself

seated by her side in the railway-carriage, he bitterly

regretted the presence of the maid, who was thus a

constraint upon them, and prevented the discourse

from being continued in a similarly captivating

strain. For the maid, though a Frenchwoman, un-

derstood English perfectly ; and the Baroness chose

to be very circumspect in her presence. Neverthe-

less the discourse, though turning on general mat-

ters, was pleasant enough ; and as Madame de

Oiirleinont possessed great conversational powers,

—characterized, too, by a certain brilliancy of wit

which savoured rather of the land in which marriage

had naturalized her, than of her o\\ti native England,

—she proved the most agreeable of companions.

Thus the tune slipped away rapidly enough ; and
London was reached ere Saxondale thought that

half the journey had been completed.

On arriving in the metropolis, the Baroness and
her maid proceeded to a West End hotel, according

to previous arrangement ; and Lord Saxondale,

tak' ng an affectionate leave of her, repaired with his

valet to the mansion in Park Lane. Though his

mother had gone abroad, the establishment was

maintained there upon the same footing aa ever;

and thus everything was rcaxly for Lord Saxondale's

reception. Intoxicated with happiness, he could not

forget his habit of sustaining his natural spirits,

when excited, by means of artificial stimulant : and
having discussed the larger portion of a bittle of

champagne, he retired to rest to dream of the

Baroness dc Charlemont.

In the morning, when his valet made his appear-

ance to assist him in the process of the toilet, the

idea suddenly struck Lord Saxondale that it w;is

probable he might know something more than him-
self concerning the mystery which evidently in-

vested the object of liis adoration: and he saw no
harm in endeavouring to cUcit such particulars,

should the mnn be enabled to afford them.

"Well," he said, in an off-hand conversational

majuicr, " I suppose you have yucssed by this time

J57

that you are likely to have a mistress as well as a
master ?"

"Yes, my lord," responded the valet: "I cer-
tainly entertained that impression."

" I don't usually condescend to consult my in-

feriors on such subjects," continued Edmund, with
his characteristic aristocratic supercihousness ; " but
as I know your fidelity and attaclmient, I don't
mind asking you whether you think that the lady
is one who will do honour to the family into which
she is about to enter, and equal honour to my good
taste F"

"Yes, my lord—assuredly, my lord," answered
the valet, who knew Edmund's disposition well

enough to be inclined to pander to his inclinations in

any way. " Your lordship could not do otherwise

than display the most exquisite taste."

" Well, I think I am rather up to the mark in

that way," observed Edmund, surveying himself in

the mirror. " By the bye, that maid of her lady-

ship's seems a very decent body. Of course you and
she have had some little chat together?—and no
doubt she has told you many httle things connected

with her ladyship 1 mean such Uttle traits and
points of history which of course ooze out in familiar

conversation ?"

" We have not had much opportunity, my lord,

for such discourse," answered the valet; "for the

maid travelled inside the chaise, you know, my lord,

all the way to Calais—and was likewise in the same
carriage with you, my lord, and her ladyship on the

raUway."

"Nevertheless, you must have had some little

time to chat—on board the packet, for instance

—

and when taking yoiu: meals together at the hotels."

" Oh! yes, my lord," rejoined the valet.

" Well, then, what did you talk about ?" con-

tinued Saxondale, inwardly anathematizing his do-

mestic for not coming to the point at once. " You
see—there is no disguising the fact—I know very

little of her ladyship 1 mean her previous his-

tory, and so forth
"

" It seems, my lord, that her ladyship has had a

deal of trouble."

" Ah, indeed ! In what way ?"

" I don't exactly know, my lord : but her maid
frequently alluded to something of the sort. Thus,

for instance, she said that her ladyship went out

info society for the first time since her trouble, the

otlicr night when your lordship met her at the

theatre I believe it was ?"

" Just so. But what trouble is this, I wonder?
I am really very sorry to think that so cliarming a

creature cuuld liavc undergone much trouble. Yet

what a fool I am. I understand what it means I

The maid alluded to the Baron de Charlemont's

death."
" Very likely, my lord. But I think that her

ladyship must have experienced some other sad

alUictiim : for I remfinber hearing the maid saying

that her mistress could have resigned herself to that

loss, if it liadn't been for wliat followed."

"And wliat did follow!'" inipiired Saxondale.

"Ah! that I <lon't know, my lord. Her lady-

ship's maid n<'ver said anj' more to the purpose

;

ami at first I did not like to seem impertinent and

ask questions. Afterwards, wlicn I might have ven-

tured an inquiry, »«uie(liing always happened to

put au cud to the discourse."



158 THE MT3TF11TKS OF THK rOTTRT.

"Ah, well!" observed Edmund, sei'iiij^ tluit his

alet was but little \viser than himsellin the matter:
" her ladyship will of course confide to me all hor

grievances—and it will be my duty as well as plea-

sure to console them. Nevertheless, you might go

to the hotel presently to pay a friendly visit to the

maid, and just try to draw her out a bit. Not, you
know, that I have any curiosity in the affair : for I

have every assurance that her ladyship is as virtuous

and as good as she is beautiful and accomplislied.

But still, if you could find out what her troubles

have been, it would be more easy for me to admi-

nister the proper consolation. And therefore, all

things considered, you can do this—and remain at

the hotel till I call. Now, between you and me, I

am going to get a special license ; and the marriage

shall take place to-day
"

" To-day, my lord ?" exclaimed the valet, startled

somewhat out of his wonted composure by the an-

nouncement of this precipitation: but instan-

taneously recovering himself, he observed, "Of
course, my lord—it is quite natural—and in your

lordship's position, there is no need to wait."

" To be sure not—no need at all. I am my own
master—or at least I mean to show my guardians

that I am ; and therefore it is not likely I shall

postpone the consummation of my happiness. By
the bye, about the bridemaids—they are indis-

pensable I suppose ? and some one to give the bride

away too—eh ?"

" Not absolutely indispensable, my lord," sug-

gested the valet. "At St. George's, Hanover
Square, the clerk is a«custoriied to give the bride

away ; and bridemaids are not needed, unless one

likes. If it were otherwise, a great many mar-
riages that are hurried, would not take place at

all."

"True," observed Saxondale. "It would entail

a great deal of bother and trouble upon me to go
ferreting out a couple of bridemaids : and they

are not, as you say, of the slightest use. So I will

just pen a note to the Baroness to tell her that for

several reasons the ceremony must take place as

privately as possible 1 will say that Marlow and
Malton, the lawyers, have got scent of it and
I will request her to be in readiness by twelve

o'clock. I can get the license, and go and see

the parson, and everything in the meantime. Be-
sides, if I send you with this note, it will be an ex-

cuse for you to call at the hotel ; and you can get

into conversation with the maid. Don't forget that

part of the business."

" No, my lord," answered the valet.

Edmund then sat down, and wrote a brief but

tender billet to the Baroness,—immediately de-

spatching it by his valet to the hotel.

We need not linger in detail upon this portion of

our nnrrativc. Let us therefore hasten to state that

itwas about lmlf-pa.it eleven o'clock when Lord Saxon-
dale alighted from his private carriage—or rather his

mother's—at the door of the hotel just alluded to;

and he was somewhat disappointed at not finding

his valet in readiness to receive him. Ho certainly

wished to exchange a few words with the domestic,

and ascertain what particular circumstance it was
to which such mysterious allusion had been made,
and which he had no doubt was the otie special

eeiTct he had so much longed to fathom. But the

yalet was not there i at least he did not make his

appearance;—^and Saxondale Hi not choose to keep
tlie Baroness wailing while he instituted inquiries

alter his servant. He accordingly followed the

waiter who was in readiness to escort him to the

sitting-room occupied by Madame de Charlemont;
and in a few moments he was in that lady's presence.

The waiter retire<l : they were now alone together;

—and immediately forgetting all his anxiety to learn

the particular secret above referred to, Edmund has-

tened to fold his Atlelaide in his arms.

Warm and fenid was the embrace ; and when he
had leisure to gaze upon her, he thought that she
appeared more gloriously handsome than he had yet

seen her. She was elegantly dressed, in an apparel

which though not actually a wedding costume, was
nevertheless sufficiently appropriate for a nuptial

ceremony of a private character, and for which no
elaborate preparations had been made. Indeed, her
toilet was not merely elegant, but was also charac-

terized by the most graceful simplicity ; and it set

off her charms to the fidlest advantage. The flutter

of her heart had heightened the colour upon her

cheeks : there was a deeper tenderness in the eyes,

which made her look sweetly bewitching ; and
Saxondale again experienced all the empire of her

enchanting loveliness. She had received his note-
she consented to the arrangements suggested therein

—she believed his tale that the attorneys had caught
an inkling of what was going on—and she was in

the flutter of suspense lest aught should occur to

interrupt the ceremony. But he had the special

license in his pocket—the clergyman had been

spoken to—and he assured her that when they

reached the church, everything would be in readi-

ness.

Another embrace—and he conducted her down
stairs,—her maid, who was likewise well and taste-

fully dressed, accompanying them. Again did

Saxondale—recollecting the mission he had entrusted

to his valet—look around for this individual : but

he was not to be seen. For a moment he felt an-

noyed—and was even inclined to tarry and make
inquiries after the man : but as he lingered for an
instant, the Baroness threw upon him a look replete

with so much indescribable tenderness— and she

seemed so miraculously beautiful as she thus bent

her regards upon him—that all his thoughts became

I

once more suddenly engrossed by her ; and he'has-

;

tened to assist her into the carriage.

j

In ten minutes the equipage rolled up to the door

of St. George's Church, Hanover Square. Edmund
assisted the Baroness to alight,—and conducted her

into that fashionable matrimonial temple,— the

maid following at a short distance. The clergyman

I and the clerk were punctual in attendance : and with-

I
out delay did the ceremony commence. No doubt

the Baroness dreaded lest Edmund's guardians

should suddenly make their appearance: for the

colour went and came in frequent transitions upon
her countenance—and as the bridegrwm knelt by

her side, he could perceive by the undulating move-

ments of hor dross, that her bosom was heaving and

falling with quick palpitations. He however had

no fear of the kind : for he felt well assured that

Marlow and Malton could know notliing of what

was going on—and Petersfield, oven if he had

already arrived in London, would not have th«

slightest idea where to look for thorn at that parti-

,
cular moment. And the ceremony did prococd
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without interruption : it was accomplished—and the

Baroness de Charlemont became Ladj Oaxondale.

Thus all in an instant was the appellation of Dow-
ager affixed to the title of that other Lady Saxon-

dale who was journeying with her daughter upon

the Continent, and who Uttle suspected what was

going on in London at the time.

Yes— the ceremony was over; and, as usual, the

bride and bridegroom repaired to the vestry while

the clergyman registered the marriage and furnished

the proper certificate. The Baroness, who had been

much excited bj' her apprehensions and other feel-

ings throughout the morning, sat down,—Edmund
standing near, and bending over her to whisper

words of love and tenderness in her ear. While

thus engaged, he caught sight - tlirough the vestry

door, which stood half open—of his valet, who was

now loitering just outside the tliroshold.

" Pardon my absence for a few moments," whis-

pered Saxondale to his bride :
—" I \*-ish to give

some instructions to my domestic. The servants

generally, at the house, do not know what is taking

place ; and I will send him on at once to make the

annoimcement - so that you may be spared some
little awkwardness and confusion on rcacliing Park

Lane."
The bride, by means of a tender and endearing

look, expressed her gratitude for this consideration

on her husband's part ; and he stepped out of the

vestry. Immediately on joining his valet, it struck

Edmund that there was something pecuHar in the

man's look ; and if he did not feel exactly fright-

ened, he nevertheless experienced a sudden sen-

sation of suspense which was somewhat painful.

" Why did you not meet me at the hotel, as I

ordered you ?" he asked, drawing the valet aside to

a little distance from the open door of the ve.'ttry.

" I quite mistook your lordship," was the re-

sponse. " I humbly ask pardon— but I really

thought your lordship's instructions were that I

was to join your lordship in Park Lane after I had
been to the hotel."

" No such thing !" promptly ejaculated the bride-

groom. " However, it was a mistake, and can't be

helped. The ceremony is over : and and "

he was about to say "I am the happiest of men :"

but he could not get the words out of his lips, for

he saw that liis valet's countenance was becoming

still more peculiar in its expression, and indeed was

clouded with a depth of gloom: so he hurriedly

asked, " Well, have you anything to tell me ?"

" No, my lord—nothing nothing particular

no, nothing :"—and the valet stammered, look-

ing at the same time so strange that Saxondale was

seized with a vague and unkno^vn terror, and might

Lave been knocked down with a straw.

" Yes—but I know that you have something to

tell me," he exclaimed nervously, but in a subdued
iono. " Come—out with it ! Have you been talk-

ing to the maid?"
"Y'cB, my lord—a little. Your lordship com-

m inded me to do so."

•' To be sure ! Why don't you proceed ?"

demanded Edmund, his countenance white and his

limbs trembling with apprehension. " Now tell mc
—is there anything the matter? 1 gee tlicre

18 ! lukve I made a fool of myself? don't you
perceive that suspense is killijig me? Speak, I
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" Well, my lord—since you order me,"—and the

valet stammered more and more, and likewise

became more and more confused,—" it is my duty

to tell your lordship that that
"

" That what ?"—and Saxondale felt as if he could

strike his domestic a savage blow for thus tanta-

lizing him. "What is it your duty to tell me r

what have you learnt ?"

"That the Baroness her ladyship Lady
Saxondale, that now is, I mean "

"WeU, weU?"
" Was tried, my lord

"

" Tried ?" echoed Edmund : and his brain ap-

peared to whirl.

" Yes, my lord 1 am very sorry to have such

bad news—but her ladyship was tried She was

acquitted however ?" quickly ejaculated the valet,

as if catching at this circumstance as a great conso-

lation.

I

"Tried and acquitted?" repeated Saxondale, who
felt as if the church was all spinning round and

I round.

"Yes, my lord unfortunately her ladyship was
tried

"

" What for? what for ?"

" The the murder of her husband !"

CHAPTER CXX.

SAXONDALE CASTLB AGAIN.

We must now transport the attention of our

readers to Saxondale Castle. It was about eleven

o'clock at night—four da^-s after those incidents

which occurred at the hotel at Bcauvais—and Chiffin

the Cannibal was smoking his pipe in the cloister

leading out of the chapel. No candle was burning

there ; for that would be dangerous, because calcu-

lated to attract attention to the circumstance : but

the night was transeendingly dear and beautiful,

and the moon was pouring its argentine lustre

through the narrow arched windows of that cloister.

The read' r will ri'momber that this place was de-

scribed in the oponinij chapter of our narrativ , as

containing several tombs and monuments, and in the

midst a colossal li^'ure of black marble, representing

a warrior in complete armour, with his vizor closed.

j

Tlie moonbeams fell upon this giant-statue, at the

!
foot of which Chiflin the Cannibal was seated.

I There it stood—that sculptured sliape—its left hand

upon tlie hip—its ri^ht arm extended as if menac-
ingly pointed towards the door communicating with

the chapel, and which stood open. It was a strange

spectacle—had any one been there to view it,—that

ferocious-looking rudian seated on the pedestal

which supported the colossal image that towered

above him ; and as tiie silver lustre of the moon threw

out this group of marble and man into strong relief,

tticre was a singular blending of directs produced by

the awe-imposing sol'-mnity of the former luid the

savaae grimni'ds of the latter.

Chillin wore that same suit of respectable broad-

cloth apparel wliicii had been lent liim by the hind-

lord of the biM)zing-keii in Uclliuai (Jreen. Some
weeks had eliii)sed since the murd<'r in Agar
Town,—pome weeks therefore sini-e we bcljcld him

a wanderin'j fugitive, well-nigh goaded to doepi-ra-

j tion by the loss of the money of wliich Tonj Wil-
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kins plundered him. It will be rememburoi 1 1 1 la t by a

robbcrj committed on the highway, he obtained some
little money—but not enough to enable him to

leave the kingdom. He had tlicrcfore put into exe-

cution his original design of taking up his quarters

in Saxondale Castle. To obtain ingress to the un-

inhabited portion of the building, was by no means

difficult: but aa he had entered by one of the

tapestry-chambers—that very one in which Lady
Saxondale and Juliana had attempted self-destruc-

tion, and the door thereof had been locked—
he was compelled to force it open in order

to make his way to the chapel and the place

of tombs, which he considered to be the safest

abiding-place. For he concluded that the domestics

would sometimes visit the tapestry-chambers for the

purpose of keeping them in order: whereas the

same care was not needed by the old marbles in the

cloister. In the middle of the night he was accus-

tomed to make his way to the larder in the other

wing of the building, and help himself to such pro-

vender as he needed,—but taking care to leave as

few traces of such a visit as possible. In tliis

respect he might have carried on the same game for

a considerable period without the chance of detec-

tion ; inasmuch as where there was a large number
of domestics, there was little chance of the food

being missed, especially as the larder was always

well supplied.

He had no difficulty in gathering, from a variety
,

of circumstances, that Lady Saxondale was not at

the Castle; and he therefore supposed that she
|

must be in London : for as a matter of course he

had not the slightest idea that she had gone abroad.

After a short sojourn at the Castle, he found his

position 80 irksome—felt so miserable and lonely

—

and was moreover so anxious to get out of the

country on account of the active search which he

felt convinced must be making after him, that he
resolved to pen a letter to Lady Saxondale and
demand pecuniary succour. Writing materials he
easily obtained by a visit to the library at dead of

night ; and having written his letter, addressing it

to her ladyship in Park Lane, he stole out of the

Castle, walked to the nearest village, and consigned
it to the local post-office. This being done, he
made his way back to his quarters in the Castle

;

and that was the only occasion on which he ven-
tured out since his arrival there. Having written

in urgent and positive terms, he expected that Lady
Saxondale would come down into Lincolnshire ex-

pressly to afford him the succour he required : for

by no other means could the transaction be accom-
pUshed. Day after day however passed— night

after night went by—and his solitude in the chapel

and the cloister continued unbroken by the appear-

ance of her ladyship. And no wonder : for she was
on the Continent;—and though his letter had been
forwarded to her, along with others from England,
she had not the slightest notion of returning ex-

pressly to comply with his demand. She was well

aware that he dared not proclaim to the world
anything he knew concerning her : for that would
be tantamount to a voluntary surrender of himself
into the hands of justice. As for his being secreted

in the Castle—this circumstance troubled her but
little : for even if he should take it into his head to

help himself to such portable articles as might strike

his predatory fancy, the loss would be comparatively

insigniiiLant, and less than the amount in money
which she would have to give him it' she paid atten>

tion to his letter. But ere continuing the thread of
our narrative, we shouM remark tliat it was from
this letter that Larly Saxondale was enabled to in-

form Lord Harold Staunton of the lact that he would
meet in the chapel at Saxondale Ca.-itle so fitting an
instrument for the murderous project which she

herself had suggested.

Some weeks, then, had elapsed since Oiiffin the

Cannibal took up his quarters at the Castle ; and as

yet the presence of any such intruder remained un-
suspected by the servants. If the eo<3k, on descend-

ing in the morning, happened to observe that some
joint or cold pie harl btcn encroached upfjn in the

larder after she had closed tlie premises over-night

ere retiring to rest, she naturally concluded that

one of her fellow-servants, feeling hungry, had paid

the provender a visit when she herselt had gone to

bed: and thus nothing was said upon the subject.

On one occasion only, during that interval of a few
weeks, did the servants repair to the tapestry-rooms

to dust and air them ; and then the circumstance of

the door of one having been forced open, struck

them as singular, but led to no search elsewhere

—

for the impression was strong with the household,

ever since the night of the attempted self-destruction

by Lady Saxondale and her daughter, that the

western side of the Castle ., as haunted by a mis-

chievous spirit. Thus Chiffin the Cannibal had
hitherto remained in perfect security.

Now let us return to that particular night on
which we behold him seated at the foot of that colos-

sal statue, smoking his pipe, and ruminating upon
his circumstances. The more than usual grimness

of his countenance and sullen ferocity of his looks

were a sufficient indication that he was by no means
satisfied with the life he was leading. He could not

understand how it was that Lady Saxondale did not

trouble herself to come down into Lincolnshire and
give him the means for getting out of the country.

His patience was exhausted ; and he was now think-

ing seriously of making his way to Loudon at all

risks, for the purpose of obtaining an interview with

her ladyship. Something of this sort he felt that he

must do. He could not endure the horrible gloom

and solitude of his position any longer: he was
moreover becoming vindictively savage agfainst Lady
Saxondale herself, for what he considered to be her

neglect of him—especially after he was the means of

saving her life and that of her daughter when they

attempted self-destruction.

It was in the midst of these relleelions, and whik
seated on the pedestal of the black mai-ble statue,

that Chiffin thought he heard the sound of a window
opening somewhere in the range of building to

wliich the chapel and cloister belonged. He listened

with suspended breath ; and in a few moments he

distinctly heard the sound of the window closing

agam.
" Who the deuce can this be ?" said Chiffin U

himself, and not without a certain degree of appre-

hension. " It looks as if some one was a-coniing by
just the very same way that I've always been accus-

tomed to tske when I've honoured this here Castle

with my presence."

While thus musing, he continued to listen atten-

tively ; and in a few moments he heard a door
opening. The sound of that door he knew well : 7%



wae the one belonging to the tapcstry-room by

which he was wont to make his entry—the one, in

short, wliich he himself had recently b.-oken open.

Some one, then, was approaching. Wlio could it be ?

—who but some ill-intentioned person wou'd effect

Ills ingress thus stealthily ? JBut if a robber, OlufBn

had nothing to fear : dog eats not dog. What if it

were an ofUcer of justice ? Ah ! tliat would be quite

<i diffor.-'nt thing; and the Cannibal clutched his

club with a fu-mer grasp and with a more ferocious

ftrimness of look as the thought thus swept through

liis imagination.

But what course shoidd he adopt ? The door of

that tapeslry-room had opened— footsteps were

lieard Ah ! and now the door of the chapel itself

grated on its hinges. ChilHu's first impulse was to

iiasten and conceal himself behind one of the tombs :

but a second thought, alt^-red his determination. If

the individual approaching were really an ofBcer of

justice, he would not have come alone ; nor would
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he nave iiiiine Lis entry in sucli a manner. Nor wm
I

it likely the person was a robber : for if so, il w<w

probable he would have sought an entry into th:>t

part of the castle where there was something to steal,

and not ii\to this uninhabited portion. Then, who

could it be, save and except an emissary from Lady

Saxoudalc—and liis letter was about to receive duo

attention? With this last idea iiitluencing him,

Chifhn rose up from his seat on the pcdostal of the

statue, and advanced along the cloister into the

chapel. There, by the faint glimmering light wlu. h

penetrated more feebly than into the place of U^n' -,

the Cannibal beheld a tall, slender figure, evideni :y

that of a gentleman—but whoso countenance wai

completely concealed by the brims of a largo slouch-

ing Iiaf. The individual at the same time perceived

Cullln, whose a<lvancing footsteps he had alrewljr

heard; and a half-subdued expronaion of satisfaclu'W*

escaped liis lips.

" Your name is Chidin ?" ho at onoe 8iu4.
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" Well, I don't know that there's the least use in

laying it's Smith, ot anything else," responded the

Cannibal :
" therefore, with your leave, I'll intro-

duce myself to you as Mr. Cliiflln ; aud if I don't

put Esquire to my name, it is that I'm not proud.
;

But whom may you be, sir ?"
j

" I am Lord llarold Staunton," was the answer.
|

" Then, my lord," said the Cannibal, taking off ,

his hat, " I am your most obechent servant."
|

" I suppose you can guess who has sent me ?" con-
|

tinued the nobleman, now puttijig back the slouch-

ing hat somewhat, in order that he might obtain a

better new of the Cannibal's countenance, so far

as the feebly glimmering light would permit.

"There's no difficulty about that, my lord," re-

plied the latter. " Lady Saxondale is a very good

friend of mine; and I've no doubt she has given you

suminut that will be very acceptable to me."

" Softly," observed Harold. " It is perfectly true

that you may earn a considera>>le sum of money, if

you like ; but it ^^^ll not be paid over to you unless

so earnt :"—then as the idea suddenly occurred to

Staunton, tlmt Chiffin might make an attack upon

him in order to plunder him of whatsoever he

might have about his person, he hastened to add,

" Nor have I evon the money with me now : but it

•hall bo forthcoming."
" Well, this isn't over satisfactory," growled the

Cannibal. " Howsomever, let's know what it is

her ladyship wants done: and I am not the man to

flinch. I like serving the aristocracy : for I must

admit that if they are uncommon ready to do queer

things, they are equally willing to pay handaome

for them."

"Lady Saxondale requires nothing at your

hands," answered Staunton, scarcely able to conceal

the disgust and loathing he felt for the wretch,-whom

nevertheless he meant to employ. " It is I myself

that have a task for you to undertake."

" Well and good, my lord : nothing like extending

one's connexion. But if you just step into this

cloister hei-e, we can sit down and talk more at our

" No," replied Harold, who was fully on his guard

against any snare as well as sudden treachery :
" we

can talk well enough where we are. In the first

place, let me ask whether you would like lo earn

five hundred pounds ?"

" Ah, that I should !" exclaimed ChiflSn. " But

it is the price of murder, I'll bo bound, by the

amount of it
!"

" Hush !" said Harold, feeling his blood run cold

at the utterance ef that dreadful word, though he

had brought himself to reflect with cool composui-e

upon the thinff itself.

" Tiierc's no feir of being overheari," said Chiffin,

—" unless it is Oy the ghosts oi the dead that's

buried in them tombs— or by tlidt chap in black

marble there. But I've been he-e a matter of some

weeks, and hav'n't found myself Troubled. The fact

is, my lord, I'lfi more afraid, uder present circum-

stances, of the living than the dead. But goon.

I've told you it likes me well to earn the money

;

and you can now say what it's for."

" You yourself have already huited-or more than

hinted," returned Staunton. " It is
"

"Murdar? Well then, who's the person? and

whcre'a it to be done P"

" The u'lco where it is to be done, ia a o/)naiderablc

way off," answered Staunton. " No matter who tha

person is I will tell you that when we arc near

the spot itself."

"But I must inform your lordship," obserred

Chilhn, " that it's rather inconvenient for me io

travel much about—partickler in the day time: co»

why, being raythcr a popular character, I'm un-

commonly sought after."

"You shall travel by night, if you wiU," re-

Sponded Staunton. " ily principal object in seeking

you out at once, was to make the bargain."

" It's made, then, my lord—and the thing itsell

is as good as done."

"Await me here," said Harold, after some few

moments' reflection; "and we wil make farther

arrangements. I am about to penetrate into the

other part of the building."

"That's what I often do," responded Chiffin.

" Shall I accompany your lordship r"

" No. Eemain here :"—and having thus spoken

in a somewhat peremptory manner, Lord Harold

was about to quit the chapel, when suddenly

bethinking himself of something, he obsen'cd, " By
the bye, I may require the means of procuring a

light."

" And I can accommixlate you," rejoined the

Cannibal, at the same time drawing forth from one

of his pockets a box containing matches, which he

handed to the young nobloman.

Staunton tlien stole forth from tlio chapel ; and
threading the passage, reached the corridor commu-
nicating with the inhabited p'/tiions of the immens*
estabUshment. The moonlight peneti-ated through
the windows ; ai.d as he beheld Lis shadow on the

wall, he felt all the criminal ignominy <if his position

—aa if he were a sneaking Ibief, puwling about the

place where not long back he had been a known and
acknowledged guest. But he passed onward, mov-
ing cautiously and stealthily,—stopping short every

now anJ then to listen—and hoKhng himself in

readiness «dould iiO hear other footsteps, to take

refuge in one of the many rooms by the doors ot

whicli he was passing. However, he continue<l his

way undisturbed ; and in a few minutes reached tht

door of that chamber which Lady Saxondale occupied

when at the Castle.

But to hi« inexpressible annoyance, he found it

locked. This was an event for wliich he was totally

unprepared—a casualty indeed which had never

once struck him. What waa ho todi>? He tried

the key of the cupboard which Lady Saxondale had
given him : but it was much too small to turn the

bolt of that lock. He leant hard agamst the door to

ascertain if there were the chance of pushing it

open : but It remained fast and imraovoable. Ah ! a
thought strvick Harold. Chilfin would no doubt sue-

ccur him iu this difficulty; and he at once began to

re(«nu;c liis way towards the chapi'l.

" Well, my lord," said the Cannibal, surprised t«

find him return thus promptly ; "you've soon dont
yo\ir work, whatever it is."

" On the contrary," answered the young noble-

man, "I have been unable to accomplish it. Tho
truth is, it suits my purpose to penetrate into a par-

ticular chamber : but the door is locked."

" A door ?" exclaimed Chiifin coateraptuouslj.
" What's a door ? A do/en of 'em shouldn't k^op

mo out, if I was rcsttlred to gel into a partickler

pia*o."
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" Thon come and open this particular one for me,"

•aid Harold. " But let us tfead cautiously, for fear

of alarming the household."
" This is what I do as I tramp about the place at

night when going after my grub :"—and stooping

down, ChiniD speedily whipped off his lace-up

boots.

"Come thfn," said Staunton, who being more

lightly shod, did not think it necessary to adopt the

same precaution.

They issued forth from the chapel together, ChifEn

carrying his club in his hand ; and Lord Harold,

observing this, took care to make him go in front as

a wise precaution. In this manner they reached the

door of Lady Sa-s;ondale's chamber ; and Chiffin,

taking a large nail from his pocket, endeavoured to

pick the lock. This however he failed in accom-

plishing after a trial of about a couple of minutes

:

50 putting his sh^.ulder against the door, he burst it

open with as much ease as skill. That is to say, he

accomplished it with so peculiar a knack, that it

made far less noise than Harold had fancied and

feared when he saw what the man was about to do.

Nevertheless, it did create a certain disturbance

;

and to the ineffable consternation of Lord Harold, as

well as the momentary discomfiture of Chiffin, a cry

of alarm in a female voice burst forth from the inte-

rior of the room. The Cannibal however instanta-

neously recovered his presence of mind ; and rush-

ing in, he dashed up to the bed, saying in a low but

fearfully savage tone, " Silence this moment—or I

will beat your brains out
!"

" For heaven's sake do the woman no mischief!
"

said Lord Harold, following close at his heels, and
speaking those words in a hurried and excited man-
ner : for he was apprehensive that murder was

about to be done—and he did not wish to have more
crimes committed than were necessary.

" Oh, pray don't hui-t me ! pray don't hurt me !

"

said the female voice, speaking in wild terror. " I

won't make a noise—I will lie quiet—I will do any.

thing you desire."

* Well, then, you hatl better keep to your word

—

that's all I can tell you," was the Cannibal's groivl-

ing response ; " and if you do, no harm sliall hap-

pen."

Lord Harold at once recognised the voice of Lu-
cilia, one of Lady Saxondale's maids; and he was

seized with the crudest bewilderment how to act.

Perhaps the girl had recognised his voice also ? If

BO, the rumour would get spread abroad of this

seeming burglarious entry on his part—and what

would be thought ? But he had gone too far to

retreat : his position was de.«perate—and hc^ decided

upon pursuing at any risk the course on which ho

had entered. Fortunately the room was involved

in almost complete obscurity : for no candle was
burning, and the closed draperies at the window
ihut out the moonlight. Thus, if by good luck

Lucilla should have been too much overcome by her

own terrors to recognise his voice, there was no
chance of her distinguishing his person.

All these reflections swept through the mind of

Lord Harold Staunton in far less time than it has

taken us to explain them; and bcijig well ac(juaintcd

with the chamber, for reasons which th.i r^'adcr can no

doubt guess, he had not the slightest difficulty in find-

ing the cupboard. Taking tlio key from his pocket,

ho opened it, and began feeling amongst the various

articles its shelves contained, for the sealed packet.

His hand encountered silks and satins, veils anl

ostrich-plumes, scarfs and frills, and all the elegan-

cies of a fashionable lady's toilet : but lus fingers

came not in contact with the object of his search.

Suddeidy a noise like that of a door opening, met
his ear; and the thought flashed to him that Lu-

cilla's cry had alarmed the other doraesi.ics, who
were coming to recoimoitre. But the sound ceased;

and he therefore concluded that the creaking of the

door arose from its being moved by the draught in

the passage.
" If you can't find what you want," said Chiffin,

who began to comprehend his lordship's difficulty,

" strike a light—and I'll take precious good care to

keep this woman's face covered over."

" Do anything—but spare my life ! " moaned the

terrified Lucilla.

"Don't be afraid, my dear," answered the Can-

nibal. " I dare say you are uncommon pretty—and

I won't harm a hair of your head, if so be you keep

quiet."

j

Lord Harold, without making any reply to Chif-

; fin's suggestion—for he did not again choose to

, risk the recognition of his voice on Lucilla's pai't

—

1
nevertheless hastened to follow the advice given.

'. Striking a match, he Hghtcd one of the wax-candles

I

—thi-ew a glance towards the bed—and perceived

,
that Chiffin was faithfully fulfilling his promise by

;
keeping the girl's countenance covered up by tho

. clothes. Staunton prosecuted his search by means

I
of the light ; and in a few moments was success-

I

ful. Then he extinguished the taper; and the

Cannibal knew thereby that the work, whatever it

was, had been thus far achieved.

i
" Now, my dear," he said to Lucilla, " you'll

have the kindness to keep as quiet here as you

! possibly can for the next hour. We have some

more business to do somewhere else in the Castle

;

and I shall bo standing outside in the passage to

make sui-e that all is quiet. If so be you give nn

! alarm or make the least attempt to do it, I shall

rush in upon you, and "

"I won't — I woj't !" said the still frightened

Lucilla, the terrible apprehension seizing upon lu^r

i that the ruffian, in order to make more sure,

might on second thoughts deal her a death-blow at

ouce.

I The Cannibal and Lord TTarold issued forth from

the room together, and speedily retraced their way

towards the chapel.

"There is not a moment to be lost," said Staun-

ton, on gaining the door of the tapeslry-chauibcr:

"wc must depart at one". But what did you

mean by having a little more business
"

"Couldn't you understand?" exclaimed the Can-

nibal, with a chuckling laugh. " It was only a

dodge on my part to make the girl keep quiet,

thinking that I am still posted oulsi.lo her door.

Just let me get my boots, my lord—and I'll be with

you."

I Staunton at once proceedcl to <ipcn the window

in the tapestry-chamber, agaiust which the con-

venieut branch of the tree uprcarcd itself. Ho
speedily descended ; and wading kn»K<-di't>p througli

I lie water—for the river was somewhat swollen at

the time—at length reached the bank at the north-

western angle of the Castle. There, in about two

luinutei!, he was jouied by Cliillln.



164 THU MTSTEHIE3 OV THE CO0BT.

" Is all quiet mthin ?" was Staunton's immediate

and hurried question.

" Yes—all quiet. That girl seems to have kept

her word."

"Then let us proceed to some little distance

hence," said Harold, "where wo may make final

arrangements, and then separate."

" Good !" answered the Cannibal : and they con-

tinued their way in silence along the bank of the

river.

But now, as Stavmton felt in the breast-pocket «f

his surtout coat for his handkcrcliicf, he discovered

that it was missing. He searched in all his other

pockets—but without avail : he looked likewise in

his hat—it was not there—the handkerchief was

gone ! Now, he perfectly remembered having used

it when first making his stealthy entry into the

Castle : for the leaves of the tree up which he had

clambered, were covered with dew—and on stepping

into the tapestry-room, he had wiped the moisture

from his face. He had therefore di-opped the hand-

kerchief somewhere within the Castle— or else it had

come out in the tree while he was making his

descent. He stopped short suddenly—for the inci-

dent troubled him, inasmuch as his initials and

crest were worked in the corner of that cambric

handkerchief.

"What's the matter?" asked Chifiin, as the

yoimg nobleman thus came to a dead halt.

The loss was immediately explained.

" Well, you must leave it to chance, my lord," at

once repUed the Cannibal :
" for pei-haps by this

time the household of the Castle is alarmed. And
look !—it is 80 By heaven, lights arc moving
about

!"

Harold threw a rapid glance back towards the

building, and perceived that Chiffin had spoken

nothing but the truth. He therefore hurried on.

ward, much annoyed and sorely troubled at the two

circumstances which might serve as a clue to the

discovery that he was one of the individaals who h.ad

made this mysterious and burglarious visit in the

dead of night to Saxondale Castle. The first of

those circiunstanoes was that his voice had probably

been recognised by Lucilla : the other was the loss

of the handkerchief.

CHAPTEK CXXI.

THE INVE6TIGATI0».

LnciLLA, as the reader has seen, had remained

behind at the Castle instead of accompanying Lady
Saxondale and Juliana to the Continent. This may
be explained by stating that her ladyship aiid

daughter had proceeded alone to France ; for they

could not bear the idea of taking -vNitlj them any of

the domestics who were so well acquainted with all

that had oeciu'red on tho memorahlo tlay fixed for

the double wedding. Now, liUcilla had a great

idea of comfort ; luid she saw no reason why she

should not occupy her ladyship's chamber during

her absence. But firmly believing that the Castlo

was haunted, she was in the habit of locking herself

vp at night and placing the key under her pillow ;

—

although we our^clvi^ are unable to explain by
vhat process of metaphysical reasoning she could

VukT* arrived at thccmc'u mi that this would prove

an effectual barrier against the intnuion of eril

spirits.

As the reader may suppose, the poor girl was
dreadfully frightened at the sudden bursting-in of

the door : but she had kept as quiet as possiUe.

under the intimidation of Chiffin the CannibaL
AStet he and Lord Harold had taken their depar-

ture, she lay still for some minutes, until the thought

gradually began to steal into her mind that the ruf-

fian's assiurance of remaining posted in the passage

for the next hoiu-, was merely a menace uttered in

the hope of preventing her from giving an alarm.

As her courage retvuned, this interpretation of the

Cannibal's threat grew more feasible in apixjarance

;

and summoning all her fortitude to her aid, Lucilla

got out of bed. Stealthily approaching the door,

she listened with suspended breath. Not a sound

met her ears : she pulled the door a little farther

open : again she listened—and still hearing nothing,

she peeped forth. The moonlight was powerful in

the passage ; and if any person had been there, she

must have seen him, unless concealed in one of the

doorways. But as no movement was made when
the chamber door itself had creaked somewhat on

her opening it, she was convinced that the coast

was clear. Then she hastened to huddle on a few

clothes ; and spcedmg to the steward's room,

knocked at the door. From ^-ithin this functionary,

being startled by the sound, demanded who it was,

and what was the matter ?

" There are people in the Castle," cried Lucilla

:

"they threatened tu murder me if 1 gave an
alarm !"

These words were caught by several of the other

servants occupying adjacent rooms opening from

the same piissage as the steward's; and in a few

minutes the entire household was aroused. Can-

dles were lighted—the domestics, male and female,

springing from their beds, hastened to put on some
clothing—and Lucilla was speedily surrovmded by
numerous anxious faces whose looks denoted min-

gled cimoeity and alarm.

Her tale was soon told. She had been aroused

by the breaking in of the door—she had screamed

out—a ruffian with a dreadfid ferocious voice had

menaced her with his vengeance if she did not

remain tranquil—and while, under the influence of

his dreadful threats, she desisted from any farther

attempt to raise au alarm, the person who accom-

panied him proceeded to ransack her ladyship's

cuphoai-d.

" But you will never guess," added Lucilla, who
was listened to with breathless attention mingled

with excited suspense,^" you will never guess, I

say, who that other person was."
" Who r" demanded numerous voices.

" Lord Harold Staunton," was the reply.

I
Ejaculations of atouishment bm-st forth; and the

I

male domestics, bcuig thus convinced that the dis-

I

tui'bers of this particular night were at all events

! no ghosts or evil spii'its, and that moreover they

appeared to be only two in number, grew marvel-

lously brave, and with conunon consent vowed to

I search the premises throughout in the hope of

i

taking them captive. The lirst move was made

I

towards the vcstern side of the Castle : the tapcstry-

I

rooms were examined—and the marks of footsteps,

' wet and clayey, were distinctly traced to the win-

j
dow of that particular apartment bj which Lord
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Harold's entry, as well as liLs subsequent egi-ess

in company -with the Cannibal, had been eflfected.

"The tree!" ejaculated several voices—thus at

once indicating the general conjecture as to the

means by which the intruders had entered.

Tho window was thrown up ; and the full blaze

of lamps and candles being poured upon the tree,

the disturbed and ruffled state of the foliage proved

the accuracy of the suspicion.

"Ah! what is that?" exclaimed the steward,

who was foremost. " Something white 'tis a

htmdkcrchief ! Stay—hold my candle while I climb

out and reach it."

This was speedily done: the handkerchief was
examined, and in the corner were discovered the

initials and the crest of Lord Harold Staunton.

Thus Lucilla's statement, if any doubt had pre-

viously existed in respect to its accuracy, was fully

confirmed.
" Let us go through the rooms at once," said the

steward, " and see if any other parts of the Castle

have been visited."

By his directions the body of domestics broke up
into thi-ee or four different detachments; and a

general search commenced. It was therefore when
the lights were moving about on the northern side

of the building, that they were seen by Chifiin and
Lord Harold as they were pm-suing their way along

the river's bank in the dii-ection of Gainsborough.

After a thorough examination of the premises, the

detached bodies of domestics all re-assembled in the

great hall ; and adjourning into the banquetting-

room, they held a conference as to the course that

ought to be adopted. The residt was that, as they

had been left in charge of the Castle, it was their

duty, irrespective of all other considerations, to

make the circumstances and discoveries of this night

known to some justice of the peace. At first the

name of Mr. Hawkshaw was suggested : but when
it was remarked that after what had taken place

between himself and Miss Farefield, it would perhaps

he indecent to appeal to him in the present matter,

01" in any way mix him up with the aflfairs of the

Castle, it was decided that Mr. Denison should be
the magistrate invited to take cognizance of the

affair. Tho steward accordingly wi-ote a letter, which

he gave to a groom, with instructions to set oflf at

seven o'clock in the morning to Mr. Denison's man-
sion. This being done, and it being now consider-

ably past midnight, tho conference broke up ; and

the ''omestics dispersed tc their respective chambers,

—Lucilitt removing to the one which was specially

her own.

The groom who was charged with the letter, set

off in the morning but on arriving at Mr. Deni-

son's, he learnt that this gentleman was passing a

few days at Hawkshaw HaU. He accordingly

mounted his horse again, and rode onward to tho

Squire's abode. On reaching the Hall, he f'oimd

Mr. Hawkshaw and Mr. Denison walkmg together

upon the lawn in front ot the cfhficc ; and he gave

the letter into the hands of the latter, wlio, when ho

had read it, passed it to Hawkshaw, and then began
asking several questions. The groom explained all

that had taken place,—thus adding minute details

to the rapidly-skctchotl outline which the steward's

letter contained.
" This is most extraordinary," observed Mr. Deni-

lon, addressing the remark U) the Squire: then

16!i

turning to the groom, he said, " You can nds back
to the Castle ; I -.vill I'cucw iunncdiately."

" It is indeed eAtraoniinary," exclaimed Mr.
Hawkshaw when the man had taken his departure.
" There is some strange mystery in all this. That
Lord Harold made his entry for the sake of actual

plunder, cannot be supposed for a moment. Might
it not be to possess himself of some documents or

correspondence in Lady Saxondale's possession ?"

" As I am appealed to in my capacity of a magis-
trate," answered Denison, " I am resolved to inves-

tigate the matter thoroughly. But as the transac-

tion is shrouded with all the mystery to which you
have alluded, it will be well to conduct the inquiry

with as much secrecy as possible. Besides, it is one
in which more than a single magistrate should bo

engaged. You must accompany me, Hawkshaw."
" Would it not be indiscreet," asked the Squire,

" for me to meddle any more in the affairs of the

Saxondale family ?"

"Indiscreet?—nonsense !" exclaimed Mr.Demson.
" You must do your duty as a magistrate. Here
is a case in which a downright burglai-ious entrance

is efl'ccted Lq a particular dwelling; and tor the sake

of the servants themselves, the matter must be
thoroughly silted. Come—let us ride over to the

Castle together."

Orders were accordingly given to get a couple of

horses in readiness ; and the two gentlemen lost no
time in repairing to Saxondale Castle. They went
alone togethci-, unattended by any domestics, so as

to prevent the gossip of one set of servants with

another from spreading the affair throughout the

neighboui'hood.

On arriving at the Castle, Mr. Denison and Mr.
Hawkshaw were conducted to the hbrary, where
they took their seats and proceeded to hear the evi-

dence to be brought before them. LucLLla was first

examined; and she deposed to the facts already

known to the reader,—observing that she distinctly

heard and recognised the voice of Lord Hai-old

Staunton when he enjoined his accomplice not to do
her a mischief.

"And have you examined the cupboard which
was ransacked ? " asked Mr. Denison.

"2^0, sk," she replied: "for Lord Harold Staun-

ton locked it again, and took away tfie key with

which he had opened it."

" To your recollection," proceeded Mr. Denison,
" did the key seem to turn easily in the lock, as if it

were the one properly filling it .-' or was there any

diUiculty, and was violence used ?
"

" I was very much frightened and bewildered at

the time," rcspondeil the young woman ; " bui us tar

as I can recollect, the key appeared to open the cup-

board instantaneously."

" Could it possibly be," whispered Hawkshaw to

Mr. Denison. " that her ladyship eutrusled Lord

Harold with tliat key for a particular pui'pose ? But

no!—such an idea is scarcely crcihljlc : she woiUd

not instruct a person to break into her owudwcllmg,

when she might give a messenger the proper autho-

rity to search anywhere lor what she wanted."

" It is very mysterious," observed Mr. Denison.

Lucilla, havmg signed her deposition, «liieli xhu

gentleman carefully took down, was succeeded as it

witness by the steward, who deposed lo ibc dis-

covery of the liuiidkerehiel', which fio proilueed.

Xho cock then stated that lor some little tune ptti^t
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she had noticed that proTisions had disappeared

from the larder during the night-time in an unusual

way—but that thinking some of tlic other servants

might have paid the place a visit at irregular hours,

she had never mentioned the circumstance until the

incidents of the preceding night had forcibly re-

minded her of it ; and that when she mentioned it,

all the domestics were unanimous in declaring that

thoy had never visited the larder or pantry without

the knowledge of the cook or butler.

"From this circumstance the inference would be,"

said Mr. Denison, " that some one has either been

secreted in the Castle, or else has paid very frequent

visits to its interior in a stealthy manner."

The steward now produced a tobacco-pipe, which

had been found during the search of the past niglit,

in the cloister opening from the chapel : but this

was held by the magistrates as scarcely to prove

the fact of any one having been secreted in the

Castle, inasmuch as the pipe might have been acci-

dentally left in the cloister by the individual who

accompanied Lord Harold. The servants then pro-

ceeded to inform Mr. Denison and Mr. Ilawkshaw

of the belief which had become almost general

amongst the household, that the western part of the

building was either haunted by evil spu-its or was

occasionally visited by ill-disposed persons :—lights
had often been seen there ; and on the night pre-

ceding the departure of Lady Saxondale and Juli-

ana, very extraordinary things had taken place. A
great light had been seen to shoot from one of the

windows of the tapestry-rooms; and that same

room was subsequently found in the utmost disorder,

a large portion of the tapestry being destroyed.

There was another incident that was now men-

tioned : namely, that about a fortnight back the

door of that very room, which Lady Saxondale had

herself locked on the night alluded to, was found to

be burst open.

"All these circumstances," said Mr. Denison,
" certainly tend to prove that some evil-intentioned

person or persons have at dilTercnt times obtained

admittance to the Castle."

But there was yet another incident to be men-

tioned : and this was the occurrence which had first

tended to create the belief that the western part of

the building was haunted. That occurrence, it will

be remembered, took place on the very day pre-

ceding the arrival of Lady Saxondale and Juliana at

the Castle, when they left London at the tune of the

flight of Constance with the Marijuis of Villebelle.

Ilobert, ouc of the footmen, now repeated to Mr.
Denison aud Mr. Ilawkshaw wliat had then hap-

pened—how on going into the chapel to open the

windows there, he saw that the door of the vestiary

wluch he had noticed to be open a few minutes be-

fore, had suddenly and mysteriously become closed.

He I'arlher stated that when returning to the chapel

some hours later on the same day, he hati seen a

shape ghdo into the vestiary. On this occasion ho

was accompanied by two or three other servants,

who likewise saw the same shape ; and these indivi-

duals now corroborated Kobert's story.

Mr. Denison and Mr. Ilawkshaw, having Uisteued

to all those various statements, proceeded to examine
the j,rcniiseB. In the first place they repaired to

Lady Sa.xondale's chamber, which had been forcibly

entered: they saw that the door was bui'st open
—they found the cupboard locked, aud without the

slightest scratch or mark of riolence near the key-

hole : so that it would appear as if LucUla's impres-

tion, that the key usefl by Lord Harold had acted

easily and immediately, was strictly correct. From
this room they proceeded to the tapestry-apartment,

the door of which hkewise was foimd to have been

burst open, in corrob<iratioB of the statement of the

domestics who had found it so a fortnitriit back.

They opened the window—carefully exami.>-.ed the

tree outside—and discovered unmistakable marU
to prove that it had been used as a means of ingress

and egress with regard to that windo..'. Entering

the chapel and the cloister, Mr. Denison and Mr.

Hawkshaw, accompanied by some of the uppi r aer-

vants, instituted the minutest search ; and ! ehi id

one of the tombs they found a piece of breaii not

many days old. There were moreover half-a-dozen

different places where the ashes from a tobacco-pipe

had evidently been knocked out;—and thus the

general impression seemed to be fully confirmed,

that some one had been secreted in this part of the

building.

Having finished their survey, Mr. Hawkshaw
and Mr. Denison returned to the library, w here they

consulted alone together.

" What course do you purpose to pursue ?" asked

the Squire.

" The mystery is so great," replied Mr. Denison,
" that it cannot be dealt with by ordinary means

—

such as the issuing a warrant for the apprehension

of Lord Harold Staunton and his accomplice, if the

latter could be known and found. Because it is

just probable—though, as you yourself said, barely

so—that Lady Saxondale herself may not be entirely

a stranger to the proceeding. Besides, Staunton it

'. the nephew of our friend Eagledean ; and I should

I

be sorry to take any step that would annoy the

Marquis. One thing is very certain— which is that

i
the Marquis believes his nephew to be upon th«

Continent : for this he communicated to me in

,

letter which I received from him the other day."

j

" Is it not possible that Lady Saxondale, though

I

reputed to be in Lreland," said Mr. Hawkshaw, " is

i

herself on the Continent, and that she may have

fallen in with Lord Harold ?"

I

" It may be so," responded Mr. Denison : then

after a pause, he observed, "Do you know. Dawk-
' shaw, that it has often struck me there was some-

! thing vety strange and mysterious in the connexion

of Lord Harold Staunton and Lady Saxondale

—

I
much more so than even his uncle the Marquis su»-

j

peeted."

j
"Ah!" ejaculated the Squire: "that same idea

has occurred to me also. Do you not think the

I
better plan would be, in respect to present circura-

j

stances, to enjoin the domestics generally to keep

the incidents of the past night a profound secret,

and for us to connntmicate ai once with the Marquis
i of Eagledean, who by his authority over his nephew,

may discover and frustrate anything wrong that ii

' going on."

I

"Such," answered Mr. Denison, "is the very

couise I should have suggested ; aud I am glad that

' you coincide with my views. As for writing to Lady
Saxondale. it is out of the question."

I

" I have received a pressing invitation from Lord

Engledean and lus son Frauiis, to visit them at

Edenbridtfc Park in Kent, where tliey are at

present : Lid if ycu concw* in my prn»0(ia«.'' aUded
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Mr. Sawkshaw, " I will set off without delay and

l?eport everything to the Marquis."

"Be it 80," responded Mr. Denison. "To you

Vo this duty allotted. Wlien will you depart "i""

"This very day," answered the Squire,—"the

moment, indeed, I get back to the Hall."

The arrangement being thus made, the steward,

the butler, and Lucilla, were summoned into the

presence of the magistrates, and were enjoined by

them to keep secret the occurrences of the previous

night, and to request their ferow-servants to be

equally silent on the matter. Faithful promises to

that effect were given,—whereupon Mr. Denison

and Mr. Hawkshaw took their departure from

Sasondale Castle.

CHAPTER CXXII.

DENBBISQE FAKK.

Between Edenbridge and Tonbridge, in one of the

most beautiful parts of Kent, and at a distance of

about seven-and-twenty miles from London, was
situated the principal estate in possession of the

Marquis of Eagledean. The mansion was one of

those huge red-brick piles wliich sprang up in the

time of Queen Elizabeth, and are characterized by

the particular style of architecture belonging to that

ftge. During the long absence of the Marquis on the

Continent, the edifice had been left in the charge of

a few old dependants of the family, and the estate to

the care of a faithful steward. Thus, though for

many years unvisited by their noble owner, both the

ma-'ision and lands had been kept in excellent order

;

and when, about a fortnight previous to the exact

date of which we are writing, the Marquis deter-

mined to remove with his family from his recently

acqnired property at Stamford Hill, to Edenbridge

Park, everthing was soon in readiness for their re-

ception. The necessary complement of domestics

was speedily made up ; and, with the promptitude

which characterized all his lordship's proceedings,

immense quantities of new furniture, as well as

other embellishments and decorations, were sent

do^vn from London.
It would be impossible to conceive a more perfect

paradise than this estate of the Marquis of Eagle-

dean. Near tlie house there were large pieces of

ornamental water, on which floated many stately

iwans ; and in the immense park numerous herds of

doer might be seen browsing on tlie sweet grass.

Tlie ilower-gardens were admirably laid out, and
contained several conservatories fillod with the rarest

]<laiits : the fruit -gardens were spacious ; and in this

a »tumnal season of which we are now writing, the

boughs were la<len witli their dusloring gems. A
crystal streamlet meandered through the verdant
meadows where the cattle grazed, the sheep fed, and
Horses frisked about. The estate, consisting of
many acres, was dotted with numerous little groves
and coppices: its lanes afforded beautiful rides— its

fields delicious walks ; and altogether it was a spot

in every sense calculated to enchant the eye during
Ihe genial season of the year—wliile the spacious

mansion afforded every luxury and comfort suitable

for aU seasons.

It was here, then, that the Marquis of Eagledean
had for tho present taken up his abode, with hia

wife. Lord Everton, and his own two childrcu. W«
may observe that Lord Everton was completely

restored to health, both mental and physical ; and
that he had succeeded, without farther opposition

on the part of his unnatural uncle, to the title and
estates from the enjoyment of which he had so long

been cruelly debarred. His engagement with Hen-
rietta Leyden, already sanctioned by the Marquis of

Eagledean when passing under the incognito of Mr.
Gunthorpe, had received the full concurrence cf his

mother: and it was arranged that the nuptials

should take place at the ensuing Christmas season.

Adolphus would have been much saddened at part-

ing with his Henrietta when leaving Stamford Hill

for Edenbridge Park, were it not understood that

Mrs. Leyden, her daughter, and little Charley were

to follow in the course of a week and pass sent
time at the same place. Count Christoval had been

acknowledged and recognised as Elizabeth Pat,/ii'»

intended husband ; and he had gone back to Sp'ir;,

in order to make certain arrangements with resv.*ct

to his own extensive estates and other possessior.s

previous to the celebration of the bridal. Un'er
tliese circumstances it was, therefore, indifferiMit to

E iznbeth whether she resided for the present at

Stamford Hill or at Edenbridge Park. But there

was one to whom the removal was really painful,

although he did the best to conceal his feelings : and
tins was Frank Paton. For he had conceived a
growing affection towards the beauteous Angda
Deveril : his heart had taught him that the emotions

he had experienced towards Juliana were not those

of a veritable attachment, and that the love he mw
cherished in respect to Angela, was of a very differ-

ent quality. William Deveril and his sister h<td

been invited, as well as the Leydens, to visit Eden-
bridge Pai-k : but their coming was by no means to

be so soon calculated upon as that of the latter ; for

Madge Somers still remained exceedingly ill at their

villa near the Eegent's Park, and they had resolved

not to leave her so long as she lingered in this state.

In that dttermination they were influenced, not

merely by their sense of duty towards a fellow-

crtature, but likewise because they felt persuaded

that her life was a most precious one in respect to

themselves—or at least to William Deveril—inas-

much as the important revelation she had to make
was as yet untold ; and if slie were to die ere it was
made known, the secret would in all probability

perish with her. Thus was it that they surroun'^.ed

her with all possible attentions—watched over Ker

as if she were a near and dear relative of their ow«
—and awaited with much painful anxiety and h'h-

pense the time when her intellect should cease to

wander, when her reasoning faculties shouU bj

settled, and when her power of speech should b«

restored.

One morning Francis Paton was walking *Ione

in a gp-ove of evergreens at no great distance from

the mansion, when he heard footsteps approaching

somewhat rapitlly from behind ; and looking back,

he saw that it was his father who was coming to

overtake him. He turned and joined liis sire, who
took Ids arm,—saying, " Frank, my dear boy, I

wish to have some little private conversation with

you."

Tlie youth coloured up to the eyes : for the am-
viction struck him that the Marquis was about to

speak on the topic neareat his heart—and the id«a
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that a love -secret is penetrated by those who have

authority to pronounce an opinion in the matter,

is invariably fraujjht ^vith confusion on the part of

the young. Besides, Frank had not ventured to

breathe to his parents this secret of his love, for

fear lest they might think him volatile and wliim-

Bical in thus conceiving a new passion so soon after

hiij hope of espousing Juliana Farcfield had been

iestroycd.

" Frank," continued the Marquis of Eagledcan,

aa they walked slowly together along the verdant

^rabowering avenue, " there is something upon your

mind; you are not altogether happy. Before we
left Stamford Manor you were gay and cheerfu'—but

during the fortnight we hare been at the Park, I

have noticed that a change has come over you.

Tell me what it is. You know that in me you
possess an indulgent parent, and that your mother
is the same."

Frank made no answer : he wished to confess the

truth—but he could not find appropriate words

wherein to frame it.

" I aeo," said the Marquis, with a half-smile upon
his countenance, "that I must guess for myself.

The truth is, Frank, you have not beheld with in-

differ?nce the beautiful and amiable sister of my
young friend William Dcveril."

"Oh, my dear father!" exclaimed Frank, the

colour now literally glowing upon his checks :
" what

will you think of me ? Must you not deem me
changeable—eccentric to' a degree— foolishly sus-

ceptible
"

" What, in respect to one who is every way so

worthy of your esteem and love !" cried the Mar-
quis. " No, my dear boy," he went on to say, per-

ceivmg that the sunniest joy was now dancing in

tho youth's eyes; "I shall not judge you thus

harshly. All along I have m reaUty comprehended
your secret: I have seen you happy and gay in

Angela's society—I have studied your feelings in

h?r presence—I fathomed what was passing in your

c'lui. But I said nothing—nor did your mother

:

wj wished to put your heart to a fair trial. Indeed,

1 should not have mentioned the cii'cumstanca to

you at EO early a stage, were it not that it pained

me to see you thus falling into despondency since

your arrival at the Park. But cheer up, my dear

Frank—for I can tell you that you are not altogether

indifferent to Angela herself
"

Nothing could exceed the rapture with which the

youth heard this announcement ; and his joy testi-

fied itself in the liveliest manner.

"Yes— make yourself happy," continued the

Marquis:— "for if at the expiration of a few

months you still feel the same interest in Angela,

you will have my free permission to avow your at-

tacbmcnt. I am in hopes that in tlu-ce or four

week'j' time Mr. Devcril and his sister will be

enabled to join us here; and then you will have still

fhrther opportunity of cultivating the acquaintance

of that pure-minded and excellent young lady."

Having thus spoken, tlie Marquis Wrung the I

hand of his son with the warmest demonstration of ;

affection; and turning away, left him to ponder
joyfidly upon the scene wliieh had just taken place,

and whicli though so brief, had nevertheless infused

unspeakable happiness into the youth's soul.

As the Marquis of Eagledcan was retracing his
,

way towards the mansion, he was met by a liverj-
[

' servant, who armounced that Mr. Hawkshaw had
' just arrived. His lordship hastened on t« the bouse

;

and proceeding to the apartment to which th«

Squire had been already sliown, gave >iim the most
cordial greeting. He proposed at once to conduct

j

him into the presence of the Marchioness, and in-

troduce him to her ladyship : but Mr. Hawkshaw
said that he had not merely come on a visit of

I

pleasure, but likewise on one of business, and that he
! would seize that immediate opportunity of acquit-

ting himself of the latter. The Marquis now per-

ceived, by the Squire's countenance, that he had

j

evidently something of importance to communicate
;—and he prepared to listen. Mr. Hawkshaw then

I
related all those circumstances which had occurred

at Saxondale Castle, and which are known to the

reader.

" But what is more," added Mr. Hawkshaw, " I
was determined, while passing through London, to

ascertain if possible where Lady Saxondale is. I

accordingly repaired yesterday to Saxondale House
in Park Lane, and inquired for her ladyship,—as-

suming ignorance of the fact that she was not at

home. To my astonishment I was asked which
Lady Saxondale I meant ? — aqd on giving the

proper answer, learnt that Lord Saxondale, the son,

had within the last few days married a certain

Baroness de Cbarlemont "

"The Baroness de Charlemont!" exclaimed the

Marquis of Eagledcan. " What ! the woman who
was tried for the murder of her husband ? I re-

member reading the whole case in the foreign newo-
papers about a couple of years back."

" Indeed !" said Hawkshaw, as much surprised as

the Marquis had just been : " this is perfectly new
to me : I never heard of it before. But it accounts

for the strange look which the domestic wore when
speaking to me at Saxondale House."
"The infatuated madman!" cried the Marquis

;

"to think that he could have committed such an
egregious folly ! But let us not suffer his proceed-

ings to divert our attention from the more important

topic which was ere now engaging it. Did you suc-

ceed in learning where the Dowager Lady Saxondale

is at present ?"

" Yes," responded Hawkshaw ;
" I pretended to

have urgent motives for ascertaining the fact, inas-

much as I saw a certain imwillingness on the

domestic's part to inform me. I said that I came
from Lincolnshire expressly to see her ladyship, and
that it was peremptory I should know how soon a

letter would reach her. Then the man let out that

she was in France, with her daughter the Hon. Miss

Farcfield."

As the Squire mentioned this last name, a dark

cloud gathered upon his coimtenance ; for though

he had been terribly avenged upon JuUana, yet he

could never think of her without a recurrence of

that feehng of hate which had succeeded his once

passionate love.

"And Lady Saxondale is in France," said the

Marquis. '* Oh, fatal mistake on my part to send

Harold travclKng by himself upon the Continent

!

Much better to have kept him somewhere under my
own eye in England ! But the mischief is done,

and cannot be recalled. Yes—there cannot be a

doubt of it : he has seen Lady Saxondale—and there

is some now plot now hatching. But its nature

defies all conjecture. I know not what course to
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i,£i''*fii;

adopt. Wliore shall T seek for my ncpliew ?—and
«Ten if I found him, what regard would he now
pay to my authority, after having so flagrantly

and deliberately violat«d it by coming back to

England ?"

For some minutes the Marquis of Eagledcon

remained wrapped up in thought ; and Mr. Hawk-
ebaw did not break upon his silence—for he had
nothing to suggest.

"It will be better," said the Marquis, after a

long pause, " not to mention for the present these

circumstances to any other person beneath this

roof. It would only distress them to know that I

experienced fresh troubles in regard to my graceless

nephew. In whatsoever course that is to be adopted,

I must be governed by circumstances ; and as you,

my dear Ilawkshaw, are now to bo my guest here

for a while, wo shall find opportunities to consult

together. Come," added the Marquis, more cheer-

fully, " let me introduce you to her ladyship. You
No. 74.—XHIKD 8KEIB3.

will likewise find h^'r son Lord Ererton with her
in till! ilrawing-iooiu. Our Frank, to whom you

[

were so kind in Lincolnshire, is walking in tin

;
grounds, but will be in shortly ;—and our Eliza.

I beth, to whom you have yet to be introduced, has

I

gone to Tonbridgc to visit a poor family whose
I distress accidentally reached our knowledge."
i But while Mr. Hawkshaw is being presented to

the Marcliionees of Eagledoan and Adolphus, and

I

also renewing his acquaintance with Frank, we will

j
direct the reader's attention to a little adventure

i which Elizabeth Paton experienced at the samo

j

time in the vicinage of Tonbridge.

I
Having been driven over in the carriage, shortly

I

after breakfast on the day of which we are speaking,

I

she ordered the equipage to be put up at the princi-

pal hotel in the place, as she had not only to visit

the poor family of whom her father had spoken to
Mr. irawk3haw,but likewise to make a few purehascs
for her mother and herself. The coltago where th»
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distressed faraily dwelt, was about a mile out of tlir

tovm; and having ascertainod its preciflo where-

abouts, Elizabeth set forth to walk thither. The

case luay be riosci-ibcd in a few words. A labouring

man, rcmavkablo for ilic excellence of his character,

had suddenly met his death by some shocking acci-

dent, leaving a wife and large family of children

totally unprovided for; while an unfeeling landlord

had actually put a seizure upon the little furniture

immediately after the funeral was over. Some tri-

fling subscription had been made by a few of the

humane portion of the inhabitants of Tonbridge

;

but the sum was barely sufficient to meet pressing

emergencies—while the poor woman and her large

family had nothing to ensui-e them against want for

the future. Such was the ease which having by ac-

cident reached the ears of the Marquis of Eagle-

dean, he had purposely sent his daughter Elizabeth

to relievo : for he loved to make her as much as pos-

sible his almoner, so that by every good deed she

accomplished, she might feel that she was making

atonement for the errors of her own past life.

It was with no niggard hand that the bounty of

the JIarquis was dispensed on this as on all other

occasions, through the medium of his daughter ; and

she had the satisfaction ef relieving the poor widow's

mind from all care for the future. She quilted the

cottage, followed by the blessings of those she left

behind— and began to retrace her way to the town.

Her path lay through the fields - and in one placs

along a high hedge, out of which numerous tall

trees sprang up. It was a beautiful but a lonely

spot ; and as the day, though at the beginning of

October, was exceedingly warm, with a bright sun

shining,— the trees, glowing with theu- rich autum-

nal tints, furnished a grateful shade. As Elizabeth

Paton was continuing her way, she noticed a man
seated under a tree at a little distance ahead, and

smoking a pipe. She thought nothing of it until

she approached nearer—when an ejaculation of sur-

prise burst from his lips; and as ho started up, the

ferocious and never-to-be-forgotten countenance of

Chiffin the Cannibal was revealed to her view.

She recoiled with ineffable horror from the pre-

sence of that wretch whose bauds she knew to be

stained with gore. She had never seen him since

the murd«r in the barge; and that murder she

knew at the time he had committed : for tho reader

will remember how she expressed herself to Solomon

Patch with disgust and aversion upon the subject.

But if she had not seen Chifhn since then, she had

read of him ; and the newspapers had informed her

of another deed of blood that he had committed

—

namely, the assassination of that same Solomon

Patch and his wife. No wonder therefore that

Elizabeth Paton should recoil from his presence

when he thvig suddenly ftavted up before her, as if

it were a hideous reptile springing at her from the

hedge in the shade of which he had been seated.

But ChilTin mistook that abrupt movement on her

part as indicative only of astonishment at thus falling

in with him : for he could not suppose that one who
Lad played the part of a daring highway-woman,
could be Tei7 nice as to her sentiments in respect to

the deeper and darker crimes which he had com-

mitted. Besides, he was totally ignorant of the fact

that she was the Marquis of Eaglcdean's daughter

:

he had no idea of the great change which had taken

place in her position : and when he thus beheld her

liandsomely attired, it excited no iiupidon of ths

'ort, inasmuch as she had always been wont to drew
uith elegance.

" What, Lady Bess l" he exclaimed, a grim smile

of satisfaction appearing upon his villanous coim-

tenance. " Who the deuce would have expected to

see you here? You look like one just dropped

from the clouds. It's quite a pleasure, I declare,

to fall in with an old acquaintance in this manner I

Why, I really don't think you and mc have ever

met since that business at Hornsey—at Beech Tree

Lodge, you know "

While the Cannibal was thus speaking, Elizabeth

Paton had time to collect her ideas. The conviction

instantaneously struck her that it would be the

height of imprudence to make an enemy of Chiffin.

He knew too much of her antecedents when she wa«
pursuing her criminal though wildly romantic career,

for her to feel herself sufficiently strong in her own
new position to provoke him. He might travel

out of his way to do her a mischief ; and as for her

taking any step to surrender him up to justice,

it was for the same reasons altogether out ot the

question. Painfully humiliating, and fraught with

a poignant remorse, were these reflectiors for the

Marquis of Eagledean's daughter, as they flashed

through her mind : but nevertheless she was com-

pelled to endure them—and they were moreover

suggestive of that prudential course which she

found it necessary to pursue towards the Cannibal.

We need scarcely add that it never for an instant

entered her mind to tell him of that change in her

circumstances to which we have alluded : for such

a proceeding, by proclaiming herself to be well ofl^

would only lay her open to his cupidity and extor-

tions.

" And what are you doing here ?" she asked, con-

quering her repugnance so far as to speak without

betraying the horror she felt at his presence.
" Oh ! the usual thing—a little business in hand,

you may very well guess," he replied with another

grin.

" But this is rather a singular neighbourhood as

a field for your exploits—is it not?" inquired Eliza-

beth, who felt, she knew not why, a growing curiosity

to discover what had brought the Cannibal to the

vicinage of Tonbridge.
" Why, you see I've got a good job in hand—and

a deuced good employer too," responded Cliiffin.

" And that's not all either : for there's a little bit of

personal feeling in the matter. But I suppose

you've heard ofmy exploits lately—hav'n't your"

—

and now his features assumed an expression of grim
and hideous significancy.

" I have heard so much," repHed Miss Paton,

with an inward shudder, but with perfect outward
calmness, " that I am surprised you trust yourself

abroad Idjc this in the day-light."

" A\'ho the deuce would recognise mc down nere ?

Howsuniever, as I was saying, I suppose you've
heard of that business about Madge Somers—and
that t'other business in Agar Town ? I understand
Madge Somers is in a fair way to recover : but those

chaps, Dcvcril and old Gunthorpc—or the Marquis
of Eagledean, as I now understand he is—gave
information to the police about Madge's business;

and it was that which made me keep out of the way
at the time I thought of doing t'other afl'air in

Agar T«wn."
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Elizabeth Paton had kept her countenance ad-

mirably when her own father's name was mentioned

by the Cannibal : but she naturally felt still more
curious than at first to learn what had brought

him into this neighbourhood; and the suspicion

had all in an instiint flashed to her mind, in conse-

quence of what he said about a personal feeling in

the business he had in hand, that it might possibly

be connected wth the Marquis.
" So you see. Lady Bess," resumed the ruffian,

not for an instant apprehending that he was talking

to one whose mode of life had entirely changed;

for Lord Harold himself was ignorant of Elizabeth

Paton's antecedents, and therefore had said nothing

on the subjeet to the Cannibal,—" you see that I

owe that old Gunthorpe a turn for blabbing to the

police about me; and now I am likely to have

satisfaction. But you hav'n't yet told mp what you
are doing in these parts."

" The fact is," answered Elizabeth, " I have got

nothing to do, Chiffin. I came down here a few
days back in the hope of doing a certain thing ; and
so I took quiet lodgings in the town—dressed myself
out smart—and no doubt pass as a very respectable

lady : but all the while I was making secret inquiries

to help me in the business I had in hand. And now
that I have got all the information I wanted, the

fellows I told to come down and join me here, have
not made their appearance ; and I have learnt that

they are in trouble, and not likely to come. The
consequence is, I have got no one to help me in

this little aifair : and I cannot possibly do it alone."

"Can't I help you?" demanded Chiffin. "The
business I have come about, I dare say will be over

to-night——But then, though, when I come to

think of it," he added seriously, " I shall have to

cut and run immediately after; and so it's no use

talking. And yet," he went on to say, still thought-

fully, "my business may not come off to-night : for

it all depends on some inquiry which my employer
has got to make in a certain quarter : so you may
just as well tell me what you thought of doing, and
I'll see if I can help you. But is it pretty safe?

and is there much to be got by it P Don't let it

turn out as that affair with the two lawyers did,

when you got so nicely took."
" On the contrary," responded Elizabeth Paton,

" it is qiute safe—iind there is plenty to be got by
it. You have already mentioned a name which I
had uppermost in my own mind "

"What's that?" asked the Cannibal quickly.

« Eagledean's ?"

"Just so," rejoined Elizabeth-
" The deuce it is !" ejaculated Chiffm. " Well,

this is odd ! Then I suppose you meant a crack at

the Park?"
" That is precisely what I did mean. The Mar-

quis has a mint of money with him, and always
keeps it in his room at night."

" A mint of money ?" echoed the Cannibal, Ids

eyes sparkhng with reptile-like glare at the infor-

mation. " But what sort of inquiries have you
made?"

'• All that are necessary," answered Elizabeth

Paton: "and what is more, one of the i'etnale-

servants at Edenbridge Park is in league with me.
But of course she and I couldn't do it alone

;

the Marquis might awake— an alarm might be

rwscJ "

" I understand all about it," interrupted Chiffin

:

"you must have some sturdy resolute chap who
would knock him on the head in a minute. Well,

I'm your man."
" Indeed ! you will undertake it ?" cried Eliza-

beth, affecting to be much rejoiced, while she in-

wardly shuddered at the murderous way in which
the ruffian had alluded to her father.

"To be sure!" rejoined Chiffin; "and what's

more, I shall be able to do two jobs in one. Well.

the longer I think of it, the more odd seems this

coincidence, as your learned folks would call it.

Why, what do you think, Lady Bess ? My business

is also at the Park."

"Then some one that I had spoken to on th«

subject, must have given you the idea, witliout

mentioning how he himself got it?"—and Elizabeth

Paton affected indignation at this feigned betrayal

of a scheme altogether imaginary : for the reader

wiU very well comprehend that the purport of all

she was saying was merely to draw the Cannibal

out.

•' No, nothing of the sort," he responded. " Nona
of your pals has nosed upon you : 'cos why, I hav'n't

seen any such fellers for a long time past. It's a

coincidence, as I just now said, and that's all."

" Then yon also meant a burglary at the Park ?"

observed Elizabeth inquiringly.

" Summut more than that. I meant to put old

Gunthorpe—Eagledean I mean—out of the way
;

and deuced well I am to be paid for it too. Why,
what do you think ? I have been hiding in Saxon-

dale Castle, all the way down in Lincolnshu-e, for

some weeks past: and the chap that wanted me to

knock old Eagledean off the hooks, came and found

me out on purpose. So you see what a necessary

sort of blade I am to some folks."

" Indeed you must be !" responded Elizabeth.

"But who is this person that thus sought you
out ?"

" Well, I don't know that I need exactly tell

that," replied Caitlln: "'cos why, it's nothing to

om' present purpose."
" Oh, of course not 1" quickly exclaimed the lady,

not choosing to appear too curious, for fear of

exciting the Cannibal's suspicions.

We pause a moment to state the real rea3<jn why
Cliiffm would not be explicit on that point to

Elizabeth Paton. It was not that he mistrusted

lier, or that he had the slightest misgiving as to Ih.^

truth of all she was saying : but it was because he

calculated that if, by means of murder, Lord Harold

Staunt(m should become Marquis of Eagledean. lie

(Chiffin) would have a constant hold upon him.

Tiie possession of that tremendous secret would

enable him—even from America, whitlior he i>ur-

posed to betake himself—to make incessant drains

upon the young nobleman's purse ; and he diii not

choose any other person, by the knowledge of the

same secret, to have a share in that prospective

system of extortion.

" Well," he resumed, " suppose you and me,

Lady Bess, club together in this business? Tlio

fact is that you can supply tlx- very informalioii

my employer is now endeavouring to get at."

" And what is that ?" inquired Elizabeth.

" The room wherO old Eagledean sleeps at the

Park. Once lei me know ihut, and I would bo

bound to gel in. But if so be you know it alreudj
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—as of course you do, since you have got a friend

inside the premises—the whole thing can be man-

aged as comfortable as possible; and you and me
can share a jolly lot of swag."

" Agreed !" exclaimed Elizabeth. " Nothing will

suit me better than to have such a companion as

you in this business."

" And now about the arrangements, then ?" said

the Cannibal.
" They can be settled in a few minutes," answered

Elizabeth : then drawiug forth a letter from her

reticule, she tore off a blank page; and with a

pencil, which she likewise had at hand, prepared

to make a sketch to suit her own views. " Lend

me your hat, Chiifin," she said, " that I may convert

it into a table."

The ruffian gave her his hat; and sitting on the

bank by his side, she placed the paper upon the

crown, and commenced her sketeh, explaining the

meaning of the details as she went on.

"This is the front of the house, you see; and

here is the portico of the entrance. The top of it

is level with the first-floor windows. One of the

windows, you perceive, looks upon that portico,

which is flat at the top. The window belongs to a

small room wliich is unoccupied. A rope may be

thrown out—you could climb up it—and so get on

the top of the portico."

" But how's the rope to be throwed out ?" asked

Chiffin. " I wouldn't trust that servant-friend of

your's : it might be all a plant on her part."

" But you would trust me, Chifiin," said Eliza-

beth Paton, " if I were to get inside the house and

fasten the rope for you to clamber up by ?"

"To be sure! But why not, if you are once

inside, creep down stairs and open one of th«

doors ?"

" For the simple reason," replied Elizabeth,

" that the Marquis takes very good csiro to have

all the keys delivered into his hand every night

before he goes to bed."

"Then how will you got in?" demanded the

Cannibal.

"The woman-servant will let me up into her

own chamber before the house is fastened for the

night. In short, I should dress myself in humbler

appar«l— as I have done before—and go and visit

her as a friend; so that it would not seem odd

before the other servants for her to offer me part

of her bed for the night. She of coui-se must have

A third shai-e of whatever we get, as she will have

to decamp directly the business is done."

" Ah ! now I begin to see better into all your

arrangements," said the Cannibal. " I suppose

that you would creep down from the servant's

chamber to that room looking on the portico, and

get the rope in readiness ? Well, so far so good

:

but what about dogs, or watchmen, or what not,

on the premises at night ?"

"Nothing of the sort to be apprchondcd," an-

swered Elizabeth. "There are no watckmen—and
the dogs are at the back of the building. You see

that 1 have made the minutest in(iuirics ; and the

arrangomenis I am now proposing to you, are

precisely those I intended to have had carried out,

if those fellows that I spoke of Lad come to their

appointment."
" And it's lucky they hav'n't," exclaimed Chifiin :

••'cos why, the thing has now fell into niv hands.
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Depend upon it we'll do tha business as snug •
possible. But why not one of them windows on
the ground-floor ?"

" Because," returned EUzabeth qmckly, for she

had a prompt answer to every objection that might

be raised to her proposed scheme, " there is a porter

who sleeps in a little room next to the entrance-

hall ; and he would be sure to hear the opening of

the shutters of a ground-floor window."
" Then one of the windows at the back of the

house ?" suggested Chiffin.

" No—for have I not already told you that there

are dogs in the rear of the premises ? and though

they are chained up, they would of course raise s
disturbance. Depend upon it, I have well weighed

every part of my plan—and I know it is the best.

I have been two or three times already to the

premises, and therefore know perfectly well that

all I tell you is accurate."

" Then let it be as you say :"—and Chiffin con-

firmed his assent with a terrible oath.

" Precisely at midnight," said Elizabeth Fatoo,
" I shall expect you."

"And I sha'n't fail," rejoined the Cannibal.
" But you must get the rope and all them kind of

things."

" Trust to me," answered Elizabeth. " And now
good-bye till we meet again at midnight."

" Good-bye, Lady Bess : and I hope we shall

have luck."

The Marquis of Eagledean's daughter then took

her departure from the spot where she had thus

remained conversing with the Cannibal for the best

part of an hour ; and as she disappeared from his

view he said to himself, " Well, this is a lucky job

!

Who would have thought it ? Instead of getting

a beggarly five himdred pounds, as Lord Harold

promised me, there's every chance of sacking some

thousands. She said a mint of money. That must

mean a jolly lot : but at all events, whatever I do

get as my share, will be so much gained over and

above Lord Harold's five hundred. I didn't tell

her who my employer is : that wouldn't have done.

I must kcffp it all to myself. And I sha'n't tell

him cither anything about my meeting with Lady

Bess. He might refuse to have anything more

to do in the business, if he learnt that I had let

another into the job : he might even think better

of it, and make his peace with his imcle by confess-

ing the whole affair. Or he might raise objections,

and say that it's his own money that I mean to

help myself to in Eagledean's room. No—I will

be mum upon the business. And now for another

pipe."

The Cannibal continued to smoke for upwards of

an hour after he had made these reflections ; and at

the expiration of that time Lord Harold joined him

at the spot where he was awaited. But how changed

was the young nobleman's appearance! He was

dressed in threadbare garments, cut after a foreign

fashion, and which he had purchased at an old-clothes

shop in London. He had a great slouching hat which

shaded his countenance—a red wig—and an im-

mouse beard fasteuod \\ith giun to his chin. Lidced

it ascended to tlie cheek-bones, thus concealing all

the lower part cf his face. He wore a moustache

loo—and had died his eyebrows with rod ochre: so

that altogether his own mother, were she aliTe,

would not have recognised him. He had studied t«
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give himself the air of a distressed foreigner ; and

therein he had fully succeeded. It was in this guise

that he had joined Chiffin at Tonbridge early in the

morning of the day of which we are writing ; and

they had made an appointment to meet again at

the spot where we now behold them.
" Well, my lord," said the Cannibal as Harold

accosted him :
" what news ?"

"None," replied Staunton, in a tone of bitter

vexation.
" None ?" echoed ChifBn. " Then what have you

been about ?"

"I have been to the Park—or rather in the

neighbourhood of it—and I watched for the appear-

ance of one of the servants that I might get into

discourse with him. But none fell in my way ; and

I was afraid of loitering about in the vicinity

too long. I really do not know what is to be done.

I see that this plan of mine will not do
"

" Well, I thought all along, my lord," observed

Chiffin, " when you first told me of it this morning,

that it was a queerish proceeding on your part—and

a dangerous one too."

" How dangerous ?" ejacidated Harold. " Why,
you yourself did not know me on my appearing be-

fore you ! How then could one of those domestics

be likely to recognise me hereafter ? But it is use-

less to discuss the matter. Some other means must
be tried."

" If you will leave it to me, my lord," said the

Canuibal, "I'll stake my existence that without any
of these circumbendibus rigs, I'll go and find out in

a few hours all that's necessary to know to enable

me to do the business to-ivght."

" But how will you proceed ?" demanded Lord
Hsrold. " Observe ! it is absolutely requisite to

discover which is the bed-chamber of the Marquis."
" I know how requisite it is," rejoined the Canni-

bal :
" but don't you bother yourself how I shall

proceed. Perhaps I don't yet know that much my-
self. I shall trust to circumstances. But I say

again, that if I don't find out all I want, I'll eat my
own head."

"I am so fearful you will be recognised and

apprehended," said Lord Harold. " From what
you told me, my uncle knows you well

"

" But if I choose to run the risk as a stepping-

stone towards getting my five hundred pounds,"

observed ChifHn, " what's the odds to you ? If you
had let me go about the work in the first instance,

you wouldn't have had all this bungling."
" Perhaps not," said Lord Harold, reflecting

profoundly. "Well," he exclaimed, after a long

pause, " a«ay with you ! I see that I must trust

it all in your hands."
" You can't do better, my lord. But where shall

we meet again ?"

" It is now one o'clock," said Harold, consulting

his watch, which was however carefully concealed

inside the pocket of his threadbare waistcoat. " It

will take you a good hour to reach the neighbour-

hood of the Park : let us allow a couple of hour.s

for your purpose—and another hour to return. I

will remain here therefore till five o'c)(<ck : or n(

least I will i:ot be fur from the spot. If you do not

come by five, I shall go and wait for you at that

public-house where, as you told me, you slept Inft

wight."

" Well and gooil," answered the Cannibal : and

he forthwith walked away at a good pace, as if fully

in earnest to execute the commission which he had

undertaken.

But, as the reader may well suppose, he did

not find it necessary to proceed very far—being

already in possession of all the information that wag

required—or at least thinking himself to be thus

well informed. After walking about a mile across

the fields, he stretched himself comfortably down
under another hedge, and began smoking anew.

Then he repaired to a lonely ale-house in a bye.

lane, where he refreshed himself; and thus he

managed to while away the time until the appointed

hour for rejoining Lord Harold.

On returning to the spot where he had left the

young nobleman, he found him anxiously awaiting

his re-appearance ; and throwing an expression of

satisfaction into his countenance, he declared that

he had obtained all the requisite information for the

accomplishment of the murderous purpose that was
entertained.

CHAPTER CXXIII.

ELIZABETH PATOS's CHAMBBB.

On leaving Chiffih the Cannibal, Elizabeth Paton

lost no time in repairing to the hotel at which she

had left the carriage; and it being soon got in

readiness, she returned to Edenbridge Park. On
alighting at the mansion, she learnt from the hall-

porter that Mr. Hawkshaw had arrived, and that

he had gone out in company with Frank and Adol-

phus to view the grounds. Elizabeth hastily as-

cended to her own chamber—put off" her bonnet

and shawl—and then descended to seek her father.

Ascertaining that he was in the library, she pro-

ceeded thither; and found him pacing slowly to and

fro in a thoughtful mood. On his side he at once

saw by his daughter's countenance that she had

something important to speak of; and she at once

gave him to understand that such was the case.

She began to explain to him everything that had

occurred between herself and Chillin—all she had

succeeded in gleaning from his lips—and how she

had devised a scheme for inveigling him into the

mansion. The reader will observe that she was

unacquainted with the name of the person who had

sought Chiflin out in his concealment at Saxondale

Castle, and who was empktying him to do the foul

deed of murder of which he had spoken.

"Now, my dear Elizabeth," said the Marquis,

who had listened with deep attention, but likewiiie

with the most painful feelings, "you have thrown n

complete light upon a suV>jeet which was perplexing

inc at the instant you entered. Yes—there can

be no doubt of it !—the villanous employer of this

dreadful man is no other than my owu nephew

Harold Staunton
!"

"Is it possible?" ejaculated Elizabeth, «-ifh

liorror depicted in her countenance. "But how

know you this, dear father ?"

The Marquis procrcdcd to give rxjiliinatidns in

I, is (urn,— reciting all that Mr. Hawkshaw had told

him relative tn the inystfvi.uis visit of Lord Harold,

w itli .some rulli: astlo.

That this nillian was none .itlii-r tluiii ChitHn, was

now evident fmm what he hiuiNtlf had toi.l Eliza-
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ll»eth : and equally clear was it that Lord Harold

imiat be the Cannibal's employer in the murderous

denigTi against the Marquis. But then arose the

questions— wherefore Lord Harold and Chiffin

should have matle that burglarious incursion into

Lady Saxondale's bed-chamber at the Castle ? and

what it was the young nobleman had so diligently

sought for in the cupboard ? As a matter of course

these were mysteries that defied all conjecture on

the part of Lord Eagledcan and his daughter Eliza-

beth : nor did tliat burglarious inroad appear to

connect itself with the present scheme which by

such a strange combination of circumstances had

come to their knowledge.
" You know, my dear Elizaboth," said the Mar-

quis, " that after my excursion into Lincolnshire to

rescue Harold from the power of Lady Sasondale,

I at once sent him abroad, without permitting him
to remain an unnecessary hour in England, and

without inviting him to Stamford Manor. That he

did go abroad, I am well assured, inasmuch as I

heard of him through a friend at Bruges—and sub-

sequently I received a letter from the young man
himself, written at Boulogne. I knew not then that

Lady Saxondalc was on the Continent : this fact I

only learnt to-day from Mr. Hawkshaw. That she

and Harold have met, I feel convinced. I can read

it all! That fiend of a woman has inspired him
with the heinous idea of taking my life, so that he

may at once succeed to my title and estates. Hence
his stealthy return to England—hence his seeking

out the villain Chiffin, with whom I have the best

possible reason for knowing that Lady Saxondale

was at one time in correspondence. However, Pro-

vidence has interposed in my behalf; and through

this fortuitous meeting of yourself and Chiffin, my
vile nephew's design is made known to us."

" Heaven be thanked," said Elizabeth fervently,

" that we shall thus be enabled to frustrate it
!"

" But I do not altogether understand, my dear

Elizabeth," observed the Marquis, " the project that

you have in view."

" Let mc explain it fully, my dear father," re-

turned his daughter; "and you can then inform me
whether you appi-ovc of it. In dealing with Chiffin,

I felt that I had two distinct objects to gain—two

distinct ends to keep in view. The first and para-

mount object was not merely to baffie his design

against yourself, but also to extort from him the

fullest confession in respcft to his employer : for I

felt that it would not be merely sufficient to save

your valuable life from the present diabolical de-

sign, but also to obtain a complete insight into the

details of the foul conspiracy—so that by learning

who the prime mover is, j-ou might ho lully on your

guard for the future. This was one object. But
observe !—I felt at once that the utmost prudence,

blended with no small degree of cunning, was re-

quisite to accomplish these aims. Suppose tliat in-

stead of devising a scheme for entrapping Chilliu

into a snare, I had merely given you such informa-

tion as would enable you te frustrate his nefarious

project :—in that case, even though he were liandcd

over to justice, he might have retained secret until

the last the name of his employer."
<' I understand you, my dear Elizabeth : you have

explained one of the two objects you had in view. 1

think, my dour girl, tha. 1 can fatliom the other

—

but proceed Ui develop it in your ow n words."

"Father," resumed the lady, in a mournful
'^oice, " it is a painful topic very painful : but
nevertheless it must be touched upon. You cannot
have forgotten that when I narrated to you tha
history of my past career, it transpired to your
knowledge that Chilfin and I were no strangers to

each other. In short, he is acquainted with much
of that dread portion of my history on which I
can only retrospect with the profoundest sorrow.
Being thus acquainted with my antecedents, it

needs but a single word from his lips to proclaim
to the world what your daughter has been. I
should be covered with ignominy and disgrace:

nay, more—my personal safety would be endan-
gered; for in the special case of that a<lventure

with Marlow and Malton, the identity which could
not be established at Dover, might be indubitably

fixed by a revelation or confession firom the lips of

Chiffin. Therefore it occurred to me in a moment,
that as I dared not make an enemy of that man
unless I got him completely into my own power,
it was absolutely necessarj- to ensnare him in some
trap craftily devised to catch him—and then dictate

terms to which he would be but too glad to listen.

By such a proceeding I foresaw that tUl my objects

would be gained : the plot against your valuable

life would be frustrated—the name of his employer
would be elicited—and measures might be taken

to induce him to leave the country on terms that

would likewise seal his lips in respect to his know-
ledge of my antecedents. Eest assured, dear father,

that as all these calculations swept through my
mind, I experienced a terrible repugnance at being

compelled to make terms with a ruthless assassin,

instead of sufTcriug him to be handed over to

justice. But I thought that if my own reputation

could be saved, while at the same time he should

be disarmed of any power of injuring you for the

future,—you would prefer the adoption of such a
course."

" Can I hesitate for a moment, my dear child, to

approve of your proceedings ?" exclaimed the Mar-
quis. "Yes— most assuredly I do approve of

them !"

"And I thought," continued Elizabeth, " that by
the scheme I had devised, Chiffin might be brought

face to face with you and me alone—that his entry

being efl'ected without the slightest chance of alarm-

ing any of the household, the transaction which is

to mark the coming night would rest between ua

tlu-ee—and that not another inmate of the mansion

need be one whit the wiser."

" With this view your plans have been admirably

taken," said the Marquis ;
" and you have displayed

an extraordinary dt'grce of self-possession and forc-

Ihought in dealing with that villain. Yes, Elizabeth

—the whole affair shall be kept a j)rofound secret.

I had already told Hawkshaw not to mention to any

one that he liad brought me evil intelligence con-

(•erning my nephew. More than he already knows,

he need not be made acquainted with : it is not ne-

cessary for him to be informed of the additional

due that has been obtained to the unravelmcnt of

Harold's execrable intentions. As for your mother,

.\dolphus, or Frank,—they need know notliiug at

all Ln respect to these proceedings : it would be

worse than useless to distress their minds. And
now, Elizabeth, let us arrange all the details for tlw

efficient carrying-out of the scheme wliicli you
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yourself have initiated to disarm tliis dreadful man

for the future, and rid the. country of his presence."

The father and daughter accordingly deliberated

for some httle time longer : but it is not here neces-

sary to record any more of their conversation.

Suffice it to observe that for the remainder of the

day they maintained an outward air of composure,

—so that the Marchioness of Eagledean, Adolphus,

Frank, and the Squire, were very far from suspect-

ing that for the coming night they had such impor-

tant proceedings in view.

It was the custom of the Marquis of Eagledean,

his family, and his household, to keep good hours

:

but on the present occasion, having Mr. Hawkshaw
as their guest, they could not retii-e quite so early

as was their wont. But soon after eleven o'clock

the inmates of Edenbridge Park had sought their

respective chambers: and an observer from the

outside, might have seen the various lights extin-

guishing one by one. Such an observer there was

:

namely, ChiiTin the Cannibal—who a little before

midnight reached the vicinage of the place ; and

scaling the fence which encompassed the groimds

in the midst of which the mansion stood, he

traversed the park, bending his steps towards the

entrance-portico.

We must now explain that the particular window

which Elizabeth had described to the Cannibal, be-

'onged to her own dressing-room, whence a side-

door communicated with her sleeping chamber.

Immediately on retiring thither, at about half-past

eleven, she suffered her maid to assist in disap-

parelling her of the rich and elegant raiment wliich

luul. constituted her evening toilet—and likewise to

loosen the masses of her raven hau-, which now
floated in dark luxuriance over her shoulders. She

thus accepted as usual the services of the abigail, in-

asmuch as it would have seemed strange to dispense

witJi attentions that were invariably rendered : but

Elizabeth hastened to dismiss the maid as soon as

possible ; and the moment she was alone she extin-

guished the tapers, so that ChifEn from the outside

might not behold lights burning in the windows con-

tiguous to that wliereby his entry was to be effected.

But it was a beautiful moonlit night ; and the ar-

gentine lustre, pouring into Miss Baton's chamber,

served to guide her in whatsoever moi*e she had to

d.i.

She put on a morning wrapper ; and then taking

from a chest of drawers a pair of pistols which her

father had lent licr, she placed them conveniently

at the foot of lier bed, within the shade of the cur-

tain. From the same drawers she drew forth

a large coil of stout cord; and then passing into

the dressing-room, she attached one end to a massive

piece of furniture which was there, and which

being against the wall near the window, would
prove a sufficient resistance against any weight

that the rope might have to sustain. Scarcely was
this arrangement accomplished, when a gentle tap

at the bed-room door met her ears ; and she has-

tened to open it. It was her father, the Marquis
of Eagledean, who entered. A tew rapidly whis-

pered words were exclianged between them ; and
he proceeded to conceal himself in the deep shade
of the curtains at the head of the bed.

Elizabeth re-locked the chamber door, and passed
agam into the dressing-room. There she gently and
noiselessly opened (he window; and just at that

I moment she beheld the form of the Cannibal cross-

ing the gravel-road forming the carriage-drive that

led up to the front of the portico. She tlu-cw out

the rope, so that it hung over the edge of the low

parapet surrounding the top of that portico. She
felt the cord tighten in the grasp of the Cannibal

:

he clambered up with considerable dexterity; and

his grim ferocious countenance soon appeared above

the level of the parapet. The moonlight streamed

fully upon his features ; and without saying a word,

he bestowed upon Elizabeth Baton a significant look

of satisfaction at the manner in which she had thus

far carried out her arrangements with him. He
stood upon the summit of the portico: she beckoned

him to enter—and he introduced himself through

the window into the dressing-room.
" We will draw up the rope," she said in a low

whisper, " in case any one should happen to pass

that way while you are engaged inside:"—and
having done so, she likewise closed the window as

noiselessly and carefully as she had opened it.

ChifEn had his club in his hand ; and Elizabeth

Baton knew that she must be full well upon her

guard against any sudden blow which in his rage he
might deal her at the first instant of finding himself

caught in a trap. But her courage did not fail her;

on the contrary, it acquired additional force in pro-

portion to the growing emergency of circumstances.
" Tread gently," she said, in a low whisper so as

to keep up appearances to the very last moment

:

" and follow me."

Thus speaking, she led the way into the bed-

chamber,—the Cannibal walking as cautiously as if

he were treading upon eggs. Ehzabeth Baton
glided on a few feet in front of him :—from the foot

of the bed she snatched up one of the pistols she

had deposited there ; and her left arm she kept in

readiness to ward off a blow from the ruffian's

cudgel, or else clutch ic with her hand, aa circum-

stances might direct.

All in an instant she turned round upon him. In
the brilliant moonlight did the pistol gleam before

his eyes ; and as she boldly grasped his club, she

said, " Not a word—not a movement—or you arc a

dead man !"

The villain was astounded : he was literally trans-

fixed with an astonishment so absorbing that it left

not even scope for an ebullition of rage. At the

same instant the Marquis of Eagledean stepped

from behind the cui-tains ; and in a low but hasty

voice, he said, " You are in our power ! If you raise

an alarm, you are lost
!"

Cliiffin's discomfitiu-e was complete. Elizabeth
Baton held one pistol within a foot of his forehead

:

the Marquis had presented another as ho spoke.

His hang-dog countenance grew pale as death :

hoiTible ideas swept hke a whirlwind through his

brain : the gibbet's noose seemed to be tightening

I'oimd his neck : the floor felt like a drop about to

give way underneath his feet.

" Yes—^you are in our power," said the Marquis,

hurriedly though firmly :
" but I tell yo\i at once

ihat what may be your fate dependa entirely upon
yourself."

"But what does it all mean?" asked Cliiffin,

whose brail! was in a complete whirl ; and yot bo
moved not a single inch : he was excited in one
sense with horriblo apprehensions—and appalled m
well aa astounded in another.
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"It ranans that you may purchase life and free-

dom," rcspouded Lord JEagledean, " if you do our

bidding."
" Well then, what is it ?" demanded the ruflian.

beginning to breatlie more freely: for it naturally

struck him that if he were really to be handed over

to the grasp of justice, the ofliecrs thereof would

likewise have been in ambush.
" It cannot be all explained in a moment," said

the Marquis. " You must suffer me to take from

about your person whatever means you may have

of doing mischief. But I warn you not to attempt

the slightest resistance : or one of these pistols will

level you on the floor."

" And you don't mean me any harm," growled

tlic Cannibal, " if I do as you wish P"

"Our present proceedings speak for themselves,"

replied Lord Eagledean. "If we had wished to

hand you over to the vengeance of the law, we
should not have been alone here to encounter you

:

and if it were your life I wanted, what is to prevent

me from at once sending a bullet through the

head of a man who thus burglariously enters my
house ?"

" Well then, I will trust you, my lord," said the

Cannibal: but he could not prevent his reptile-

eyes from glaring with diabolic malignity upon

Elizabeth Paton, whose demeanour was however

resolute and decided.

Tlie ruffian surrendered up his club to the Mar-

quis, who then proceeded to search his pockets,

—

Elizabeth standing by with the pistol pointed

towards his head. A knife and a phial—the latter

carefully enveloped in a piece of brown paper so as

to prevent it from breaking—were the two prin-

cipal articles thus discovered about the person of

the ensnared Cannibal.

" Now," said Lord Eagledean, " sit down in that

chair—and listen to what I have to say,—truth-

fully answering me likewise such questions as I

may have to put."

The Cannibal obeyed ; and m he placed himself

in a large arm-chair whicli the Marquis had in-

dicated, the pistol that Elizabeth Paton held in her

hand, still pointed towards his head. He thus saw

that although life and liberty were promised him
on some conditions yet to be explained, those who
had him in their power were nevertheless resolved

to enforce their purposes and dictate their terms

with unflinching resolution. If for an instant the

idea of a sudden assault upon them both and a

desperate attempt at escape, entered the rufRan's

brain, it was immediately discarded : so utterly at

their mercy did he find himself—and so impossible

was it to render his condition worse by hearmg
what they had to say.

"I have already promised," said the Marquis,
" that you shall be treated with consideration if you
do as wo desire : and I will not fly from my word.

You have to choose bctwson (wo alternatives ; and

I will at once present them to your view. One is,

that upon i)ulling this bell,"—and the Marquis, as

he spoke, caught hold of a silken cord hanging

against the wall,—" the whole household will rush

hither to seize upon the man for whom Newgate
yawns: and I need not remind you of the fate

upon which you would thus rush. The other alter-

native is, that if you will confess everything that I

tlcsiro to know, and give me proof that what you

-ay is correct, I will allow you to go hence—I will

furnish you with a sum of money to take yoursell

' ut of England—1 wiU make such arrangements

that on your arrival in the United States you shall

receive the sum of one thousand guineas. Now,
which alternative do you select f"

"As if there was a qu(?stion !" exclaimed Chiffin

eagerly : then a.s a sudden gloom settled again

upon his fUabolical dunteuance, he sairl, " But
how do I know that all this is to turn out as you
say—and that when you have got out of me what
you want to know, you won't give me up to justice

all the same ?"

" For this reason," answered the Marquis,—" that

my own nephew has instigated you to a fiendish

deed ; and that I would fain spare that miserable

young man from the damning ignominy of ex
posure, which must inevitably take place if you are

surrendered up to justice."

" Well, my lord," observed ChifRn, evidently

satisfied with this response, " it dftes look as if you
was in earnest, and as it's all the same to me who I

serve, as long as I get paid for my pains, I may just

as well turn round on that precious nephew of

your's as not. So now go on, my lord—and I'll be
bound to say I'll convince you that the answers I
give to your questions are the true ones."

" Eespond briefly therefore, and in a straight-

forward manner," said the Marquis ;
" so that the

present scene may be brought all the more speedily

to an end. In the first place, how came Lord Harold
to know you were secreted in Saxondale Castle ?"

" 'Cos why, my lord, Lady Saxondale told him as

how I was the properest felJer to do the little busi.

ness he had in hand."
" And for what purpose did you and he pay that

visit to Lady Saxondale's chamber, when you
alarmed the servant-girl who was sleeping there?"

" By jingo !" exclaimed Chifiin, in astonishment,
" your lordship knows everything ! Why, you see,

I myself wasn't aware till this morning what it was
Lord Harold searched for in the cupboard, of which
he had the key in his possession. But to-day he let

me into that secret. The little bottle, my lord, which

you just now took out of my pocket, is what your

nephew wanted in that there cupboard at Saxondale

Castle."

" And what does it contain ?" inquired the Mar-
quis, though he more than half suspected.

" A pison, my lord, one drop of which would kill

a helephant, and therefore quite enough to give a

man his gruel."

In the clear moonlight which flooded the chamber,

the Marquis of Eagledean and Elizabeth Paton ex-

changed looks of unutterable horror at this dreadful

announcement.
" And I suppose, then," continued the JIarquis,

" that you were to use this deadly venom against

me Harold's ovrn uncle !" ho added, in a voice

that suddenly sank with the force of the emotions

1 agitating in his breast.

" Well, i»y lord, that's about the rights of it,"

answered Cliillin :
" and so I think that if you put

two and two together, you'll see how nice all the

circumstances fit into their proper places, and that

I therefore am speaking the truth."

"Woidd to heaven that there were room for

doubting you !" ejaculated Lord Eagledean :
" but

there is not :"—then subduing his emotions, and
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Bpeaking with renewed calmness, he said, " Where

is Lord Harold now ?"

" At Tonbridgo, my lord :"—and ChifTin proceeded

to explain tlie exact spot where he had appointed to

meet Lord Harold Staunton at four o'clock in the

morning, by which time it was supposed that every-

thing in respect to the contemplated tragedy would

be accomplished, and that he (Chiffin) would have

had ample leisure to reach that trysting-placo.

" But you would not have me believe," said the

Marquis of Eagledean, " that my nephew has ren-

tured undisguised into the neighbourhood of this

domain ?"

"Undisguised?" ejaculated Chiffin. "I'd be

I'oimd that if your lordship met him face to face in

the open street and in the broad daylight, you

wouldn't know him:"—and he then proceeded to

describe the exact appearance which Lord Harold

Staunton now wore in the disguise he had as-

sumed.

"That you have answered truthfully to all my
questions, I am certain," said the Marquis :

" for I

was inform(^d by one of the labom-ers on my •estate,

that such an individual as you have described was

seen lurking about in the vicinage this morning. I

presume that you have nothing more to tell me ?

Indeed I have heard enough far, far too much !

I will now keep my word. But yet I have two

tilings more to say. In the first place, what guaran-

tee have I that when you go hence you will not at

once proceed to the appointed spot and warn Lord

Harold that all is discovered ?"

" Why should I ? " demanded the Cannibal.

" Do you think, my lord, I care one single farthing

for your nephew ? Not a bit on't ! Besides, even

il' I did, I know from what you have said that you

only mean to give him a blowing-up ; and then I

dare say it will be all over. No—I sha'n't trouble

myself any more about him."
" Listen !" ejaculated the Marquis, as a thought

struck him. " The amount of money which you will

fmd in the United States will depend on the fidelity

with which you keep this promise not to go and

warn my nephew of the failure and discovery of his

detestable plot. But now to the other subject on

which I had to say a few words. You will get out

of England as quick as ever you can. It suits my
yiews—no matter for what reason—that everything

you know relative to this person,"—and he glanced

towards his daughter, whom for obvious reasons he

did not choose to proclaim as such in the Cannibal's

presence,
—" should be buj'ied in oblivion. Were

you out of mahce or spite to mention to any one the

incidents of her past life, it could not fail to reach

her ears, and would in due course be conveyed to

mine. I have promised that you shall lind a. thou-

sand guineas at a bank in New York ; and that pro-

mise I will fiiithfuUy keep. But if I find that you,

with equal fidelity, adhere to the several injunctions

I have given you, in three months' time I will remit

you a farther sum of five hundred guineas. These

remittances will be made through the American

house of Godson, Gooding, and Company at New
York : you eanuot fall to remember tl\e names.

And now I will give you one hundred guineas, that

vou may see your way clear to escape lut of the

country. I was about to add, for my own sake, that

it pains me nmeh, and mortifu^s me more than I can

express, to have thus to deal with such a one as you

:

but on my nephew's account I am dispost*! to show
you all this mercy, as well as to adopt the means <jl

removing you from a country whose laws vou hav«

outraged in the most criminal manner. On thia

subject, however, I Nvill say no more—unless it be to

express a hope that in another clime you may enter

upon another career, and that you may do your best

to make atonement for the hideous crimes you have

perpetrated in your native land."

" It's very pretty spoken, my lord," answered the

Cannibal ;
" and I think, what /vith the little bit of

advice, together with the blunt, I shall manage to

get on uncommon well amongst the Yankees."

The Marquis of Eagledean drew forth a packet

containing a hundretl guineas in gold ; with which

he had purposely provided himself ere* seeking his

daughter's, chamber ; and this amount he handed
to Chiffin.

" Now," he said, " depart by the same way that

you entered—so that there may be no possibility of

alarming any of the inmates of the house."

For tiie first time throughout this scene, which

had lasted about half-an-hour, the pistol was with-

drawn from the close vicinage of the Cannibal's

head ; aad securing the money about his person, he

passed into the dressing-room, followed by Lord

Eagledean,—Elizabeth Baton remaining behind in

the bod-chamber. The window was opened— he

rope was thrown out—and ChilBn slid down, oae \-

ing the ground in safety. The Marquis drew- up
the cord—closed the window—and returned to hu
daughter. Tliey congratulated each other upon the

success with which the project had been attended

;

but it was with renewed feelings of horror that they

contemplated the detestable conduct of Lord Harold

Staunton and the fiendish instigation of Lady
Saxondale.

Tlie Marquis bade Elizabeth " good night ;" and
taking the phial of poison away with him, hastened

to secure it in some safe place :—then, having visited

the chamber which he and the Marchioness occu-

pied, to give some excuse for having sat up so late

and likewise for the necessity of going stealthily

forth from the mansion at such an hour, he armed
himself with a pair of pistols—descended the stair>

case cautiously—and issued into the open air.

CHAPTER CXXIV.

THE CBOSS-BOADS.

In a lonely spot within about a mile of Tonbridge,

where two cross-roads met.. Lord Harold Staunton

was pacing to and fro with agitated steps. He wore

that same deep disguise which we have already

described, and beneath which he had hoj>ed to con-

ceal his identity from tlie knowledge of every one

save his accomplice in meditated crime.

It was now verging towards four o'clock in the

morning: he had not been in bed all night; and
though there was a piercing chill in tlie air, yet wm
he hot with the feverish state of his bbod. The
beautiful moonlight had disappeared ; and dark

clouds had gathered over the fatn? of heaven. A
low wind moaned through those trtX's which had

become completely denuded of their verdure, amd

rustled amidst the boughs to which a few dried and

crisping leaves still clung. Although the appoinU



THE MTBTEEIES GT THE COrET.

tnent wifti Chiffin was for four o'clock at this place,

yet Harold had been there since a little after two :

for he thought that if his agent's work were done

with more promptitude than was anticipated, he

would lose no time in joining him at that spot.

It was, as already said, a lonelj place ; and all

circumstances combined to render it gloomy enough.

The darkness which prevailed—the moaning of the

low wind—the rustling of the dead leaves on the

withering boughs, produced impressions which,

mingUng with the dread thoughts and fearful ap-

prehensions of Lord Harold Staunton, rendered him
80 nervous and restless, so uneasy and excited, that

there were moments when he felt as if to tarry

longer were impossible, and that he must fly preci-

pitately from that spot. But still it was absolutely

necessary to await the return of Chiffin—if he should

ever come at all. But why did the young nobleman
doubt his re-appearance? Did he suspect him of

any treachery in respect to the compact wliich

existed between them .'' No : but he feared lest

Ohiffin should fail in the enterprise which he hail

undertaken—-lest he should be captui-ed or killed

in the prosecution thereof. And if so, then farewell

to all the hopes which Harold had entertained ! But
even worse than mere disappointment might ensue.

For if taken alive, Chiffin might be induced to con-

fess everything: and who could tell to what an
extent an outraged uncle might in that case go with

the view of punishing a nephew who had soujjht his

life.

Such were the wild fears which kept sweeping

through the mind of that guilty young nobleman.

They recurred again and again : he could not banish

them. So far from that, they seemed to come back

eftch time with renewed force : he felt that his brain

was being worked up into the frenzy of a horrible

suspense—and every now and then he said to him-

self in a sort of desperation, " No, Cliiffiu coidd not

fail: he was so certain of success ! Doubtless it is

all over now—and I am Marquis of Eagledean !"

But then the moaning of the wind seemed to take

the accents of human tones; and the word '' Jlur-

derer" swept past his ears. And those rustling

leaves too—they seemed to be the voices of the dead
echoing that same dreadful sound, "Murderer!"
As he gazed upward, the very clouds appeared to

assume hideous shapes— colossal and fantastii

though fearfully api)alling : and thus on the face of

the heavens themselves did it seem as if the stupen-

dous tragedy which he supposed by this time to

have been performed at Edenbridge Park, was being

enacted all over again by those gigantic forms agi-

tating on the theatre of the air. And then too he

would recoil with a cold feeling of indescribable

horror, as the fancy suddenly struck him that he

beheld a pale and ghastly countenance looking at

him over one of the withering hedges which skirted

tlie roads ; and though ho knew it was but the

imagination, yet the idea increased the terror of hisi

thoughts and added to the sombre gWm of the

ame.
We have said that it was a spot where two cross-

vads met. At one of the angles formed by two of

Jie diverging routes, there stood a portion of a

thick upright piece of wood, which scorned to be the

remnant of a linger-post tiial once was tlure to

ndicate to wayfarers the names of the iliflircnt

j'aces to wliich the patlis led. Lord Harold every
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now and then stood for five minutes together at tliia

post, so as to commEind with his view the road up
which he thought it most Ukely ChifSn would come.

That is to say, he penetrated with his straining

eyes, as well as he was able, through the depth of

gloom, in the hope of discerning a human form
approaching. Bu ^11 was unbroken darkness there :

time was wearing on—four o'clock was now ap-

proaching—and as yet Chiffin came not.

" But he is sure to come," said Harold t<i hhnself,

as for the twentieth time he turned away from that

post and resumed his agitated walk. " Yes he will

come : he is certain to have succeeded—and he will

bring me the intelligence that I am Marquis of

Eagledean ! He will not deceive me, because I

told him that his reward was not to be paid until

rumour should confii-m the assm-ance of my uncle's

death. He thinks that we shall go to London to-

gether—or at least that we shall meet there in the

coui'se of the next night, by which time 1 shall have

ascertained that his tale is true. This is what he

thinks ; and therefore he will not deceive me. But
such is )iot my plan. When he comes—and I am
sure that he will come—his reward shall be at once

paid him ; and we shall separate—I hope never to

meet again. Then away to France—and there will

I affect to be travelling quietly and unostentatiously

as the other day I was, until messengers overtake

me to report that my ' uncle is dead, and that I am
Marquis of Eagledean. And then what horror

shall I pretend ! what distress shall I assume !

Hah ! what was that ?"

And in the midst of his dreadful musings, the

young nobleman stopped short and hstened. It

seemed like a human voice that met his ears. But
no : he felt assui-ed it was naught save the wind

—

that same wind which had already terrified and
startled him more than once since he had sought

this gloomy s|iot.

Retracing his way in the direction of the post,

he was again tilled with a sudden trepidation ; and
a glacial feeling of intense horror swept over him, as

a human voice once more appeared to reacli his ears.

He listened, while the cold perspiration stood out in

large drops upon his forehead, and all the blood

appeared to have stagnated in his veins. Yes

—

assuredly it was a human voice : but it was a sort

of low chaunt or crooning which he heard. And
now too he beheld some shape moving about n»'ar

the post. Gathering his courage, he advanced; aiki

when almost close up to the spot where the post

stood, he discerned tlu-ough the obscurity a wretched-

looking old raendii.'ant female tramping about,

—

half-muttering, half-chaunting some song tlie senso

of whii'h Harold could not catch.

" Ah ! who are you ?" she demanded, turning

abruptly round upon him as the sounds of his foot-

steps on the hard frosty ground met her ears.

He now perceived tliat she really was, as he had

fancied, a wretched ragged mendicant. She was

very short in stature, with bowed form, and a coun-

tenance the most liidcous and liorrible he had ever

in all his life beheld. It was shrivelled into a masa

of wrinkles: the mouth went in at a sharp angle

ilirougli the total loss of the teeth ; Mhilc the thin,

prominent, pointed nose gave a still sliarper and

ui'ire angular shape to the profile. She was in sooth

ii revolting object a shocking caricature of " the

human form divine,"—one of those hideous hags iu
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whose presence it is impossiblo to feel otherwise than

a sensation of mingled disgust, aversion, and fcai-.

Her eyes seemed to sliine with a reptile-light : there

was something of horrible sardonism blended with

maniac wildness in the expression of her features
;

—and her voice was shrill in some of its accents and

guttural in others.

"Ah ! who are you?" she had demanded, gazing

up from her own stunted form at the tall stature of

the disguised young nobleman. "A wanderer like

myself—but not quite a beggar like me, though :"

—and then she laughed hoiTibly.

" What are you doing here ?" inquired Lord
Harold, who could not help thinking that there was

eome meaning in her presence and a certain signifi-

cancy in her look.

" What am I doing here ?" she repeated. " Nightly

do my wandering st^ps bring me to this accursed

spot."

•' Accursed spot ?" echoed Harold, as if the term

had soraetliing which struck deep into his own con-

science. •' What mean you ?"

" I mean," responded the hag, "that over where

you are now standing, throe human forms have

swung in chains : on the very ground whore youi"

feet rest, was their victim's blood poui-ed out;—
and underneath yoiu* feet, were the rotting and

bla<'kened remains of the three murderers buried,

when the gibbet broke and they fell rattling in their

chains to the ground."

Uarold literally groaned aa he heard this hideous

taJe ; and all in a moment it seemed as if the gibbet

sprang up anew before him—the broken post shot

up into a gallows, with its triple arms and its horri-

ble burden of three, swayed by the wind, and with

the clank of chains above his head. He was ap-

palled ; and again did the perspiration break out

cold and clammy all over him. Then, the next mo-
ment, as his gaze settled upon the repulsive coun-

tenance of the hag, it seemed as if her cj-es were
ehining, or rather burning like red-hot coals as they

glared out at him from their sockets. That they

were imnaturally bright—especially for so old a

preature—there could be no doubt : but that his own
fevered fancy, worked up to the highest pitch of

horror, augmented every circumstance which was
thus combining to fill him with dismay, was equally

pertain.

"Yes—this post," she continued, laying her hand
—and a long shrivelled one it was—upon the top of

the fragment of wood, which only projected about
thi'ee feet out of the ground,—" is the remnant of

the gibbet which once stood here. Ah ! it was a

fine linger-post, was it not ?"—and again she laughed
hombly, with half-cackling half-guttural sounds,

to hear which made the very flesh creep upon the

l)oneB.

" And what had you to do with the murderers or

their victims ?" demanded Lord Harold, again re-

covering somewhat of his fortitude.

" The tlirce murderers were my own three sons,"

responded the womnn : and then her looks became
BO wildly fierce that it seemed as if she were about

to turn into some horrible monster to spring at Lord
JIarold, tp tear or bite him.

" Your sons P" he said, recoiling two or three

paces, and again with a sensation of the tlesh cTeep-

D'l upon iliH "iHineg.

Ve»—Esy three w^^s," she answered. " forty

years have passed since they were strung op here.

I don't mourn for them now : it's too long bark—
and the feelings that onc« were in me have turned

into the savage hate of a tiger-cat. But I tell you
again that always between sunset and sunrise do
I come here to croon their dirge. I don't know
whv I do it : the people in the neighbourhood say I
am mad—and perhaps I am. I never come when
the moon and the stars are out—but when all ia

darkness ; and sometimes I stay here for hours and
hours together, when the gloom rests upon the

earth in the long, long nights of winter."

Lord Harold felt a sort of relief on hearing the

woman thus half-proclaim herself to be mad : for it

seemed to accoimt for that strange and partially

significant expression of countenance which it at

first struck him she wore. Indeed, now that he had
learnt the horrible legend connected with this spol^

—and of which he was utterly ignorant when he
had appointed it as a rendezvous for Chiffin the

Cannibal,—he felt a certain comfort even in the

companionship of this ^-ile repulsive hag : for he
could not have endured to tarry any longer tilone in

a place whose associations, when united with hi«

own dark troubled thoughts, would have proved

absolutely overwhelming.
" And where do you live, my good woman ?"

asked Harold, for the purpose of keeping her in

conversation.

" Live ?" she echoed, with biting scorn in her

laugh :
" did I not tell you I was a wanderer and

a beggar ? But yet I do Uve somewhere," she im-

mediately added, as if in obedience to a second

thought or a more lucid effort of memory. " Yes

—

there is a shed hard by, where I stretch my limbs

and eat my sorry meal. Ah ! it was a smiling cot-

tage once : that was many, many long years ago

!

And it was my cottage too ; and I lived there with
my three sons. Thi-ee fine tall yoimg men were
they, as ever you could wish to see—as tall as you
are, and as handsome too : for I can see that you
are handsome, for all that mass of hair wMch you
have stuck upon your face."

" What do you mean '<" demanded Harold, a
sudden terror seizing upon him : for the woman'e
observation appeared to imply that she knew he
wore a disguise and that she had not failed to se*

through it.

" I mean exactly what I say," she answered,

with another chuckling, cackling, guttural kind of

laugh, which once more turned the blood to ice in

his veins and made the flesh creep. " But no
matter : I was tellmg you about myself. Well, I

had that smiling cottage once, and those three fine

boys. Boys !—they were young men : but in my
fondness I called them boys even until the very

last. They did that terrible deed—an unfortunate

traveller was their victim. The law took them—the

law was merciless to them, as they were to that

victim : it raised a gibbet—and it strung them up
to it. Then I was left all alone. Nobody oflfored

to turn me out of the cottage, even when I could

pay no rent : for nobody wanted to live in it. It

was t<.^o near to the soone of blood : it was the house

where the mimlerers had dwelt. So, gradually it

fell into ruin. Window after window tumbled out

—the rain and the snow came in—the Httle bits of

furniture rotted away ; and at last it was a mere
Ehcd\Nith nothing in it. That is my homo, \i %
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Bame you choose to call it ;" and again she

laughed, but now vpith biting mockery once more.

"But what did you mean," asked Harold,

who still wondered why Chiffin came not, and
kept throwing uneasy looks in the direction of

the road whence he expected to see him emerge ;

" what did you mean by your remark just now P"
" Uh ! of tiie hair plastered on your face ?" ex-

claimed the hag ; and her reptile eyes glared ma-
liciously. " Don't you think I can see well enough

that you wear a disguise ? To be sure ! Mad as I

may be, you can't deceive me—not you indeed !"

" This is ridiculous," said Harold, though in

reality he was seriously alarmed : and again he

fancied—his evil conscience made him think it

—

that there was some meaning in her presence there,

as well as something significant and deeply mys-

terious in her words.

"Ah! you think it ridiculous?" she said: "or
you pretend to do so—but you don't in your heart.

How like you this spot ? Is it not a pleasant one

to wait about at ?—is not this ground which covers

the remains of murderers and of the murdered, an

agreeable one to tread upon ? Ah ! if you re-

mained here long, and visited it often and at all

seasons, you would picture to yoiurself the difi'erent

things that my fancy sometimes suggests. At such

a time as this, for instance—when aU is blackness

around, and the very earth itself seems black—you

would think that this spot opened yawningly, and

that its darkness sent up four dark shapes one after

the othur—the murdered and his three murderers

!

Or at another tune, when the snow lay thick and

deep upon the ground, you would fancy that it be-

came agitated—that it moved—that it grew up into

four white shapes; and these the shapes of four

spectres from the other world—the murdered and
his three murderers !"

"Hold!" exclaimed Staunton, seized with un-

speakable horror. " Continue not thus ! It is

frightful to hear you talk in such a manner !"

"Frightful?" echoed the woman: "then does

your conscience cause you to be terrified so ? Ah

!

you have not yet told me why you are here. Did
you knowingly tmd spontaneously choose this ac-

cursed spot for some dark purpose of your own ?

did you choose it because in its own terrible asso-

ciations there is something congenial to what is

passing in your mind, or what you are causing to

be done ? Say—wherefore this disguise ?"

Then, as the hag uttered these words, she with

her long, bony, withered fingers, clutched the hair

of the false beard fastened on with gum to the

lower part of the young nobleman's countenance
;

and with a single wrench she tore it off. The pain

it inflicted excited to fury the rage which he felt at

this sudden and most unexpected assault : a cry like

that of a hyena bui'st from his bps-his arm was
raised in a moment to strike the hag to the ground
—but with an extraordinary cat-like nimbloncss,

Bhe darted aside ; and as her horrible cackling,
chuckling laugh quivered from out hor toothless
mouth, she tossed the false beard over the
hedge into the adjacent field.

Harold stopped short, transfixed with horror
and dismay. A thousand wild and territic ideas
swept through his mind. Who wan this hag
that seemed to have detected him, or had pene-
trated his diiiguise ? was she a being of this

world ? or was she some evil spectre bearing a
substantial form ? were there such things as
witches ? in short, what did it all signify? what
meant this assemblage of mysteries and horrors
through which for the last quarter of an hour
he had been hurried, since the first moment he

I encountered that wretch ?

" No, no," she said, " you dare not strike me ! If

you did, the earth would open at your feet, and my
three sons would spring up to immolate you with
the chains in which they were hung, and in which
too their rotting corpses were buried."

" But I must and will know who you are !" ex-

claimed Lord Harold, well nigh goaded to madness.
" Tell me—for mercy's sake tell me !" he cried, in-

stantaneously adopting a tone of passionate en-

treaty.

" Shall I tell you who you are ?" asked tlie hag,

now fearlessly accosting him again: and as she

clutched his arm with her shrivelled but lanky fin-

gers, she looked up into his face vnth a hideous ex-

pression of malignity,—saying, " After all, you must
confess that this is an appropriate spot for your ap-

pointment, Lord Harold Staunton !"

The young nobleman recoiled with increased dis-

may : he staggered back as if stricken by the sudden
blow of a hammer. The terror of his situation was
at its height—the horror of his feehngs was con-

summated. His countenance was pale as death

—

aye, and ghastly as that of the ghastUest corpse .

and he gazed upon the hag with feelings that con
be better imagined than described.

Suddenly her laugh rang forth again, like the

bitter mockery of fiends : and then she said, " Can't

you understand that it is your friend Chiffin the

Cannibal who has sent me to join you here ?"

Lord Harold Staunton naturally clutched with

avidity at this interpretation of the hag's presence

there, and of the mystery of her knowledge of who
he was: but while a feeling of luispoakable relief I

thus took possession of his mind, he in\\ardly cursed

the folly of Chiffin in sending such a mad woman
as his messenger. And then, too, that, feeling of

relief was almost instantaneously succeeded by one

of terrific apprehension : for it now occurred to him
that the plot must have failed—that Chiffin must
be in some danger—and hence his fear of joining

Lord Harold at the place ©f appointment.
" Where is Chiffin ?" he asked hurrictUy :

" an*"

why did you play me such a malicious trick ? why
too have you been delaying me here so long with

your diflFercnt tales? But fool that I am," he

muttered to himself, " thus to question a mad wo-

man, and thus to prolong the very delay which boa

8<i angered me !"

" Chiffin is in my shed," replied the hag, who
seemed to enjoy Lord Harold's vexation and wrath

;

and her wrinkled countenance was still more
shrivelled up into an expression of diabolical malig-

nity. " Yes—he is in my shed—that beautiful plana

I have described to you "

" Then let us proceed thither quick r" inter-
rupted Harold, who was a prey to the most
frightful sunpense ; but ho suddenly bethought
hinisnlf that it would be more prudent to re-
gain possession of his huge bearcl—for he know
not how serviceable that main ingredient of
his disguise might possibly prove, or how far
Chiftiu's failure wouKi compromise himself.
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He was advancing towards that part of the
hedgeover which the haghad thrown the beard

—

when she, divining his intention, burst into so
hearty but at the same time so sardonic a fit of

merriment, that he became almost furious with
rage : and an imprecation burst from his lips.

" It's no use for you to think of getting back that

beard of your'e," said the hag: " for there's a deep

ditch behind the hedge— and into that it has

fallen."

" Wretch !" muttered Harold : then seeing how
useless it was to vent his rage on the woman, he

said, "Come -hasten and lead me to the plac8 where

Chiffin is waiting for me."
" This way :"—and the hag at once struck into

that very road whence he had been all along expect-

ing to see the Cannibal emerge.

She proceeded at an extraordinary pace, consider-

ing her great age, which could scarcely have been

less than seventy : and yet it was a sort of hobbling,

shambling gait—so that it was a wonder she could

get over the ground so last. Harold followed her

close,—his suspense increasing, if possible, and be-

coming all the more paLoful the nearer he drew to

the place of destination. The walk continued for

about half-a-mile; and then, lu a small open space

by the side of the road, a dilapidated cottage gra-

dually stood out from amidst the obscurity of the

hour. But it evidently was not so bad as the hag
had represented it : for there was at least one win-

dow which had not fallen in—and a light glimmered

through it. Harold thought that tliis could not be

the place : but the hag struck out of the road and
made straight for the habitation. On this nearer

approach, Staunton perceived that it had a door,

and that its roof was but partially dilapidated.

Indeed, half of the little cottage was alone ruined

by the lapse of time ; and the other portion was to

all appearances perfectly habitable.

"There—walk in," she said, throwing open the

door :
" and I will leave you alone to settle your

affairs with your friend ChiHin."

These last words were uttered with a peculiar

irony, wliich for a moment filled Lord Harold with a

vague yet poignant apprehension either of imminent
danger, or that the woman was in some way deceiv-

ing him. But so desperate was his situation, and
80 acute his suspense, that he hesitated not for

more than a single instant ; and crossing the thresh-

old, entered the small and wretched room where
the candle was burning. The hag closed the door

behind him ; and her horrible laugh reached his ears

as she hurried away from the place.

But what words can depict the mingled conster-

nation and dismay which seized upon Lord Harold,
when instead of finding himself in the presence of

Chiffin the Cannibal, he was instantaneously con-

fronted by his uncle the Marquis of Eaglcdcau !

CHA.PIEII CXXV.

> MB UNCLE AND NBPilKW OSCB MORK TOOETUKU.
1

I

The tale which the half-maniac hag had told the

I
young nobleman in respect to the dreadful murder

1 committed by her three sons, and their execution
on the spot where the deed took place forty years
back, was strictly true. It w«» well kuowii al the

time that she herself was perfectly innocent of
any complicity in that hideous turpitude ; and
as the event rendered her half-crazy, she became
an object of pity on the part of those who knew
her. It was true that she had been permitted to
continue in the habitation of that cottage ; and
was supported by the charity of persons dwelling

in the neighbourhood. She was wont to call at the

country-houses round about, and even at some in

the town of Tonbridge itself, to receive brokea
victuals and an occasional cast-off garment, with
now and then some alms in the shape of money

:

and thus she did not starve. Her mind was to a
certain extent upset; and she ha i told no falsehood

when she said that during the hours of darkness
she was accustomed to visit the spot where her

three sons had suffered for their crime, and where
they were interred after hanging in chains for some
years.

She was known throughout the district as Crazy
Bet; and if ever, when posted at the fatal spot,

she encountered some benighted wayfarer, she wa«
wont to tell him the story of the dread deed in her

own peculiar style ; and she appeared to feel a ma-
lignant pleasure in the horror and affright which
she thus inspired in the minds of the timid. In
one sense however she was remarkable for a great

degree of shrewdness : she could well recollect any.
thing that was told her; and if occasionally en-

trusted with a message or a letter by thos« of whose
charity she was a recipient, she never failed to exe-

cute the commission with scrupulous punctualitj

and accuracy.

Many years back, before he quitted England on
his self-exile to the Continent, the Marquis of

Eagledean, when riding about that part of the

country, had frequently fallen in with Crazy Bet

;

and he was invariably accustomed to bestow upon
her some proof of his bounteous commiseration.

A few days previously to the period of which we
are now writing, and when again happening to ride

in this direction, he encountered her; and it was a
proof of the woman's extraordinary shrewdness

and keenness of penetration, notwithstanding her

disordered intellects, that she had at once recog-

nized her former benefactor, the Marquis of Eagle-

dean. Thus did she exhibit a power of perception

and a strength of memory which not even any of

the former friends and acquaintances of the Mar-
quis bad shown : for, as the reader has seen, on hia

return from Italy imder the incognito of "Mr
Gunthorpe," he was so much altered as almost to

defy recognition. Yet this crazy creature had re-

cognized him; and he was much struck by the

occurrence.

When he had issue forth from his mansion afl«r

the adventure with Chiffin the Cannibal, he beut

his way on foot in the direction of the spot whore

the cross-roads met, and which had been indicated

to him as the trvsting-place for that villain with

his unworthy nephew. As we have seen, he had
taken the precautmu •>{ providing himself with pis-

i

tols, in case Lurd Harold should think of consum- |

mating a crime which his agent the Cannibal had
failed to perpetrate. Tue Marquis felt assured thai

ChitBn would keep his word, and not repair to tho

spot for which the appointment was given,—inas-

much as it was upon this condition that he wa« tu 1

receive the money in America and a future Dri>«>l 1



TWB SnrSTERIES OF THB OOTJHT. 183

( f Liord Eaijledeaa's liberality. The distance was

fotr miles from the Park -to that spot; but when

tbwe and a half were accomplished, the Marquis

found himself close by the hut which he knew to

be tenanted by Crazy Bet. At that instant she was

issuing forth from her habitation to pay her wonted

visit to the spot where her sons were executed;

and an idea at once struck Lord Eagledean.

He thought to himself that if he continued his

way to encounter his nephew, the latter might

either flee precipitately on recognizing his uncle

instead of the Cannibal—or else might make a

sudden attack upon him, in which case he would be

compelled to discharge his pistols in his own defence.

Now, Lord Eagledean could apprehend no catas-

trophe more fatal to his own peace of mind than that

which might reader him the slayer of his nephew ;

and thus, on beholding Crazy Bet, did the idea

strike him to which we have above alluded. It was

to the effect that he would employ her as a means

to bring his nephew face to face with him inside

the Iiut. He knew that Craay Bet would accurately

perform whatsoever commission he might entrust

to her, and that of her own accord she was certain

to teil her tale in such a manner that would

proQuce an impression of awful horror upon the

mina of Harold. In short, the Marquis, compre-

hending all the dreadful suspense which Harold

was Bare to feel, foresaw what would be the emo-

tions excited in his mind by a meeting with that

crazy hag,—and he therefore concluded that not

niereiy would Staunton be brought by her into his

presence, but that he would come with a soul so

tliorougbly racked by every horrible feeling as to be

susceptible of complete prostration when he should

find himself face to face with that uncle whoso de-

struction he had sought to compass. Accijrdingly,

tlie Marquis of Eagledean gave his directions to

the old hag,—telling her just sufficient to enable

her to drop certain hints and assertions which could

not fau to startle Lord Harold and perplex him

most cruelly. The reader has seen how weli Crazy

Bet acquitted herself of her commission—and how
she was enabled to gratify that species of malignity

which, as the result of her misfortunes, had become

interwoven in her nature,—by tearing off a portion

of the young nobleman's disguise. It was a'so

consistent with her habit of representing her own
condition to be as deplorable as possible, that she

should have somewhat exaggerated the misery of

her habitation. Finally, she succeeded in inducing

Lord Harold to accompany her ; and we have seen

how fearful was the consternation which seized upon

the guilty young nobleman when he found himself

confronted by his uncle.

There, then, they met—there, in that wretched
sordid little room in which there was scarcely

an article of furniture ; and even the few things

that met the eye, were broken and dilapidated
;

there, by the light of a flickering candle, did the
uncle and the nephew meet face to face. The
Marquid wore a stern expression of counte-
nance ; and in eaoh hand he held a pistol, the
light glininioring upon these weapons and re-

vealing tlii-m to the eyes of his graceless nephew.
Harold coniprt'hendod all in a moment that his

worst fi-ar.H wore realized—that CliifSn had
failed, or betrayed him—that everything was
confessed, and lie stood in the presence of his

uncle as one who was stamped with the premedi-

tation of murder. Not for an instant did the

wretched criminal think of personally attempting

any I'arther villany on his already too much out-

raged relative ; and after standing for a few mo-
ments in ghastly dismay, he sank down on his knees

exclaiming, " Pardon me—pardon me !"

" Rise, sir," said the Marquis, in a stern tone

:

"rise—take your stand as far off as the narrow

limits of this place wiU permit—and listen to what
I have to say."

Harold obeyed mechanicallv, and with a most
unfeigned and wretched humiliation. He felt that

it was indeed the most miserable moment of his

existence, and one scarcely to be envied by a felon

in the gaol's condemned cell. He dared not look

his uncle in the face: but retreating into the

farthest corner, stood with downcast eyes—the

picture of abject woe

!

" Harold," said the Marquis, still speaking
sternly, and still grasping his pistols with the air

of a man who did not choose for a moment to be off

his guard, and who was resolved to punish on the

spot any attempt that might be made upon his life,—" Harold, my presence here is to afford you one

more chance of redeeming the past. That your
own conscience must—if you be at all accessible to

the slightest spark of proper feeling—for evermore

torture you with remorse on account of this tre-

mendous crime which you have sought to have per-

petrated by means of an agent who is already a
branded murderer,— is but too certain. But still

there is a possibility of future atonement 1 hop*

to God I may say, of sincere penitence ! This

chance I will give you. Nay, do not interrupt me

:

do not speak! No words that may now come
from your lips, can delude me with the idea that you
are already repentant. Such speedy penitence fol-

lows not upon a plot so insidiously laid and a crime

so coldly deliberated. Years of contrition can alone

redeem the past. But now, before my final inten-

tions towards you are made kno^wn, answer me a
few questions. Before, however, I proceed to put

them, let me give you to understand that if even at

this moment you still entertain a project of a dia-

bolic character against myself, it were most perilous

for you to attempt it. At the slightest hostile move-
ment which you were to make, I would shoot you
as remorselessly as I would kill a rabid dog. More-
over, you cannot think that I was so imprudent as

to trust myself in the presence of such as you, even

though armed with these weapons. If I raise my
voice, there are those sufficiently near at hand to

rush forward, ana either save your uncle or at least

capture his assassm."
Ab the reader knows full well, this assertion

on the part of Lord Eagledean was not correct

;

but he felt it necessary tlius completely to over-
awe and intimidate the mind of his nephew who
had already shown such a dreadful aptitude for
crime. Harold groaned in the bitterness of his
spirit—but said not a word ; he was completely
discomfited—crushed—broken down.

" Now," continued the Marquis, " the first

question I have to put to you, is whether this
fiend-like project was initiated by yourself—or
whether it was instigated by that she-devil,

Lady Saxoudale P Answer truly : for I shall bo
abloto judge whether you speak with accuracy."
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"On my soul," exclaimed Harold, with pas-

sionate vehemence, " I should not have thoiigh.t

of it had I not encountered that detestable

woman at Bcauvais. I was acting, at the time,

in obcdicncf to your commandH—1 was tollowingr

your instructions to the very letter,—travelling

quieHy and unoHtcntatiously upon the Continent.

J had even halted at Bcauvais merely for the pur-

pose of i)ursuing some recreating sport in the neigh-

bourhood
"

" I understand— and you met Lady Saxondale,"

interrupted the Marquis of Eagledean : "and she

put this execrable project into your head—and she

instructed you where to find a fitting instrument for

its execution—and more than that, she furnished

you witk the means of taking life by a prompt and

inevitable process. It was her bottle of poison

which you sought in the room at Saxondale Castle.

Is not all tins correct ?"

"It was 80—it was so," ejaculated Harold,

literally writhing with the agony of his thoughts.

" And hM it never struck you, then,' ' inquired

the Marquis, " that Lady Saxondale is perhaps a

murderess herself P"

" Ah !"—and Harold gave a sudden start, while

his countenance grew more ghastly, if possible, than

it was before.

" Yes—I see that the idea has struck you," said

Lord Eagledean. " Doubtless you remember with

*hat extraordinary suddenness a domestic in her

service—Mabel Stewart, I think was the name I

read in the newspapers a* the time
"

" Ah !" again ejaculated Harold : but now it was

with a certain feeling of relief ; for he had fancied

that his uncle meant to touch upon another topic.

" Yes, yes," he cried, snatching with avidity at this

unexpected turn which Lord Eagledean's discourse

bad thus taken :
" I do remember now—but it never

struck me before."

" There can be no douht of it !" said the Marquis.

" Tliat woman is a murderess—and for some myste-

rious reason of her own, she poisoned her dependant.

But to her conscience must she be left for punish-

ment : I can see no means of bringing her guilt

(directly home to her. Now, Harold Staunton, con-

sider the position in which you have placed yourself,

— imbibing the instigations of a mm-deress to

become a murderer ! Providence has interposed to

save you from the commission of this foul deed.

The vile tool whom you employed, confessed every-

thing; and for your sake I have fot surrendered

him up to justice. By this time ne is »ar away from

the neighbourhood ; and he will gc to 9 foreign

land. You also will at once set cut for another

country : but it is not to France that you chall

return ;—there must be no opportunity afforded for

you to fall in again with that woman who for pur-

poses of evil has obtained such an empire over /ou.

No—it is to Sweden that you shall proceed ; and at

Stockholm will you fix your residence. There will I

cause to be paid quarterly, the income I promised

when a few weeks back you went to France. The

amount will be periodically handed over to you, on

personal application only, at a banker's in Stock-

holm : the money will not be paid to your written

order. Now, Harold, you will lose no time in re-

pairing to Ijondon ami embarking for Swciion.

Thifi last chance do 1 give you. If you be hrard

of or seen in Kngland until such time as 1 think

fit to authorize your return, I will at once stop
the sources of your income, and will take active
measures to punish you in a more serious man-
ner. That you may not think I threaten without
power to carry my menace into execution, I re-

mind you that if I were to apply to the Court of

Chancery to cut off the entail of the Eagledean

estates—and if I were to adduce as a ground for the

application, all the incidenis of your atrocious con-
duct and meditated crimes,—let me remind you, \

say, that such application would not be in vain, auif

that you would find yourself in a condition of thk

most abject pauperism. What then would be yoa»
fate ? Shunned by the whole world—execrated as m

monster who sought to commit the most diabolical

of crimes—your very name spoken even by yoar
nearest relatives with loathing and abhorrence

—

dragging your miserable existence through th«

odium, the hate, and the disgust of all acquainted

with your misdeeds,—without even the possession of

wealth to cheer you,—what, I ask, woUld become o/

you the7i ? But if you faithfully and truly follow

out the course which I have laid down, I shall hcii

your obedience to my will as a progressive aton©-

ment for the past. From your aunt and your sister

will I keep your wickedness concealed,—so that

some years hence, when as an altered man you

return to this country, you may still bo receive*

with open arms by them."

Lord Harold was about to speak : fervid assur-

ances of implicit obedience to his uncle's will, were
on the point of issuing from the lips of the crushed

ana spirit-broken young nobleman ;—but the Mar-

quis waved his hand imperiously to command
silence.

" Piomise me nothing," he said, still coldly and

sternly :
" I want proofs — not words. Heaven

send that you may appreciate the leniency now
shown you ! Depart :—I have no more to say.

Depart, Harold—and may the incident* of the last

few hours operate as a terrible warning and as an

efficient example."

Again did the Marquis of Eagledean wave his

hand in a peremptory manner ; and his miserable

nephew slunk away from his presence.

CHAPTER CXXVL

edmukd's bkidb.

About five years previous to the date of which

we are writing, the whole fashionable world of Paris

was suddenly excited by the appearance in that bril-

liant sphere of a beautiful young English girl,

named Adelaide Horton. She was then nineteen

years of ago, and of a loveliness so transcending as

to ravish the hearts and bewilder the imagination of

all beholders ot the male sex—while the ladies felt

even their jealousy triumphed over by the loftier

feeling of interest which her presence inspired

She was represented to be an orphan, and came to

i
Paris, accompanied by an aunt, who made no
pretence of possessing any great means ; nor did

I

she hesitate to confess to the acquaintances she

formed, that her niece was entirely portionless.
I But for oiu' of such radiant chariUH a brilliant

I

marriage might bo expected ; and no doubt



tliis was tbe hope of tlie aunt, wlio seemed to be

much attached to her young relative.

Adelaide was as aceompUshed as she was beau-

tifiJ : her manners were amiable—her disposition

appeared to be good—and in her intercourse with

the society to which she was at once introduced on

her appearance in Paris, her bearing was marked
with the most modest propriety. She spoke tho

French language with all the fluency of a native

;

and for one of her quick intelligence, it was easy

to attain in a comparatively short period, the

fashionable Parisian accent.

Adelaide Ilorton found all the male sex her ad-

mirers ; and amongst them she liad soon several

uitors. At first she appeared to g^ve no encourage-

ment to any one in particular : but after a while

it was whispered that the young and handsome
Count de St. Gerard had made an imprcs ion on
tho heart of the English beauty. The au it whs
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Iiowerer, wit'; all h^r aftncliment for her n!r»e9, a
worldly-minded woman; and on privately insti-

tuting certain inquiries, she ascertained that though

the Count was in the present enjoyment of a con-

siderable estate, yet that his possession thereof was

the subject of litigation ; and that if the decision

of the tribunals should be against him, he would be

reduced to comparative poverty. It was known
therefore by the most intimate friends of the aunt,

that she set her ftice against the attachment

which her niece had formed ; and in a few weeks

the old lady's worldly f(n-etboaght was justified by

the circumstance of a hostile judgment against

Count de St. Gerard, and the sudden alienation of

this young nobleman's property, lie immediately

quitted Paris ; and whether any private interview

took place botwcen him and Adelaide Horton, was
not known to her aunt and friends.

A very few weeks after this cccurrouco tho
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fashionable world of fhe French capital was

startled by the aiinoimcemcnt that the beautiful

English lady had consented to bestovr her hand

upon the Baron de Charlemont. Tliis gentleman

had served with great distinction in the French

army, and had risen to the rank of General. He

was rich—but was mutilated with many wour^^ls;

and was sixty years of age. lie had never been

a han^lsome, nor even a fine man ; and a scar upon

hiB fa(;c had rendered him even more repulsive

tlinii lie naturally was. That Adelaide should con-

Biit to be saci-ificcd to such an individual,

uatumlly caused considerable astonishment, even

in a sphere where young damsels when portionless

wisre wont to become the wives of men old enough

to be their grandfiithers. For it was thought that

the English tastes ami notions of Adelaide would

Lave rendered her averse to such an alliance. How-
ever, it was of course set down to the successful

manoeuvrings of the aunt; and the Baron dc

Charlemont, though usually a man of reserved

habits, and whose only pride seemed to consist in

the gallant deeds associated with his name, ap-

])oared immensely elated at the triumph he had

obtained over the numerous rival competitors for

the young lady's hand. It must however be

observed that of aU these competitors he was de-

cidedly the richest,—though there were men of a

loftii>r rank who were sighing at Adelaide's feet

:

but then in France, aristocratic titles were held in

the tune of King Louis-Philippe in much less es-

timation than the possession of wealth.

Adelaide Horton accompanied the Baron de

Ch.arlemout to the altar, and became the mistress

of her husband's splendid mansion in the Rue de

Tournon. She was twenty when she thus married;

and it was consequently four years pre\'iously to

the date which our tale has properly reached.

After her union she mingled in society as usual

:

her manner Wiis as gay and affable as ever ; and peo-

ple wondered how she could so soon have forgotten

the handso;ne and elegant Count de St. Gerard.

For two years did her married life last ; and never

once did the breath of scandal whisper a syllable

against her name. Her conduct was marked by
every appearance of the strictest propriety ; and
this also excited some little degree of surprise on

the part of the Parisians,—inasmuch as withahus-
b.ind of the Bavon's age and personal appearance,

if she liad bestowed her favours upon a lover, she

would not have been blamed nor have lost her

social position: that is to say, as long as outward
decency was not flagrantly violated. But there

was not even the faintest suspicion that the

BaroiK^ss de Charlemont indulged in any sucli

ooiour. On the contrary, it was very well known
that she had rebuked with dignified indignation

several overtures that were made to her by the

handsome and dissipated youths of the Parisian

fcristocracy.

Thus did two years pass away a fl or the marriage
of Adelaide with the Baron de Charlemont. No
issue resulted from the alliance; anil we must ob-

serve that the aunt resided with her niece and the

Baron at the mansion in the Rfte dc Toui'non.

One evening, at the expiration of those two
years, a female - poorly clad, and witli a thick vcii

over her countenance —entered the shop of a
chemist in an obscure quarter of Paris, nud one
of the most r uiiote from that in which the Kue dr

Tournon was siiuated. Addressing herself to a lad

about eighteen—the chemist's son, who vras serr-

ing behind the counter—she inquired for some
prussic acid. The youth questioned her as to the

use she intended to make of it,—at the same time
representing that the French laws were very
stringent against the sale of all poisons, and that

it specially behoved him to be cautious in dispens-

ing one of that deadly character. She answered in

a firm and collected tone, that her husband was
m vking chemical experiments, and that he required

prussic acid for the purpwse : she likewise gave a
name and address, which the youth wTote down in

a book : but still he hesitated, not liking the man-
ner in which she kept the veil over her counte-

nance. She appeared to treat the matter Tunth

considerable indifference,—saying that if he dis-

liked to serve her, she would go elsewhere. The
chemist was very poor : money was a great object

:

the youth knew his father's necessities— and
acceded to the woman's request. She received the

phial of poison, paid the sum demanded, and
walked coolly and deliberately out of the shop,—as

if conscious of no evil intent, and not caring if she

were followed,

Ahnost immediately after she had quitted the

shop, the chemist himself entered from an inner

parlour; and his son told him what had taken
place. Tiie old man was very angry that the

poison hatl been served,—representing that if any
evil consequences ensued, the rigours of the law
might be visited upon them both. He instantly

demanded in which direction the "woman went on
leaving the shop?—and the son then recoUectt

d

(for it had not struck him before) that she pro-

ceeded in a contrary way from the address which
she had given.

"You would recognise her again?" said the

father :
" run in pursuit—and if you overtake her,

insist upon having the phial back and on returning

the money. I will in the meantime speed to the

addi'css whiih she has given : for if it be the cor-

rect one, she may have sought it by a circuitous

route, having perhaps other purchases to make."
The father and son accordingly sallied forth,

each taking a separate direction. The father, on
reaching the address indicated, found—as he had
already more than half suspected—that no such

person was known there ; and that no female at

.ill answering the description of the veiloti one, had
ever been seen at the house. On the other hand,
the youth sped rapidly along in the direction which
the female had taken ; and at the end of a couple

of streets he perceived her by the light of the

lamps turning round a corner. At the very mo-
ment he overtook her, a gust of wind blew aside

her veil ; and he caught a glimpse of her coun-
tenance : but as the veil was iust<\ntiUieouslj

replaced—and, as he thought, in a hurried and
excited manner—that glimpse was of the most
trausient character. Nevertheless, the impression
which at once settled upon his mind, was to the

effect that it was a counteuiince of exceeding
iKwuty, with a mass of light or golden hair

g therod up on each side. Nor less did it strike

iim with the same rapidity, tUat the female was
jjurposrly disguised in that mean attire, and that

licr distinguished look but ill assorted with such
ipparcl. Catching her by the arm, he s.aid quickly,

Pardon me, madam—but it is necessary I should
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Bpeak to you ; and if you would avoid scandal and

disturbance, I pray you to retui'n quietly to tlie

shop you have so recently left."

The lady had stopped short on being thus

clutched and thus addressed: the chemist's son

felt by her arm that she was trembling violently

—

and indeed, veiled though she were, it was evident

that her whole form was thus agitated. But

quickly recovering herself, she said in a voice tliat

sounded cold and composed, though low, " I live

close by. Come with me—and I will do whatso-

ever you desire."

" But, madam," at once responded the chemist's

son "you arc proceeding in a contrary direction to

the address which you ere now gave me."
•• That is quite true," she rejoined, in the same

collected manner :
" but I had other purchases to

make. I have a friend living close at hand ; we
wtft proceed tliither : and then you can not only

explain yourself, but I will convince you that I

at" of the highest respectability."

"Madam," replied the youth, "what I require

To be done can be accomplished in a single mo-
ment. Give me back the phial, and receive your

money in return."
" Fool !" suddenly ejaculated the stranger lady,

who during this brief and hurried colloquy, had

taken something from beneath her shawl with the

hand that was disengaged : for the chemist's son

still retained a firm grasp on her right wrist : and

at the same instant that she uttered that word,

some powder was thrown in his eyes, which natu-

rally made him start with the sudden pain.

The lady burst away from him : he shouted for

the police, while wiping his eyes with his hand-

kerchief: a crowd soon gathered around him—ho

gave a hurried description of the female's appear-

ance—and several persons set off in every direc-

tion in pursuit. But all attempts to overtake her

were unavailing; and meanwhile the young man
had been conducted into a house close by, where
water was furnished for him to bathe his eyes.

It was some innocuous powder tliat had been thus

thrown; and beyond the temporary pain, he ex-

perienced no farther annoyance therefrom. On
returning home, he recounted to his father aU that

had occurred ; and he then learnt that the address

given by the purchaser of the poison, was false.

The old chemist deemed it prudent to repair with-

out delay to the Prefect of Police, and narrate tlie

entire particulars ; and this functionary consented,

under all circumstances, to forbear from insti-

tuting any penal proceedings against the chemist's

eon.

It would appear that the Prefect had not the

slightest conception who could be the female that

had purchased the poison. He consulted half-a-

do^cn of his most experienced agents, and those

who were best acquainted with the personal ap-

oparance of ladies moving in the fashionable

sphere : but as a matter of course there were

more than one, and more even than fifty, with
light or golden air whom these agents recollected

in a moment ; and it was therefore impossible to

fix upon any one in particular. For several days

afterwards the chemist's son accompanied one of

the agents to all the most fashionable resorts, to

ece if he could recognise and point out any lady

resembling her who had purcliased tlie poison :

but this endeavour likewise proved unavailing.

1S7

Six weeks passed away; and the occurrence ceased

to be thought of by the few to whose knowledge

it had come. We should however observe that

not a single line relative thereto had found its

way into the public joui-nals, — so that the female

who purchased the poison, might be sujiposcd to

have remained unaware of the proceedings thus

taken to discover her.

It was in the middle of the night, at the ex-

piraL.ion of this interval of six weeks, that the

household of the Baron de Charlemont was sud-

denly alarmed by the violent ringing of the bells

communicating with the chamber occupied by that

nobleman and his wife. The principal lady's-maid

was the first to answer the summons ; and she

was met on the threshold of the chamber by the

Baroness, who seemed in a violent state of agita-

tion, and desired her to hasten and arouse her

aunt immediately, as the Baron was seized with

I

apoplexy. Another maid, who immediately after

made her appearance, was directed to bid one of

the men-servants run instantaneously and fetch

I

medical assistance ; for that the Baron appeared

to be dying. Both of these, maids perceived a

strong odour of vinegar and perfume in the

I chamber ; and they of course concluded that the

Baroness had been ajiplying restoratives to her

[husband. The aunt speedily reached the chamber,

j

where she found her niece apparently in a fainting

state, and the Baron de Charlemont lying a corpse

in the bed. The aunt herself was so di-eadfully

shocked that for some minutes she required from

the female-servants who gathered in the room, as

much assistance as her niece. But at length, by

the time the medical man arrived, they were both

somewhat restored to self-possession. The Baroness

seemed to be much afi'ected : but there was nothing

so lumaturally frenzied in her grief as to give it

the air of being assumed and over-done. On the

contrary—as subsequently described by the wit-

nesses thereof—it appeared the natural ebullition

of a young wife's feelings, when so rudely and

suddenly deprived of a husband who, if he pos-

sessed not her love, at all events had gained her
' esteem and gratitude by his kindness towanls

her. In short, it was represented to be just that
' species of affliction which was likely to be showa

I

under circumstances where there could not be any

I

fervid or impassioned love. When sufficiently

1 composed to give an account of the tragedy, the

i narrative of the Baroness amounted to these par-

ticulars :

—

On retiring to rest, the Baron had complained

of an uneasy feeling and dizziness in the head -a
fact corroborated by his valet, >\ ho had assisted

him to undress in a room adjoining the bed-

chamber : but after he had sought his couch, he

felt somewhat better. In the middle of the night

the Baroness, who slept lightly, was awakened by

liearing her husband groan: she stai'ted up — and

by the light burning in the room, perceived that

he was in a fit. She inslantnju'ously applied such

restoratives as ware at hand—or at least wluch

she believed to bo calculated to have that effect

:

and finding that he was rapidly becoming worse,

she rang the bells to arouse the household. In

tlie interval, however, between the appearance of

the two maids and the coming of her aunt, her

husband expired.

The medical man attributed the death to ajKj-
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plexy, of which there was every symptom in the

appearance of the corpse; and the proper notifi-

cation in cases of sudden death was sent to the

police, there being no coroner's inquest in France.

This notice was forwarded at about nine o'clock in

the morning ; and on being communicated at the

head-quarters of the Prefecture, it immediately

struck one of the functionaries there, who was

personally acquainted with the Baroness, that slie

corresponded in stature and in the hue of her hair

with the description given by the chemist's son of

the female who had purchased the poison six weeks

back. The medical man above-mentioned, was
instantaneously communicated with ; and on hear-

ing what was explained to him, he said that a

person being poisoned by prussic acid, would pre-

sent such an appearance as the corpse of the Baron

de Charlemont. It was then ascertained who the

undertaker was, to whom instructions were given

for the funeral,—these instructions having been

already issued, inasmuch as interments are en-

joined by the French laws to take place with the

least possible delay after deatli. The undertaker

being found, it was arranged that on some pretence

he should call at the mansion, as if for farther in-

structions ; and that he should be accompanied by

the chemist's son, whom he miglit introduce as

one of his own men. The proceeding was con-

ducted with all this delicacy, so that the feelings

of the widowed Baroness might not be wounded in

case it should transpire that she was not the pur-

chaser of the poison, and that suspicion was erro-

neously directed against her.

These matters were all arranged with the cha-

racteristic celerity of the French police ; and at

about noon on the day following the night of the

death, the undertaker, accompanied by the chemist's

son, was introduced to the presence of the Baroness.

She was seated alone in a drawing-room where

she had just been giving orders to a milliner for

her mourning ; and she appeared to be much
afflicted. When the undertaker and his com-
panion made their appearance, the latter could not

repress an ejaculation as the conviction smote him
that this was the lady who had purchased the

poison : but the Baroness herself seemed not to

recognise him—neither did it appear that she

heard the ejaculation which had fallen from his

lips, or that she was in the slightest degree troubled

at his presence. The undertaker put some ques-

tions—received the answer—and withdrew, followed

by his companion.

In the immediate neighbourhood of the Eue de

Tournon a magistrate was waiting with some
gendarmes, to act if necessary ; and on receiving

the information brought by the chemist's son,

these of&cials at once repaired to the mansion.

On being introduced to the room wl\ere they

found the Baroness, she appeared more amazed
and intUgnant than troubled at their presence .

and when the magistrate announced to her that

be had come to arrest her on the charge of poison-

ing her husband, she burst into tears, but repelled

the accusation with every appearance of outraged

innocence. The news spread like wiWtire through

the spacious mansion ; the aunt came rushing halt-

frantic into the room ; and embracing her niece

with passionate vehemence, proclaimed her con-

viction that the charge was as false as it wa^

atrocious. The Baroness besought her relative tn

compose her feelings, with the Meuranc« that Imt
guiltlessness would soon become apparent.

She was not immediately removed to prison

—

but merely plac-ed under the strictest aurveillanee,

while a surgical examination of the body took

place. This was at once proceeded with : it oc-

cupied several hours—and the three medical men
who performed it, could not agree in their opinion.

Two expressed their conviction that the deceased

had come by his death by prussic acid ; and of

these, one was the medical attendant who in *he

first instance had declared it was apoplexy from

natural causes. The third surgeon dissenvsrj fr»m
the idea of poison, and held that the oplni^n ori-

ginally delivered by the attendant of th» family,

was the correct one. However, the result wa«
that in the evening the Baroness de Charlemont
was committed to prison : and the affair excited

an immense sensation in the fashionable world of

Paris.

Six weeks elapsed before the trial look place ;

and during this interval the accused Baronees
maintained the utmost fortitude, mingled with a
grief which appeared perfectly natural, lor tne lOM

of her husband and the dreafiful crime wiih wmeh
she was charged. Her aunt visited her aaily,

although she had received such a shock that her

health was rapidly giving way. In the meantime
the papers of the deceased Baron had been exa-

mined ; and it was found that he had very recently

been speculating largely in mines, which had
turned out a complete failure, and in which the

bulk of his fortune was swallowed up. From cer-

tain entries in a memorandum-book which he

kept, it appeared that his wife was cognizant of

these speculations and losses; and this circuni-

stance was considered as telling in her favour,

—

inasmuch aa it could not be to possess herself of

the sole and absolute control over a large fortune

that she had put her husband to death ; for the

bulk thereof was gone, and the widow's pension to

which she would be entitled, was infinitely inferior

to his pay as a Greneral in the Army. Therefore,

in a pecuniary sense, she was cutting her own
throat by making away with her husband.

The day of the trial arrived ; and the Court was
crowded to excess. The Baroness, apparelled in

her widow's weeds, was conducted into the dock

by two gendarmes ; but she was allowed to remain

seated during the proceedings. She was exceed-

ingly pale—and therefore all the more interest-

ingly beautiful. For some time after she entered

the hall of justice, she remained with her eyes

bent downwax'd,—not once throw ing a single glance

in the direction of the seats filled with so many of

her fashionable acquaintances. Her atint was not

present : the excitement and suspense she had

hitherto endured, had at length completely pros-

trated her on a bed of sickness. The King's Pro-

curator opened the proceedings, detailing the facts

already known to the reader, and which had
tended to accumulate the burden of suspicion upon
the head of the prisoner. In speaking of the

alleged tragedy itself, the public functionary made
use of the following observations i

—

" Supposing the charges set out in the indict-

ment to be correct, it is for the imagination to pe-

netrate into that death-chamber, at that deep mirt-

. light hour when the deed was accomplished, and

lo mark step by step the proceedings of the ac-



THE MYSTERIES OF THE COUBT.

cased. Thus following the suggestions of conjec-

ture, we may suppose that the fatal poison was
dropped between the lips of a sleeping husband,

and that vinegar and strong perfumes were pro-

fusely poured upon his head and purposely allowed

to flow upon the bed-clothes, in order to absorb the

strong odour of the prussic acid. Then, this being

done, it is easy to conceive how a certain part had

to be played, in order to avert suspicion from

the guilty heroine of that stupendous tragedy.

To put on an air of violent agitation and to ring

the bells furiously, were the first expedients which

in such a case would be naturally resorted to. Then
the accused meets at the threshold those who first

hurry in response to that alarming summons. The
position of the door prevents these maids from

observing that it is an already lifeless corpse which
©ccupies the bed :—they are made to beUeve that

the Baron still lives—they are sent on separate

errands—a few minutes elapse before the aunt

reaches the chamber—by this time the part of the

accused is sufficiently played—it is no longer neces-

sary for her to conceal that all is over. Ah, gentle-

men of the jury, I fear that all was over many
minutes before that aunt's presence there,—that all

was over when the fatal drop of poison was placed

upon the tongue of a victim who thus suddenly

passed from the sleep of life into that which death

forbids from waking. But you will be told, gentlemen

of the jury, that the grief of the Baroness was too

natural to be assumed—that her manner, when
arrested, was that of an innocent person outraged

by a charge as erroneous as it was foul—and that

her demeanour during the period of her captivity,

has been aU consistent with this conscious guilt-

lessness. You are not to be led away by these re-

presentations. The human mind is of many va-

rieties; and there are some which, endowed
with extraordinary strength, as well as being sub-

jected to the control of a powerful will, may be re-

gulated and made pliant to suit all circumstances.

Such a mind as this may enable its possessor to

play on a particular part until the end. A mani-
festation of fortitude is no more an evidence of

outraged innocence, than a complete sinking into

despondency should be taken as a proof of guilt.

Bome minds sustain themselves boldly tbroughout
a career of crime: while others, really innocent,

sink crushed and broken beneath the slightest im-

putation of guilt. Then, too, gentlemen of the

jury, you will be told that the accused had no
earthly reason for committing such a crime— that

by the death of her husband she frustrated the

chance of his shattered fortunes being retrieved

—

and that she reduced herself to comparative

poverty on a wdow's pension, whereas, had he
lived, she might still have shared the liberal

revenue enjoyed by a General-officer. You will be

told, too, that her conduct as a woman and a
wife has been unexceptionable— that the breath of

suspicion has never tainted her fame—and that it

could not therefore be to enjoy without restraint

the embraces of a paramour, she had been led to

the perpetration of such a crime. But it is not
for you to set yourselves up as judges of motives :

you have to decide upon the evidence of facts.

How many secret springs are there in the human
mind, which remain concealed from general obser-

vation, and which it is impossible to fathom ! How
many incidents have wc on record of great deeds

of turpitude—known and unmistakably proven

—

which were committed without any apparent mo-
tive ! But perhaps, when the presiding judge shall

interrogate the prisoner, it may transpire that she

had a motive—or at least a hope, in doing this

deed,—supposing, according to the tenns of the

indictment, that she did really perpetrate it.

There are incidents where first affections have been
blighted—where a marriage has taken place with
another than with him whose image filled the

heart—and where the husband has been immolated
in the hope that after due time a second marriage
may put that heart in possession of its long-

cherished object. I do not say that such is the

case in the present instance : but I believe that I

am not altogether without a justifiable ground for

making the allusions just spoken."

The speech of the King's Procurator, which
lasted four hours, produced an immense sensation

in the Court ; and many who had come thither in

the belief of the Baroness de Charlemont's inno-

cence, had their faith considerably shaken : while
others, stiU more easily led away by the power of

forensic oratory, were turned altogether against

her. Whatsoever emotions were passing in her
mind, could not be conjectured by the audience
generally ; inasmuch as throughout the Procura-
tor's address she kept her eyes bent down, and her
features were thus concealed by the front of the

dock. But now came the interrogatory of the

prisoner by the -presiding judge — a feature in

French criminal proceedings totally unknown to

our English tribunals. The Baroness stood up •

not a single glance did she turn towards the audi-

tory : her eyes were fixed on the judicial bench
Her demeanour was firm and collected— but her
cheeks were pale; and indeed it was impossible

that she oould have done otherwise than feel much
inwartUy : for it was a matter of life or death to

her— and that death, if pronounced as her doom,
to be infiicted by the guillotine I

The President proceeded to question her in the

usual manner,— first of all in(juiriiig her age and
maiden name, the country to whicli she helongcd,

and the date of her marriage. He tlien a^ked

whether she were acquainted with a certnin Count
de St. Gerard? When this question was j)ut. a
breathless silence reigned on the part of the audi-

tory : the deepest suspense prevailrd. A few nio-

raonts elapsed before the Baroness answered the

query; and then she roi)lii(l in the allimmtive.

The President next inquired whether she had not

at one tin)e experienced a certain affection for that

young nobleman ? To this demand un aflinnative

resp(jnse was likewise given ; and now tlie voice

of the Baroness trembled audibly. She was a^kcd
under what circumstances she was led to marry
the Baron de Charlemont, when her heart inclined

towards another?

"I was poor— and the Baron was rich," an-

swered Adelaide, her voice again trend)liiig, and
now with a still more visible emoti<m. " My aunt,

to whom 1 was under the utmost obligations, was
likewise poor. I should have made no sacridce of

the feelings to procure the enjoyment of riches for

myself: but I was prepared to make every sacritica

on account of my aunt "

"Then you consider that you were making
sacrifice," inquired the I'resident, "by esp<jiisiii{

the Baron de Charlemont i"
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"Should I be believed," exclaimed Adelaide, was aroused by one of the maids, who entered to

with much emotion, " if I were to assert the con- see if I required anything."

trary? No—it would be against nature! I did
!

The President liad no farther question to put;

consider it a sacrifice ; and tlie world must have I and it was evident that tlie response to thb last

regarded me as a victim. But I accepted my des-

tiny; and when I once became the wife of an hon-

ourable man, I resolved to fulfil my duties faithfully.

Nay—I can scarcely say that I rtisolved ; because

that would be to imply that I had deliberated upon

query was deemed unsatisfactory by the audience,

— the tide of suspicion once more setting in

strongly against the Baroness de Charlemont. Aa
to wliat the judges and the jury thought of th«

matter, it was impossible to glean from their grave

the subject—and to deliberate would have been to
;
and unchanging countenances. The trial was sus-

pended for half-an-hour, during which interval the

prisoner was transferred to a private apartment in

the Palace of Justice ; and when the proccedinga

were resumed, the examination of the witnesses

for the prosecution commenced.
The chemist's son was the first thus called upon ;

and he recited the facts akeady known to the

reader : but when cross-examined, he admitted

that during the six weeks which had elapsed since

the Baroness was taken into custody, he had on
three or four occasions said to his father, " Good
heavens ! what if after all I should be mistaken as

to the identity of this lady with the woman who
pui'chased the poison ? I should be the means of

sending an innocent being to the scaffold !" Never-

theless, when re-oxamined by the Royal Procurator,

he affirmed his belief that the prisoner in the dock
was really and truly t1ie same who had purchased

the poison; and he attributed his occasional waver*

I
ings to a certain nervous excitement which all

waver. What I mean is, that v^'hen I once en-

tered the marriage-state, I accepted all its holiest

obligations ; and the prosecuting counsel has done

me the justice to admit that I never have been

accused of violating them."

This speech, brief though it were, was very

effective, and produced a reaction of opinion on

behalf of the accused. Perhaps too, her exquisite

beauty, which was set off at the moment by the

re-appearance of the flushing roses upon her

cheeks, helped to create that renewed sympathy

:

at least it was so with the male portion of the

auditory.
" Now, Adelaide Horton," said the President,

—

for ill France the prisoner under such circum-

stances would be addrcs»"'d by her maiden name,
•
—" answer mc this question : how long is it since

you saw the Count de St. Gerard ?"

" Some weeks previously to my marriage with

the Baron de Ciiarlemont," replied the accused,

" I beheld the Count de St. Gerard for the last

time."

Here tlie counsel engaged for Adelaide's defence,

rose and addressing the tribunal consisting of three

judges, said, "Gentlemen, anticipating that such a

question would be put, we have taken pains to

procure evidence to the effect that the Count de

St. Gerard has not set foot in Paris—nor has he

indeed been within fifty leagues of the capital—for

upwards of two years past. Here is an affidavit

to that effect, made by the Count de St. Gerard,

and attested before the proper authorities at Stras-

bourg."

The paper being duly handed in, the interroga-

tory was resumed,—the President now asking the

Baroness whether she had purchased poison at the

chemist's house —whether she had ever disguised

herself in mean apparel unbecoming her station

—

—whether she had ever seen the chemist's son

these extraordinary proceedings had produced.

His father was the second witness examined : but
all that he had to depose, was the cii'cumstance of

making an inquiry at the address given by the

female who purchased the poison, and finding that

address to be a false one.

The third witness called for tlie prosecution,

was the principal lady's-maid of the Baroness de
Charlemont. She deposed that on the evening

already pirticularized as to date, she perfectly

well recollected the prisoner ascending to her own
chamber a little before nine o'clock, and complain-

ing to the witness, who was in that chamber at

the time, of a very severe headache. The Baroness

said she should lie down and endeavour to sleep:

whereupon tlie witness withdrew. Some little

time afterwards —it might have been perhaps an
liour—witness again ascended to the chamber-
door, and knocked, thinking that possibly her

previous to the occasion on which he presented
j

mistress might require something. No answer
himself at her mansion in company with the un- was returned: she tried the handle of the door

—

dortaker P—to all which questions Adelaide replied but found tliat it was looked inside ; and therefore

firmly in the negative. concluding that her liulyship was sleeping, she

"I have now," said the President, "but one retired. Adjoining that chamber was the Baron's

more question to ask—and it is an important one. dressing-room, which communicated with another

The indictment specifies that at nine o'clock in the
,

chamber, known as the Baron's private ap;irt-

cvening of the 20th of August, IHi'i, you visited ment; and this had likewise a door opening into

the chemist's house under certain circumstances, a passage, whence a private staircase led ilown

If this be the case, you must have been away from into a small garden ; and from this garden there

your own home for at least an hour. The question I was a back entrance into the Kue de GrencUe,
I have to ask is this—What were you doing with which is behind the Rue de Tournon, running
yourself on that particular evening from nine to parallel with it. The witness d<d not however
ten o'clock? and can you prove how you passed I endeavour to penetrate into her mistress's cluimber

that interval ?" by passing through that already described as the
" I dined with my deceased husband and my Baron's private apartment : she could not there-

aunt," responded Adelaide, " at seven o'clock. At fore say whether the door of this private a{>art-

eight we retired to the drawing-room. Soon after-
I ment was also locked. At about half-past tea

wards I was seized with a violent headache, and or a quarter to eleven on the night in question,
retired to my own chamber, where I lay down and she ascended again to her mistress's chamber
tell into a deep sleep. At about half-past ton 1 she kn<.Kked—and in a few moments the dool
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was unlocked. Tlie Baroness appeared to have

just wakened up from slumber ; and she had on

precisely the same dress in which she had dined.

When cross-examined, the lady's-maid deposed

that she had never seen any apparel of a mean
nature, or which could serve as a disguise, in the

possession of the Baroness : but there were several

drawers which the Baroness was wont to keep

locked, and to which she (witness) had not access.

This same witness and another maid were

e-samined as to the manner in which they were

Bummoned by the violent ringing of the bell on

the night in question ; and when cross-examined,

they both declared that the grief of their mistress

appeared most natural,—not violent nor over-

strained—but just such a kind of sorrow as under

the circumstances she might have been supposed

to experience ; and they had not the faintest sus-

picion of foul play until the arrest took place,

this circumstance striking them with the sudden-

ness of a thunder-clap.

The . deposition made by the aunt, and taken

down by the examining magistrate when the case

was first brought before him, was read by the

clerk of the court ; and it testified to facts already

tnown to the reader. Then followed the ex-

• nination of the three surgical witnesses. Two
of them persevered in their opinion that death

aad been produced by prussic acid : the third still

leld to a contrary belief. This was one of the

nost interesting portions of the remarkable trial,

uad occupied some time.

Then began the speech for the defence, one of

{he most able advocates of the French bar having

b3en retained for the Baroness de Charlemont. He
dwelt with emphasis and eloquence upon all the

6 ilient points that told in her favour—the absence

of any possible motive for the perpetration of such

j

a crime—the positive injury which she would have
done herself in a pecuniary sense by removing the

husband on whose life depended so large a portion

1 of the revenue she enjoyed in common with him

—

I

t le fact that the chemist's son had so frequently

' expressed his dread lest he should have been mis-

tiken in a matter of personal identity—the non-

discovery of those articles of mean clotliing which
she was represented to have worn, and the diffi-

j
culty of having disposed of such raiment during

i the short interval between her retui-n from the

chemist's (as charged in the indictment) and the

ransacking of all her di-awers and boxes by the

police immediately after the arrest. The learned

counsel animadverted strongly upon the attempt of

tlie Koyal Procurator to create the impression that

a murder of a husband had been committed in the

hope that the way would thus be cleared for mar-
riage with the ol)jcct of the prisoner's first affec-

tions. He insisted that it was an important cir-

cumstance in the prisoner's favour that she had
never seen the Count de St. Gerard, nor commu-
nicated with him, since her marriage,—as proved
by that nobleman's affidavit. In respect to the

endeavour on the part of the prosecution to show
that tho jiriBoner could not prove how she had (hs-

posf'ti of her time from nine o'clock until half-past

ten on the night in question, that endeavour liad

completely faded : for the inference to ho drawn
from the testimony of the principal latly's-maid,

Iras that her mistress, having locked herself in her

chamber to prisvcnt intrusion, had slept during the

whole time. The learned counsel then proceeded

to dissect with much skill the surgical evidence

which had been tendered—insisting that it was not

even satisfactorily shown that the Baron de Char-

lemont was murdered at all ; and that as there was
clearly a doubt upon this point, the prisoner was

entitled to the benefit thereof. He concluded a
long and eloquent speech by calling upon the jury

to acquit the Baroness, and relieve her from an
imputation which could not be possibly sus-

tained.

Three or four witnesses for the defence were

called. One was the magistrate who had effected tho

arrest, and who frankly admitted that the conduct

of the prisoner on the occasion was unlike that of

a guilty person. He also deposed to having insti-

tuted the most rigorous search throughout the

mansion and the garden—but that he had neither

discovered the phial which was alleged to have been

sold by the chemist, nor any article of the humble
raiment which the purchaser of the poison was
described to have worn. The gaol authorities were

examined, and they spoke to the demeanour of the

Baroness during the six weeks of her imprison-

ment. Some of the late Baron's papers were put

in to show that his wife was acquamted with his

pecuniary circumstances, and therefore knew what
would be the consequence, in this respect, of

making away with him. It was likewise shown

on the testimony of the valet, that the Baron had

complained of illness ere retiring to rest on the

night of his death.

The King's Procurator rose to reply, and briefly

repeated many of his former arguments, as well

as answering those of the counsel for the defence.

When he had concluded, the Judges retired to

deliberate upon the summing-up ; and after an

absence of nearly an hour from the court, they

retm-ned—when the President delivered his address

to the Jury. He was an upright and conscientious

Judge, and carefully avoided suft'ering the Jury to

perceive what was the impression of the bench.

He pointed out all the facts that told for or against

the prisoner ; and though the summing-up was
perfectly impartial, yet from the analyzation of

the circumstances themselves it might be pro-

nounced more favourable than otherwise to the

Baroness.

The President ceased; and the jury withdrew to

deliberate. It was now eight o'clock in the even-

ing—the lamps were lighted in the court—a pro-

found silence reigned. Tho auditory, amongst

which were so many of the fashionable world of

Paris, had remained in the judgment-hall the

whole day, so intense was the interest excited by

this remarkable trial. A careful study of the most

expressive countenances wouul have shown that

the general opinion was adverse to the Baroness de

Charlemont—but yet that the jury could scarcely

convict upon the evidence as it stood. And slie

—

the accused— tliat beautiful creature of only

twenty-two years of age — apparelled in her

widow's-wecds,—there she sat in tho ignominious

dock, her countenance concealed from the general

view. But every one knew full well that powerful

emotions must be agitating in her bosom, and that

she must feel that her life depended upon the Jiat

about to be pronounced by a majority of the

twelve men who had retired from the jury-box.

At length the door behind that box opened : on«
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by one the jury reappeared, each resnmitig his

teat with a Holcmn gravity of countenance ;

—

and yet there was sonjcthing in the looks of

several which enabled keen physiognomists to

conjecture what the verdict would be. All un-

certainty on the subject was soon at an end :

the decision was in favour of the Baroness de

Charlemont, who was accordingly pronounced
not fjii.ilty.

No applause followed this verdict: though
every one present felt it was a decision rendered

on the safe side, yet it seemed unsatisfactory.

None of Adelaide's brilliant accquaintances

stepped forward to grasp her hand and offer

congratulations. One individual alone ad-

dressed her thus ; and that was her own counsel.

She sat for nearly a minute in the dock after

tlie verdict was delivered : she sat as if turned

into a statue ! Then she rose slowly ; and
without turning a single look upon the audience,

as slowly quitted the court.

CHAPTER CXXVII.

THE BBIDEQBOOM AND BRIDE.

The reader will recollect that it was after the

hridal ceremony in the church of St. George's,

Hanover Square, that Lord Saxondale learnt

from his valet that the Baroness had been
tried for the murder of her husband. Terrific was

the shock which the young nobleman experienced

at this intelligence : he became pale as death, and

Btaggered against the wall for support. Tiie

astounding folly which he had comuiitted struck

him like a tremendous blow ; and when he began

to recover his self-possession, the direst alarms

sprang up in his mind at the thought of having

espoused such a woman.
But how was he to act ? It was done—and

could not be undone. He felt frightened at her

;

and he thought to himself that it was absolutely

necessary he should veil his feelings and put upon
the transaction the best face possible. A perfect

adept in dissimulation, he had little difficulty in

thus masking the emotions which had been so

suddenly and terribly excited within him : and on

returning into the vestry where he had left his

bride, the radiant beauty of her person mitigated

considerably the first feelings of horror and alarm

which had seized upon him. Tiie proper entries

being made in the register. Lord Saxondale con-

ducted forth his bride to the carriage ; and they

proceeded to the mansion in Park Lane. There

they were received by the assembled domestics,

who, as yet ignorant of the lady's antecedents,

wore an expression of countenance indicative of

tacit and respectful congratulation.

Several days passed ; and in the meantime Lord
Saxondale hajl read the whole particulars of Ade-
laide's trial in a file of English newspapers, to

which he referred for the purpose. The account

was precisely that which we have given in the pre-

ceding chapter ; and a paragraph, subsequ^mtly

published, contained the intelligence of the death

of the Baroness de Charlemont's aunt, who expired

a few days after that trial. And what was the

iinpressitju which the perusal of this remarkable
case made upon the young bridegroom's mind ?

Vainly did he endeavour to persuade himself that

i

Adelaide was innocent : he could not sucked :—

I

at the bottom of his soul rested the dark, tho
terrible conviction that she was really guilty,
and that he had married a murderess ! Yet
again and again did he say to himself, " No, it

lis impossible: she is innocent!"—and again
and again did he find himself yielding to quite
the opposite conviction. But when in her pre-
sence— hen under the influence of her sensuous
witcheries and voluptuous blandishments—he
at first fell into that reckless devil-me-care
mood which seemed to say, " Well, never mind
—it can't be helped—she won't poison me ! She
is a magnificent creature ; and it was worth any
sacrifice to possess her."
A fortnight passed ; and not a single visit was

paid at !-axondale House : it was quite evident
that the fashionable world of the British metro-
polis intended to treat the new Lady Saxondale
as she had been ti eated in France when present-
ing herself at the ball at the Odeon "Theatre.

But she said not a word upon the subject to her
husband : she did not seem to be annoyed—she
appeared as if she were unconscious that such
studied and complete neglect was demon»trated
towards her. The domestics of the household
had gradually grown cool— some sullen and
sulky—others half-inclined to show what
they thought ; and several gave warning to
leave at the expiration of a certain term.
When these notices were mentioned to Ade-
laide by tho steward and the housekeeper, she
made no remark beyond bi<l(ling them get other

servants ; and she asked no questions. It seemed
quite sufficient for her that she had become Lady
Saxondale and she troubled not herself about any
other circumstance.

Edmund was astonished that neither Lord
Petersfield on the one hand, nor Marlow and MaW
ton on the other, had taken the slightest notice ol

his marriage. They came not nrar him : neither

did they write ; and he carefully avoided the chance

of falling in with them—for if he did, it would be
impossible to help touching on the subject which
he felt was no pleasant one whereof to attempt th«

justification. His mother too continued silent for

the fortnight which thus elapsed from the day of

his marriage. During this interval he had re-

mained almost entirely at home, save when visiting

his club for the purpose of consulting the tile of

newspapers. He had then noticed that those ac-

quaintances whom he met tiiere, bowctl most dis*

tantly and coldly—some scarcely at all; and as

day after day passed, and not a single carriage

rolled up to the door of Saxondale House—not one

double knock was heard—he could not .shut his

eyes to the fiict that ke and his wife were corn*

pletely cut. This was by no means agreeable to a

vain and conceited young man, whose ambition it

was to make himsclt' conspicuous in society. The
reader will remember that one of his principal

motives for going abroad waa on account of the

coldness demonstrated towards him by his acquaint*

ances in London ; and he had hoj>eii that by ac-

cepting the post of atta<'h^ to an Envoy Kxtraor-

diuary and Miuist^T Plenipotentiary, he should

acquire a certain importance which, ou his return

to England, would turn the coldness of his ac-

quaintances into parasitical eagerness to court

him. But this hope was now utterly destroyed

;

aud he could not blind himself to the fact that h«

had committed the most egregious act of follr



«h(ch Ite could possibly have perpetrated. He
possessed a wife of resplemleut beauty, but of

ruined character—of a character ruined, too, ia

the most dreadful sense of the word ; acd he

would ten thousand times rather, after all, that

Bhe had been a wanton than that she should b©

branded by public opinion as a murderess.

And then, too, when the fren/y of passion was

Bated by revelling in her arms— wlieu on each

occasion his sensuous cravings were appeased—

•

the horrid thought would creep into his mind
that he was hold in the embrace of a murden
This kept him awake at nights ; and in the pro- I

found silence of tiie dark hours, as she slept by

his side, he would vainly endeavour to banish

from his mind the appalling conviction that it ^—=-'

was an assassin who slumbered there ! The
imagination, thus goaded, is fearfully fertile

in conjuring up circumstances' of terror ; and
Edmund thought to himself that the same
hand which had poured the poison between

the lips of one husband, might not hesitate

to do the same to another, if gome eecret

Na 77.—THIRD SEBIM.
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purpose were to be answered thereby. And then

that Count dc St. Gerard too—Edmund liked not

the name : it became one of the phantoms that

haunted him—and he thought that if this indivi-

dual should appear upon the .scene and renew his

acquaintance with Adelaide, she might dispose of

her bridegroom to make way for the possession of

a third husband in the person of him whom, in a

court of justice, she confessed to have loved.

Thus was it that even within the first fortnight

of this most inauspicious marriage, young Lord

Saxondale was led bitterly to repent the step he

had taken. But how was he to extricate himself

from the meshes which he had allowed to be

woven around his limbs? how was he to 'fling off

the coil which an almost incredible infatuation

had fastened upon him ? He could not : he was

afraid of that woman whom he had married—he

shuddered and he trembled at the awful capacity

for mischief which he believed to be possessed by
his bride. And it was this very terror in which

he stood of her that made him exorcise all his

powers to veil the real condition of his feelings,

—

so that he studied his best to multiply all possible

assiduities and attentions towards her whom he

had made Lady Saxondale. He was growing

desperate ;—and yet, an arrant coward in every

pijssible respect, he dared not take any decisive

step. He endeavoured to drown his thoughts in

champagne, and also in the luxuriousness of

Adelaide's charms : but there was gall mingled

in the wine-cup—and when his passion was sated

by sensuous enjoyment, he felt as if the splendid

creature whom he held glowing and palpitating in

his embrace, might all in a moment turn into a

loathsome reptile and fasten its venomous fangs

upon him.

A fortnight thus passed away ; and at the ex-

piration of this interval. Lord Saxondale found that

his funds were exhausted and that he required

money. As yet no conversation had taken place

between himself and his bride as to her own pecu-

niary resources : bu,t from the statement which he

had read in the newspaper, he believed that these

were of a limited nature. Still he thought it was
as well to understand exactly the amount of the

revenue which she did possess ; and as he felt

sure the house in Paris belonged to her, he thought

that it might as well be disposed of, as they were

by no means likely to need such an establishment

m the French capital, inasmuch as Adelaide had
vowed that she would never revisit that city again.

He did not exactly know how to introduce the

subject to his wife, of whom, {is already stated, he

stood much in terror : but one morning, while they

were seated at breakfast, a remark which he made
at once tiumed the discourse into the desired

channel.
" I am going presently," he said, " upon a some-

what unpleasant business. It is necessary that I

should call on old Peterslield, to obtain some money
from him, as my own is exhausted and my regular

allowance is not yet due."
" Ah ! I am glad, Edmimd," responded his wife,

" that you have spoken upon the subject : for I

myself am in need of money. I want new dresses,

various articles of jewellery, and a thousand little

things, which I must purchase at my leisure. By
the bj-e, my dear," she went on to observe, " I have
not as yet made you acquainted with the precise

nature of my affairs : but it is requisite I should
now do so. I am well aware," she added, with a
peculiar look, in which for a moment there seemed
to flash a glance of irony, " that you only married
me for myself alone—because jou were doubtless

aware that my pecuniary means were not large

;

and by the circumstance of marriage they have
disappeared altogether."

" Oh ! of course," exclaimed Edmund, " I know
that you lose your widow's pension by having
married again : but that house in Paris must be
worth something—eight or ten thousand pounds,
I should think, at the very least ;—and as my
allowance was well enough for a single man, but
will not go a great way to support us both in a
proper manner, I was thinking that till I am of

age and become the master of my fortune, it will

be just as well if we were to dispose of that house,

the furniture, and equipages. It could be done in

a few weeks "

" No doubt," answered his wife, with the most
perfect suavity of tone and a complete ease of

manner; "there would not be the slightest dif-

ficulty if the house belonged to me."
" Belonged to you !" echoed Saxondale. " I

thought you told me it was your own ?"

" To be sure !—and I told you truly," said

Adelaide. " You do not, I hope, think that I

would deceive you ?" she demanded somewhat in-

dignantly.
" Oh, no ! not for a moment ! But "

" Perhaps I might have omitted to mention a
little fact," continued Adelaide ;

' but if so, it was
because all my thoughts and feelings were so com-
pletely absorbed by the love with which you in-

spired me. However, I must now ioform you
that by a provision of my late husband's will

"

Edmund could not help shuddering as he
thought that this husband to whom she so calmly

aUu led, had been sent out of the world by her own
criminal hand.

" The mansion in the Rue de Tournon," she con-

tinued, in the same placid voice and manner, " waj
to pass away from me, in case of contracting a
second marriage, to a distant male relative of the

late Baron. But of course this is a matter of per-

fect indifference to you,—as you will shortly be
immensely rich ; and in the interval your guaniians

must supply you with funds : or else there are

plenty of means by which the heir to a noble pro-

perty can raise as much money as he requires.

You had better go and see Lord Petersfield, as you
just now suggested."

" Yes—I think I had better," answered Saxon-
dale.

Rising from the breakfast-t,able, he was about to

leave the room, when his wife said, " Edmimd, one
word before you go."

He turned—and now perceived that her coup-

tenance wore a very peculiar expression, which
made him afraid. It had for the moment a look

so sinister, that deeply as he suspected her soul of

conscious guilt, he waa surprised and shocked to

behold that expression upon a countenance so tran-

sccndently beaulifi^. It appeared to i-edect dart
and malignant passions : and yet he could scarcely

explain more detiniteh- to himself the meaning to

be gathered from that look. It quickly passed

away, leaving an angelic serenity behind it :—and
beckoning liim l<iw»lds her, Adelaide rose from
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her seat—placed her hand upon hia shoulder—and
thus leaning lightly upon him, gazed tenderly in

his face, as she said, " Lord Pefersfield will doubt-

less indulge in many bitter invectives against me

:

it is for you, as my husband, to defend me."

"Defend you !" stammered Saxondale, who was
afraid of sulTeruig his wife to know how well he

was acquainted with all the particulars of her trial

in Paris two years back.
" Yes, Edmund—defend and vindicate me !" she

said emphatically : and now he felt her hand gi-asp

his shoulder for a moment with, a sudden spasmodic

violence. " You must not think that I am igno-

rant of what is uppermost in your mind. I am
well aware that you know all the past as it relates

to me : and I thank you, my Edmund, for having

with so much delicacy abstained from alluding to

it. The charge was most odious—most foully

false. You can conceive the pain and anguish it

. occasions me to be compelled thus to allude to it.

Not for a moment must yo^i, Edmund, believe that

I was guilty ! No—if the world has been unjust

towards me, it is for you as my husband to make
me the fullest amends by your kindness and your

confidence. Go you, therefore, to Lord Petersfield

—tell him that you arc convinced of my entire

innocence of the djeadful accusation levelled against

me—and represent to him that if he be a man cf

justice and honour, of mercy and of humanity, he

will adopt the same view. And now go."

Thus speaking, Adelaide threw her arms around

her husband's neck—imprinted a long and sensuous

kiss upon his lips—and sent him forth with ecstacy

thrilling through his form, but with bewilderment

in his brain. Was she indeed innocent ? could it

be possible ? Ah ! what would he not give to be

enabled to believe her so ! And again he tried

—

again he strove, to clutch that belief: but he could

not !—a secret voice in the depths of his soul whis-

pered that she was really guilty.

He proceeded on foot towards Lord Petersfield's

residence : but while repaii-iug thither, he delibe-

rated whether he should have recourse to his

guardian, or whether he should raise a loan from
the money-lender who was recommended by Emily
Archer, and who had before accommodated him.

As we have already stated, he had hitherto sedu-

lously avoided the chance of falling in with Lord
Petersfield : but he did not like the silence which

that nobleman, Marlow and Malton, and his

mother had lutherto maintained in respect to his

marriage. He could not help fearing that some
mischief was brewing; and yet he knew not what.

He was nervous and uneasy : his mind was filled

with vague apprehensions of impending evil : he

longed to see Petersfield for one reason, yet dreaded

to meet him for another. While thus hesitating

and deliberating, he arrived within sight of tlie

house where his lordship dwelt. He looked at his

watch to see whether it wei'e yet too early to pre-

sent himself there : but finding that it was eleven

o'clock, he resolved to put as bold a face upon the

matter as possible, and sec his guardian. He
accordingly knocked at the door : the summons
was at once answered by a footman ; and at the

eame instant Edmund caught sight of Lord Peters-

field passing into a room at the extremity of the

spaciou.s hall.

" Oh, I f.cc his lordship is at home," observed

Edmund, assuming as oil-hand and self-possessed a
|

manner as possible : and he was about tv cri>!>9 th«
threshold.

" No, my lord—his lordship is not at hrime,"

responded the domestic, with marked empliasia.
" You lying scoundrel !" ejaculated Edmund,

becoming crimson with mingled rage and mor-
tification. " I saw your master enter the dij'ing-

room yonder."
" I don't care what you saw," responded the

footman doggedly and even insolently. " I tell

you he is not at home."
For an instant Edmund was inclined to turn

away : but thinking that it would be quite safe to

give vent to his ill-temper by bullying the lacquey,

he exclaimed, " You impertinent scoundrel, how
can you stand there, looking me in the face, and
telling such an infernal falsehood .?"

" Scoundi-el !" echoed the man: "who do you
call a scoundrel ? At all events my wife is an
honest woman—and not a murderess."

With these words he banged the door in the

face of Lord Saxondale, who stood upon the steps

livid and trembling wth rage. So violent were
his feelings that he could have screamed out—he
could have dashed hi«iself against the door—he
could have torn it with his nails : but people were
passing at the time, and he felt that he was already

sufficiently mortified—nay, crushed and beaten
do^vn—to avoid farther exjiosure. He therefore

hurried away ; and flinging himself into the first

hackney-coach that he perceived, he ordered him-
self to be driven to the office of Mr. Musters in

the City. Dui-ing the di-ive thithei', Edmund's
reflections were of the most painful nature. Already
cut by the entire fashionable world—looked coldly

upon, or scarcely spoken to, by his acquaintances

—denied admittance into the house of his own
guardian—and insulted by a lacquey,—the pos-

sessor of a splendid title, and with enormous re-

venues in the prospective, was at this instant the

most wretched mortal upon the face of the earth.

It was therefore in no very pleasant frame of

mind that he was set down at the office of the

money-lender : but again putting on the best pos-

sible face, he said to himself, as he ascended the

dark dingy staircase, "At all events, old Musters
won't care who I have married; and as he has
been paid once, he will be ready enough to lend
me money again."

In the front office a wretched starveling boy
was writing at a desk ; and in response to the
yoimg nobleman's question, he said that Mr.
Musters was alone and disengaged. Edmund
accordingly passed into the back-room which the
money-lender made his private office, and where
he was now seated at a desk covered with papers.

He was a little old man, looking as if he had been
com})letely shrivelled up, without being actually

scorched, by the ordoal of some intense process of
heat: his countenance had something vile and
mean, as well as sharp and cunning, in its ex-
pression : he was dressed in a suit of rusty black

—

his linen was none of the cleanest—and by his

personal ajipearance ho rather resembled a decayed
tradesman or broken-down undertaker, than a man
who, if he cho^, could write hia name to a cheque
for a hundred thousand pounds. Yet such was
the case : for during a long series of years, Mus-
ters had been amassing wealth by every variety of

usurious, dirty, and dishonest expedient,—taking



196 THE MYSTERIES OT THE COURT.

«are, however, in all his proceedinga, to avoid en-

tangling himself with the criminal law. If his

form appeared to have been shrivelled up in the

close and heated atmosphere of a City-olfice, his

soul was assuredly tanned, and parched, and in-

durated, so as to be perfectly inaccessible to every

generous or proper feeling : it was hardened to all

the amenities of life, and susceptible only of ideas

connected with sordid gain.

" Well," cried Saxondale, adopting an air of

flippant gaiety, which he was ever wont to mis-

take for well-bred ease, as he entered into the

iMurcr's presence,—" I am come to see you again :"

—and he flung himself upon a seat with an air of

dissipated languor.
" What has procured me the honour of your

lordship's visit ?" inquired Musters : and it struck

Edmund that his manner was cold and distant.

" I want you to write me a cheque for fifteen

hundred, or so," he responded j
" and you shall

have my promissory note."
" Very son-y, my lord—but it can't be done,"

said the old man: and then he compressed his

lips with decisive firmness over his toothless gums.

"How do you mean—can't be done P" ejacu-

lated Edmund. " Dicbi't you but very lately trust

me to the amount of four thousand pounds ? and

didn't Marlow and Malton settle with you P"

" Well, my lord, they settled after a fashion,"

replied ilusters ;
" they made me strike ofi" a con-

siderable amount,"
" Oh, all stuff and nonsense !" cried Edmund

:

" there was plenty of margin left for your profits,

I'll be bound. And then, what's more, you got

ready money instead of having to wait till I came
of age."

" Yes—but Messrs. Marlow and Malton will

not be disposed to settle your lordship's debts

again," said the old man, now speaking almost

doggedly.

"And if they don't, sha'n't I be of age in

eighteen months ? and you will of course calcidate

interest and commission, and all that sort of thing,

accordingly. Come, I want fifteen hundred to-day

very particular indeed ; and I will give you a bill

for a couple of thousand."
" I would rather decline, my lord," answered

Musters fu-mly,

" But why ? This is not treating me well. I

know you have got plenty of money : so there's

no excuse of that sort. Come now, there's a good

fellow—take out your cheque-book:"—and Lord
Saxondale condescended to adopt a coaxing and
cajoling tone with the old usiu-er.

" Once for all, my lord, I cannot—I will not
:"

'—and the money-lender, throwing himself back

in his chair, assumed a look of sternest decision.

" But what's your reason P" demanded Saxon-

dale, who scarcely thought tliat tlie money-lender,

whom on former occasions, during his connexion

with Emily Archer, he had found so pliant, could

now prove completely inflexible :
" what's the

reason, I say ? Am I not as well able to pay as I

was some few months ago P"

"I don't know, my lord—I don't know," an-

swered Musters mysteriously. " At all events, I

decline uccomraodating your lordship!"
" But I must and will know what is the reason,"

exclaimed Saxondale, really alarmed : and all the

Vrtgue terrors which had been previously haunting

him, came back with renewed force into his mind.
' There is something strange in your conduot.

Musters. Money-lending is your vocation, where
you know it is safe ; and you can have no fear in

respect to me. Come, why don't you speak ? If

you have got anything in your mind, I wish you
would out with it at once."

" I would rather not give any explanations, mj
lord," was the usurer's curt response.

" Well, I suppose the fact of the matter is,"

cried Saxondale, nervous and agitated, and full of

apprehensions, which were all the more torturing

because so indefinite,—" there is something in this

marriage of mine that you don't like ?"—and it

was with difficulty he could give utterance to the
words, which appeared to stick in his throat.

" Since you press me so, my lord," answered
Musters, " I must candidly confess that you have
stated the exact truth."

" But what the deuce has my marriage got to

do with the business I propose to you ?" demanded
Saxondale, in a vehement manner.

" Simply this, my lord," rejoined Musters

:

" that if your relations and friends should take it

into their heads to lock you up in a lunatic-

asylum for having contrjtcted such a marriage,

what would become of any money I might lend

you P"

Edmund—the wretched Edmund—sank back
aghast at this announcement which struck him
with the force of a revelation. It appeared to be
the solution of all the vague terrors which were
floating in his mind : it was the key to the read-

ing of the mystery of his own feelings : it seemed
at once to point to the impendfng evil whereof he
had a presentiment. He longed to ask old Mus-
ters a few questions—as to whether he had only

spoken at random, or whether he had any real

gi-ounds for throwing out such a frightful eventu-

ality P—but when he endeavoured to speak, the

words stuck in his throat, and he could only gasp
forth a few inarticulate sounds.

" You needn't frighten yom-self, my lord," said

Musters, fearing lest the young nobleman should

go into a fit. " I don't know that such a thing

will happen ; and I have no particular reason for

supposing that it may. But this I do know—that

where persons have a great deal of property, either

in possession or prospective, there are always peo-

ple more or less iiiterested in getting them locked

up ; and heaven knows j-ou have done enough to

induce any two physicians to pronounce you mad
a dozen times over. However, it's no business of

mine ; and I should not have said so much, had
you not pressed me. And now, my lord, as my
time is precious," added old Clusters, looking at

his watch, '" you will excuse uje."

Saxondale rose from his seat—and without utter-

ing a word, quitted the room. He felt as if he
were walking in a dream —not merely a dream,
but in the midst of a hideous night -marc. There
was a stunning and stupi Tying sensation ia his

brain : he felt that his position was a dreadfuf one
—but beyond this he had not the power to reflect

deliberately upon it. Mechanically did he re-enter

the hackney-coach ; and three times did the driver

iisk whither he was to proceed, ere Saxondale gave
him any answer. Then, in a mood of tliorough

decoration, he said, "To the oflice of Marlow and
Malton, rm-liameut Street."
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Why he gave this address he scarcely knew:
but it seemed to him that he was in a state of hor-

rible uncertainty which must be cleared up. He
had better know the worst at once ; and if any such

shocking intention as that at which Musters had

hinted, were entertained concerning him, he would

rather be informed of it than continue in a fright-

ful suspense. It did not occur to him that sup-

posing such an aim was really in view, those who
purposed it would keep their own counsel until the

moment of its execution. In short, he had no

power nor faculty for deliberate meditation ; and

from this half-stupified condition of mind he was
scarcely aroused somewhat, when the hackney-

coach stopped at the lawyers' office in Parliament

Street.

Alighting from the vehicle. Lord Saxondale was
seized with another fit of hesitation ; and for a few

moments he was almost inclined to depart again,

without seeking an interview with Marlow and
Malton. He would probably have done so, had he

not suddenly recollected that his wife had asked

him for money ; and as he had none to give her, he

felt afraid to return into her presence without being

able to gratify her request. He therefore as-

cended the stairs ; and entering the clerks' ofiice,

inquired if either of their employers was within ?

He was informed that Mr. Marlow was in his

private room—but that he had two gentlemen
with him : whereupon Edmund said he would wait.

One of the clerks took in his name ; and returned,

saying, " Mr. Marlow is not particularly engaged,

my lord : he has only got two friends with him ;

and he hopes your lordship wUl walk in without

ceremony."

Edmund was suddenly cheered by this invita-

tion : it looked as if the lawyer-guardian was in-

clined to be more civil than the diplomatic one ;

—

and again assuming an ofi'-hand manner, and mus-
tering up all his courage. Lord Saxondale passed

into the private office. There he found Marlow
seated with two gentlemen, with whom Edmund
was altogether unacquainted. One was an elderly

man, with gray hair—dressed in deep black—and
having a very serious look. The other was some
years younger—handsome, and apparently good-

humoured—gaily apparelled—and with a massive

watch-chain festooning over a bright-hued waist-

coat. Marlow introduced Lord Saxondale to these

gentlemen—but did not mention their names in

return. This however Edmund considered to be
an oversight ; and thinking nothing more of it,

took a seat.

" Well, my lord," said Marlow, smiling archly,

"so you have perpetrated matrimony—eh? I

have not paid my respects at Saxondale House,
because I thought I was not wanted."

" And why did you think that ?" inquired Ed-
mund, still more cheered than at first by the jovial

kind of good-naturedly bantering tone which the
soUcitor adopted.

" Why do I think so ?" ejaculated Marlow :

" why, because you did not condescend to consult me
as to the alliance—although you ought, you know,
to have done so—strictly speaking—as I am your
guardian. Neither did you send me a piece of the

wedding-cake :"—and here he laughed again.
" Upon my word, there was no woddiiig-cakc at

all !" replied Edmund, laughing likewise. " You
•eq, it was all done in such a hurry "

" So I understand," interrupted Marlow.
" Come, do tell us all about it : it will be so very
amusing ! These are friends of mine—very inti-

mate friends— capital fellows too— and so you
needn't mind speaking before them."

" Oh ! not I," ejaculated Edmund, perfectly re-

joiced at the manner in which his marriage was
treated by the attorney, and making sure that his

pecuniary demands would be unhesitatingly corn*

plied with. " Of course you have heard that Lady
Saxondale—the new Lady Saxondale, I mean—is a
very beautiful woman !"

" Oh ! that is well known," responded Marlow.
" I think you never saw her before you met her that

night at the Odeon Theatre ?"

" Never," replied Edmund.
"Ah! then se^e what an effect beauty has upon

your lordship," cried Marlow, rubbing his hands
quite gleefully. "Why, the next morning
yes, I do believe from what Petcrsfield told me,
the very next morning—you carried oflf the prize

—wasn't it so ? Eeally your lordship is a perfect

killer of ladies' hearts. But tell us—was it not

so?"
" Well, it was," answered Edmund. " But.

you see, she is so exceedingly beautiful—so fasci-

nating "

"To be sure—to be sure," observed Marlow.
"And then you travelled straight off with her

ladyship—^brought the fair prize to London—and
married her as quick as special license and parson's

aicl could tie the knot. Am I not right ?"

" Perfectly so," rejoined Saxondale, who felt

himself quite the hero of the scene, and fancied

the exploit was altogether as great and glorious

as Marlow was depicting it.

" Pray excuse me, my lord, for asking a ques-

tion," said the elder of the two gentlemen, both of

whom appeared much interested in the discourse :

" but is not my friend Marlow exaggerating the

facts? Was 'it really the case that at the very

first meeting your heart was vanquished by the

lady, and her's became enthralled to you? and
that you bore off the prize with such wondroua
celerity ?"

" It is all true — perfectly true," responded
Saxondale. " Marlow has exaggerated nothing."

" Well, it was a superb feat," remarked the

younger of the two gentlemen ;
" and your lord-

ship has really much to be proud of. I suppose

that your lordship did not condescend to any such

low and gi-ovelling proceedings as to inquire into

her ladyship's resources—family connexions—per-

sonal circumstances—or otherwise ?"

" Oh, no—nothing of the sort !" replied Saxon-
dale :

" it was all love—sheer love."

" And did her ladyship run away with you, my
lord—or you with her ladyship ?" inquired the

younger gentleman.
" Oh ! I ran away with her," responded Saxon-

dale, determined to monopolize all tlic honour and

glory of the proceeding. " But I say, Marlow,"

he immediately added, turning to tlie lawyer,
" what the deuce is the matter with old Peters-

field ? I called on him just now—and he was
denied to me."

" Why, my lord," responded the attorney, "you
can't bo surprised if Lord Pclorslield, with his

exceedingly precise and rigid notions of rliqucttf,

should be somewhat 'excd,— in the lirst place that
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you did not consult him—and in the second place

but I am fearful of giving offence how-
ever, as of course your lordship must have the best

possible reasons for knowing the accusation to

have been false
"

" Oh, yes—her latlyehip assures me that it was,"

interrupted Saxondale :
" quite false ! By the bye,

she is yery badly treated by the world ; and it is

my duty, as her husband, to defend and vindicate

her."

As he uttered these words, Edmund drew him-

self up with as much dignity as he could possibly

assume : for he was quite proud of the quotation

from his wife's own injunctions, and which he

thought peculiarly happy and wcU turned.
" No doubt of it," said the younger of the two

gentlemen :
" no doubt of it ! Of (^urse your lord-

ship was acquainted with all the circumstances

before the marriage took place ?"

" Not a bit of it !" ejaculated Edmund. " Dur-
ing the journey I overheard several things that

sounded uncommon strange ; and I meant to ask

her ladyship for an explanation : but such was her

beauty, and so great her fascinations, that all

other things were put out of my head "

" Oh, of course !" interrupted Marlow :
" so

that if the Baroness de Charlemont had been a

fiend in angel-shape, and you had been somewhat
led to suspect it, you would not have troubled

yourself to sift the matter to the very bottom ?"

" Not I indeed !" observed Edmund flippantly:

and he thought that this way of treating the

affair was all very fine and manly—while Marlow's
behaviour towards him put him into the best pos-

sible spirits.

" Well, for my part," said the younger of the

two gentlemen, "I never knew a love affair so

expeditiously conducted. Your lordship can say

with Cajsar—' J came, I saw, I conquered?' "

" Capital !" exclaimed Saxondale, affecting to

laugh heartily. " But, by the bye, my time is

somewhat precious— a newly-married man, you
know, must not neglect his bride—and so I must
be off. Can I say a few words >vith you, Mr.
Marlow, in private ?"

" Oh ! I can understand very well what it is,"

cried the lawyer, laughing :
" the old song, my lord

—eh ? Money, I suppose ?"

"Precisely so: and under all circumstances I

hope you will write me a handsome cheque."
" I will send it up presently, my lord. Mr. Mal-

ton has just stepped out ; and he has locked up
the cheque-book. Let me see," he continued,

looking at his watch :
" it is now half-past one

o'clock. At throe, my lord, one of my clerks shall

wait upon your lordship at Saxondale House with
a cheque."

" I shall be at home at the time: but don't make
it later, because I want to take her ladysliip out
for a little shopping."

" Not a moment later," responded Marlow : "my
clerk shall be at Saxondale House at three o'clock

punctually."

Edmund thereupon took his leave of the solicitor

and the two gentlemen ; and in a very different

frame of mind was he borne away in the hackney-
coach from the office, than that In which he had
first alighted there. On returning home, he said

nothing to Lis wife of the nibuff he had expe-
rienced at Lord retersticld's —nor of his fruitless

visit to the money-lender : all he deemed it necea-
sa;-y to say, was that he had seen one of bia

guardians, who was most kind and civil, and who
would send him up a cheque for a considerable

sum at three o'clock. The bride was evidently

much pleased with this intclligonce ; and the car-

riage was ordered to be in readiness at half-past

three to take Lord and Lady Saxondale out on
their shopping expedition.

Punctually at three o'clock a hackney-coach
drew up to the door of Saxondale Hou.se ; and one
of the lawyers' clerks, whom Edmund knew by
sight, was shown up to the drawing-room where
he was seated.

"Please your lordship," said the clerk, "Mr,
Marlow has brought the cheque : but he wishee to

say something to your lordship—he is in a very

great hurry—is sorry to take such a liberty with
your lordship—but if you would step down and
speak to him in the coach, he would esteem it a
most particular favour."

" Oh, no liberty—not a bit of it !" ejaculated

Edmund, rejoiced at the idea of receiving the cash
that he wanted : and he sped do\vn the stairs three

or four at a time.

Just pausing in the haU to take his hat, Saxon-
dale hurried out of the house ; and approaching

the hackney-coach, looked in. The glance which
he thus flung inside, sliowed him to his astonish-

ment that Mr. Marlow was not there—but that

two queerlj'-dressed men, with no very prepossess-

ing countenances, occupied the vehicle. Edmund
was about to turn round and inquire of the clerk

what all this meant—when he was suddenly seized

upon from behind, and tossed completely into the

hackney-coach,—the two men receiving him in

their grasp with more firmness than courtesy. A
third individual—the one who had just puslied him
in, and who was of an appearance similar to the

two already seated inside -.-iprang in after him

:

the door was banged by Marlow's clerk—the
wooden blinds were instantly put up by those

inside—and the hackney-coach drove rapidly away.

CHAPTER CXX VIIL

CniFFIN AT LIVERPOOL.

Wb must now go back somewhat, for a few
minutes, to a former point in our narrative, in

order to give certain necessary explanations. The
reader will recollect under what circumstances

Chillin the Cannibal left the bo<>ziug-ken in

Bethnal Green. He had arrived there with wet
garments after his swim in the canal at Agar
Town—he found that he had been robbed of his

hoarded money by Tony M'ilkins—he borrowed a

suit of decent raiment from the landlord—and
then he sped away in pursuit. But speedily

struck by a sense of the imprudence of his con-

duct, he hied back to the neighbourhood of the

boozing-ken ; and on pereeiviug a policeman

standing at the door, beat a precipitate retreat.

The explanations we have to give are these :^
Chidiu had been seen and reeognisini by a (fersoii

in tlie street when he was first entering the

boo/ing-ken in his wet garments ; and tliis person,

knowing that a rewai-d was offered for his appr*-
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hension on account of bis murderons attack on

Madge Somers, resolved' to capture him. But not

daring to make tlie attempt alone, and knowing

from the general character of the boozing-ken

that he was unlikely to receive any assistance

there, he sped off to the nearest station-house.

He shortly returned with three or four police-

officers ; and a rigorous search of the premises was

instituted : but in the meanwhile Chiffin had fled

in the borrowed suit of the landlord's—and there-

fore the search was vain. The poUceman who was
posted in front of the public-house, did not observe

Chiffin when he peej^ed round the corner : and thus

no pursuit took place. He got clear oflf, as the

reader is aware ; and after some adventures, be-

took himself to Saxondale Castle. But inasmuch

as he had not merely been traced to that boozing-

ken, but his cast-off garments were likewise disco-

vered there, the landlord was compelled to give

some account of his own share of the proceeding,

to avoid being prosecuted for harbouring a man
charged with felony. He therefore boldly declared

that though Cliiffiu had occasionally frequented his

house, he did not know who he was—and had not

the least idea that he was wanted by the officers of

justice. On being farther questioned, he gave an

accurate description of the suit of clothes which he
had lent him,—thus endeavouring to display the

utmost zeal in affording the constables as much
information as he could, in order to exonerate

himself. The consequence was that an Advertise-

ment was drawn up, containing a description of

Chiffin, together with the suit of clothes borrowed
from the landlord : and this was inserted every day
for a week in the newspapers,—after which time it

was only published occasionally. These necessary

explanations being given, the reader will better

unaerstand the incidents which are to follow.

On making his exit from Edenbridge Park

—

after his adventure with the Marquis of Eagle-

dean and Elizabeth Paton—Chiffin the Cannibal

pursued his way as long as it was dark ; and when
morning dawned, he stopped at a lonely cottage

—

where, on proving that he had the means to pay,

he was accommodated -svith what he wanted. As
a matter of course he had kept his word in not
seeking an interview with Lord Harold Staunton ;

bacause it was his interest to adhere strictly to the

terms dictated by the Marquis.

At that cottage he remained the entire day,

—

telling some plausible story to avert any suspicion

which might attach itself to such conduct on his

part. When night came, he set out again—pur-

suing his journey on foot iintil morning, when he
again rested at some isolated hut,—resuming not

his travels till the re-appearance of night. In
this manner did he journey, taking care to avoid

the metropolis, and crossing the Thames at Kings-
ton. His way was then continued northward

;

and at the expiration of a week he reached Liver-

pool.

There he took up his quarters at a low pot-

house in one of the obscurest neighbourhoods of
that immense town; and cautiously instituting

inquiries with respect to the sailing of vessels

for America, he found that lie should still have to

wait four or five days -before he could embark.
He however felt tolerably confident of being en-
abled to remain in snug security at the public-

house ; am I as h'> had plenty of ready money in his

pocket, he possessed the means of whiling away
the time with as much liquor and tobacco as were
requisite for such a purpose. But he had not
been four-and-twenty hours at this place, when he
was horribly alarmed by reading in the London
Times one of those advertisements to which we
have alluded, and which were still repeated at

intervals. It gave such a life-like portraiture of

the man and such an accurate description of the

costume which he then wore, that he felt his

security would be terribly menaced if the same
advertisement met the eyes of the people of the

house, or any of its frequenters. He therefore

hastened to pay his bill and take himself off. He
however resolved to remain in Liverpool, as it wa«
more than ever necessary that he should escape

to the United States, now that he had received

such a startling proof of the measures which
were being adopted in London to capture him.
The first necessary proceeding to avert suspicion

from himself, was to obtain another suit of ap-

parel with the least possible delay ; and then he
hoped that in a costume quite different from the

one specified in the advertisement, and by shifting

his quarters every night, as well as by keeping

himself particularly close during the day, he might
ensure his safety till the vessel should sail.

It was about nine o'clock in the evening when
he quitted the low public-house after seeing the

advertisement in the manner just described ; and
recollecting that at no great distance there was
an old clothes' shop, he bent his steps thither.

After a very brief inspection of the garments dis-

played for sale, he made choice of a coarse suit

fitted for one in the labouring walks of life ; and
perceiving an old white hat with a rusty crape

band round it, he resolved to purchase that like-

wise. The bargain was made— he paid the

money— took the suit— and went away with
it. That night he passed at a public - house

in another quarter of the town ; and when
he arose in the morning, dressed himself

in the garb bought on the previous evening.

Chiffin now looked something like himself again

;

that is to say, he was apparelled much in his

wonted style before he had put on the borrowed
suit belonging to the Bethnal Green landlord. It

was a matter of calculation with the Cannibal to

have thus assimilated his present raiment to that

which he habitually wore. In the first place, it

was so totally imlike that which was advertised in

the newspaper : and in the second place, if he were
seen at Liverpool by any one who knew him in

London, the intUvidual so recognising him would
fancy it to be a mistake, and would argue that it

was far from probable that Chiffin woidd dross him-
self in his old habitual stylo. Throughout that day

he remained at the public-house where he had slept

:

but in the evening, in pursuance of his settled plan,

he took his departure and proceded to another in

a distant quarter of the town. Had he still more
particularly consulted his own safety, he would at

once have retired to tlie chamber which he secured

for the night's accommodation : but he could not

resist the temptation of pns.sing into the tap-room

and sitting down to drink and smoke with whom-
soever he might find there. He iionsidored him-

self to be quite .safe. It was one of the lowest

description of public-houses,—situated in a ver7

narrow alley, not above eight feet wide ; and the oU
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tumble-down buildings hung so much over on

either side, that the interval between the gabled

roofs facing each other was even less than that

between the thresholds of the front-doors. The
boozing-ken was frequented bj characters whoso

looks repelled the idea that they were very nicG in

their morals : the tap-room was filled with a dense

cloud of tobacco-smoke ; and the half-dozen men
whom the Cannibal found seated there, were beheld

dimly as if through a mist.

Chiffin sat down—called for some liquor and a i

pipe—and ensconcing himself in the obscurest ,

corner, was half bui-ied, as it were, in the shade of

that nook and in the volume of smoke to which his

own pipe now contributed. He did not imme-
diately join in the conversation which was going

on : for those who were discoursing were all

friends with each other—and their topic was some

matter interesting only to themselves. But pre-

sently there was a brief pause, during which more
liquor was called for.

" By the bye," said one of the men, " what was

that you was a-telling me, Bill, this morning, about

eome advertisement in a newspaper, and two hun-

dred pound reward ?"

" Why, about that feller—Chiffin, I think his

name is," responded the individual thus addressed

by the diminutive of Bill,
—" him, you know, as

murdered the publican and his wife in some place

in London."
" And so there's two hundred pound reward, is

there ?" said another of the company. " My eye !

shouldn't I like to get hold of it ! It would just

make me all right. But where do they think

he is P"
'

" Ah ! I dare say they would be uncommon glad

to know," answered Bill :
" but as they don't

know, they keep on putting this advertisement into

the paper. And talking of that there business,

puts jue in mind of what happened in this werry

identical public, about five year ago. You recol-

lect, Tom—don't yer ?"

" Yes—I know what you mean," answered the

person thus addressed, and who had the appear-

ance of a costermonger. " I was sitting in this

werry place, and was smoking a pipe and drinking

a pint of half-and-half, just as I be now "

" Well, but what are you talking about ?" asked

another of the company. " I don't know nothing

of the business: but then I didn't use this house

at that time."
" Well, but you lived in the neighbourhood,

Dick," was the answer: "and you surely must
remember how Jack the Rattler made his escape

when the traps was arter him."

"I can't say I mind it," rejoined the former

querist. " What was it all about ?"

"Why, I will tell you. Mo and some others

was a-taking our pipe and pint in this room, when
in walks a chap just as that genelman did just

now :"—and here the man made a sort of flourish

of his pipe in the direction of Chiffin, who began
to feel excessively uneasy at his position, although

he saw as yet he was not suspected. " Well,

BO he sits his-self down, calls for some brandy-aud-
water and a pipe, and begins to enjoy his-self. I

couldn't help looking at him rayther hard—for

thinks I to myself, ' There is something wrong
about you, old feller ;'—and yet I don't know why
I •hoold have thought so any more than I should

about that ere genolman which is seated in the

corner :"—and here there was another movement
of the pipe in somcwliat unpleasing indication of

Mr. Chiffin.

" I suppose he had a precious queer face of hi*

own," observed one of tlic listeners.

"2(o—it wasn't tliat : 'cos why, I doesn't judge

by faces. If so be I did, I shouldn't perhaps think

over well of two or throe on us here ; and I don't

know that any of us is uncommon great beauties.

Howsomever, the chap I am speaking of waj
smoking his pipe and drinking his braudy-and-

w^ater, when in walks two of the Liverpool police

in plain clothes. I twigs them at once, and begins

to ask myself a question or two, whether I could

possibly be wanted.*—but I wasn't kept long in

any doubt : for the officers on looking round, sees

the stranger-cove, goes straight up to him, and
says, ' Y''ou are our prisoner.'—This was none other

than Jack the Rattler. So up he jumps as quick

as lightning : down falls one olBcer on this side

—

t'other on that side—I never see the thing so clean

done in my life !—and in the twinkling of an eye

Jack was out of the tap-room door. But there

was such a crowd in front of the bar, and an
alarm already raised, that his way w^ stopp<?d : so

what does he do, but rushes bang up the stairs—

and by this time the two officers had picked their-

selves up and was arter him. Well, it seems he

had slept in the house the night before, and he

had obseiwed that there was a trap opening from

the top of a ladder on to the roof. So up thu
ladder he springs like winky—gets on the tiles—

and somehow or another makes clean off."

" But how ?" asked one of the listeners. " He
didn't jump down into the street, I suppose : or

else he'd have spared Jack Ketch a job."
" No—he didn't do that ; and it was never

known what he did do : but it's supposed he got in

at some attic window of another house, and escaped

that way. Howsomever, he did get clean oflF—and
that's certain. Ah, poor feller I he got took at

Manchester a few weeks afterwards, and was hung
at Lancaster."

A pause followed this narrative ; and somehow
or another ChilHn began to fancy that all eyes were

gradually concentrating their looks upon himselfl

This might have been mere imagination : never-

theless it augmented the uneasiness which he had

already experienced ; and he inwardly cursed his

folly in entering that tap-roOto. He could endure

it no longer, and resolved to take his departure

thence and establish his quarters at some other

house, where he would observe a more prudential

conduct. But he was t<x) cautious to beat a re-

treat with a precipitation that might engender

suspicion if it were not already aroused, and con-

firm it if it were. So he kn<icked the ashes out of

his pipe in a leisurely manner—poured the rest of

his liquor down liis throat—and then rising, said,

" Good night, gentlemen ;" and approached the

door. He almost fancied that two or three looked

as if they meant to spring upon him : but nothing

of the sort occurred—and he issued from the room
without molestation.

But scarcely had he thus crossed the threshold

and closed the door behind him, when by the light

of the gas blazing in the bar, he beheld himself

confronted by two men whom at a glance he saw

to be officers. There was a little space between the
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tap-room door and tiij entrance to the bar—a sort

of passage, whence the etairs likewise led up to the

flt-ATS above. For an instant ChifEn hcsitatod

what to do ; for that first glance made him think

that he was not recognised : but the next moment
he saw that he was—and then, as the incident

which had just boen related in the tap-room flashed

to his mind, he with one bound made for the stairs.

The officers wore after him in a moment : but Chif-

fin i'olt as Lf he were animated with the speed of

the hunted deer. Scarcely a dozen second^ could

have elapsed ere he reached the foot of that very

ladder which had been mentioned in the tale he

had heard. The officers, being outstripped, were
left the distance of one flight of stairs behind him.

The bright moonbeams were pouring in at the

back window, and every feature of the place was
thus clearly revealed to the view of the Cannibal.

Up the ladder he sprang : the summit was closed

by a trap-door fastened with a padlock—but with
one tremendous thrust he burst it open; and dis-

appeared from the view of the officers, just as they

themselves reached the top of the staircase and set

foot on the landing where the ladder stood.

CiiLffin was now upon the slanting roof of the

house. It has already been said that the moon was
shining brightly

;
yet there were a few dark clouds

floating above, and which gave a wild appearance
to the evening. Quick as thought did the Canni-
bal's ej-cs sweep their glances all around, to dis-

•over what next was to be done, and find the

means of ensuring his escape. The roof slanted

down to a little low pai-apet overlooking the nar-

row alley, on the opposite side of which a similar

parapet skirted the roofs of that line of houses.

He measured the distance with his eye. The in-

terval from parapet to pai'apet was a good seven

feet; and there was the ciiance—nay, more, the

bideous probability—of falling into the abyss, and
being fearfully mutilated if not killed on the pave-

ment below. But Chiffin's position was desperate.

As well to die this way as to periah on the gallows !

—and while he was yet hesitating, the constables

were making their way through the open trap-

door.

One tremendous bound—and the interval was
cleared ! Ejaculations of horror burst from the

lips of the two officers at the moment that the

Cannibal sprang forward : but even while those

sounds were yet vibrating in the air, his foot had
reached the opposite parapet—the gulf was be-

tween him and them—and they did not choose to

follow him by the same daring and desperate

aerial pathway. For a few moments they stood

transfixed with amazement, and with a cold horror
still upon them. They beheld him scramble ra-

pidly up the sloping roof of the opposite house : he
disappeared over the pointed suuiiuit of the gable

;

—and then they began to descend the ladder with
the utmost speed.

Chiffin, on thus climbing over the roof of the

house on which he had landed, found that its

frontage looked upon a street considerably wider
than the alley which he had so desperately cleared.

But how was he to escape ? There was an attic

near : he advanced towards it—a light was burning
inside—he peeped througli the window : two work-
ing men were undressing themselves in prepara-
tion for their night's rest. The Cannibal feared
to penetrate thither. Rtn racing luj way along the

roof of the house,—his feet being protected from
sliding down by a parapet similar to those over-

looking the alloy,— he hastily approached another
atlic: but the instant that he noksd in—for a
light was burning there also— tai; most terrific

cries of "Thieves! robbers! murderers!" were
raised by the voices of two females : and he was
compelled to beat a retreat.

But now his position was most critica!: an attic

on the opposite side of the street was opened—

a

pistol was fired—and the buUet struck the tilings

close to where he stood. What was he to do.*

The whole neiglibourhood would now be alarmed

:

for the man who had fired the pistol, likewise

began to shout forth " Thieves ! robbers ! police !"

Chi/fin cast one desperate look over the parapet.

At that very instant an immense waggon was
passing, with a colossal load of hay piled up so

high as to be on a level with the tops of the first-

floor windows of the houses in that street. One
more bold leap, and he might yet be saved

!

Quick as the eye can wink he sprang from the

parapet and alighted safely upon the hay. The
unsuspecting waggoner, marching at the head of

his team, little thought what additional load had
suddenly fallen upon the burden which the waggon
already bore ; and a labouring-man, who was pass-

ing along on his \yay home with a basket on his

arm, was looking around to discover the cause of

those shouts and cries which met his cars.

A thick rope had been thrown over the load of

hay to steady it ; and without an instant's loss of

time, the Cannibal slid down that rope at the back

part of the waggon, and rushed along the street at

the top of his speed. He plunged into a narrow
alley diverging thence : it was quickly thrf«ided

—

it broi j^uf. hiin into another street—and thence

another alley led into a maze of lanes, and court*,

and dark thoroughfares, in the midst of which
Chiffin relaxed his speed to a walk,—thus pro-

ceeding more loisui'oly in order to avoid attracting

notice : and he felt that he was safo I

CHAPTER CXXIX.

Wb must now return to Saxondale House, in Park
Lane, London. Adelaide was in her own chamber,

dressing for the purpose of aceompanying her

husband in the carriage, when he was so uncere-

moniously thrust into the hackney-coach and
borne away. The extraordinary proceeding was
witnessed by the liall-|X)rter, a footman, and a

page, who were standing at the front-door at the

time. It will be remembered that a clerk from
Marlow and Malton's office had thus enticed Lord
Saxondale into the snare, and had closed the door

of tlie vehicle the instant that the young noble-

man was safo and secure inside : then, as the coach

drove away, the clerk stood for a few moments,
watching it till it turned into the next street and
disappeared from his view.

" I say," exclaimed the footman, running down
the stops, closely followed by the page and hall-

porter, " what is the meaning of this ?"

" V; Hat's the meaning?" echoed the clerk:

" why, i: you don't think that your young mastor
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is as mad as a March hare, there are others in the

world who do : and so, yoii see, they are going to

have him taken care of at Dr. Burdett's asylum."

"Mad!" ejaculated the domestics, exchanging

rapid glances with each other.

"Yes—mad to be sure," answered the clerk.

" Do you think any one in his sound senses would

carry on such games as he has been playing ? This

marriage of his is quite enough to convince any
sensible people that he must be a stark staring

lunatic—or else a perfect idiot, and improper to be

left at large. I will tell you such a game ! It was
resolved to lock him up ; and Marlow seat for two

eminent lunacy-doctors to get them to see his lord-

ship and report upon his state of mind. Well,

Marlow was talking over the business with the two
doctors in his private office just now, when who
should make his appearance in the very nick of

time, but Lord Saxondale himself? So, of course

Marlow had him in ; and it was fortunate it hap-

pened as it did, because it saved the doctors the

trouble of coming here on some pretence to call

upon his lordship. Marlow dexterously led him
into conversation on those points which prove his

madness ; and his lordship talked in such a way
that the doctors had not the slightest hesitation in

signing a certificate that he was of unsound mind,

and that it was dangerous for his own interests to

leave him at large."

" But I don't think," observed the footman,
" that you can call a yoimg man mad just because

he makes a foolish marriage. For my part, I care

nothing about it, as I had already given notice to

leave: but "

"Oh, none of your huts!" interrupted the clerk:
" it 's all right—Lord Petersfield knows what he is

about—and so do Marlow and Malton. Besides,

there's another person who has given consent ; and
I shouldn't wonder if you saw that other person
here presently, to put certain matters to rights :"

—and the clerk looked significantly up at the%ouse
windows.

" AVho do you mean ?" demanded the hall-

porter.

" Never mind who I mean. I daresay you will

see all about it before the day is out—or I am
very much mistaken :"—and with these words the

clerk, bestowing a nod half-patronizing, half-

significant upon the domestics, walked off.

The page hastened to communicate to one of

the maids all that had happened, and everything

he had thus overheard. The maid in her turn
lost no time in acquainting one of her mistress's

principal dependants with the facts ; and tlius by
the time Adelaide descended to the drawing-room,
in the expectation of going out shopping with her

husband, she received the astounding intelligenc©

of wliat had taken place. Ordering her maids to

retire, she threw off her bonnet and shawl, and
eat down in no very enviable state of mind to re-

flect upon her position. But scarcely had she

begun to meditate,—and a very painful medi-
tation it was upon which she was thus entering,

—when a page came in to announce that a foreign

gentleman, who said that it was unnecessary to

give any name, requested to see her ladyship.

Adelaide knew fiill well who the visitor was;
and wild feelings of mingled hojx? and suspense,

thrilling joy and poignant iipprehciision, instan-

taneously sprang up within her: but her counte-

nance betrayed not the emotions that were thus
excited in her soul. She bade the page introduce
the gentleman : but the moment the door closed
behind the youth, Adelaide pressed her hand to
her brow to steady her thoughts ;—and then, as
an expression of anguish swept over her features,

she murmured to herself, " What am I to do if

he should reject me ?"

But as the door opened again, she composed her
looks ; and rising from the sofa, awaited with ap-
parent calmness the presence of liim who was
about to enter.

The visitor was a Frenchman, and of exceedingly
handsome appearance. His age was about six-

and-twenty : he was not tall, but his figure was
modelled to the most admirable proportions, lie

had dark hair and eyes ; and a glossy black
moustache gave additional effect to the brilliancy

of his teeth. He was well dressed— gente«lly,

I

but without pretension ; and his countenance as

! he entered the room, indicated a certain degree of

]

mournfulness, blended however with a look ex-
pressing severity of pm-pose. He bowed somewhat
coldly and distantly to Adelaide : and then glanc-
ing to the door, as if to convince liimself that it

was closed and that the page had retired, he said,
" I am here, madam, in obedience to your urgent
summons. May I request that the explanation
of your object will be promptly and briefly

given ?"

" And is it thus that we meet ?" asked Adelaide,

in a reproachful tone, while her countenance as-

sumed an expression of tender upbraiding, not un-
mingled with the evidences of inward agitation

:

" is it thus that you accost me after sucli a long,

long separation ?"

" Ah ! madam, circumstances have sadly altered
since last we beheld each other," responded the
Frenchman, with bitterness in his accents.

" Altered .?" repeated Adelaide : "j'es, they have
altered ! But have you not received from me the
written assurance that my love is still the same ?

—and if it be not to addi-ess me in similarly

fond terms, wherefore are you here now f

"

She motioned to a chair as she spoke ; and while
the Frenchman took it, she resumed her own seat

oa the sofa.

" You ask me why I am here, madam," he said,

still cold and reserved, and still with an inllcxible

severity impressed upon lus handsome coiinte-

nance :
" I will tell j'ou. It is because I perceive

by your letter that you would never rest satisiled

—that you never would abandon a certain h(;pe to

which you cling— until you had received from
me the positive and duUberatcly uttered assur-

ance "

" Stop, Henri !" ejaculated Adelaide :
" give not

utterance to words that will stamp my unhap-
piness, until you have lieard me speak !"

" Proceed, madam. 1 will listen."

" Let us go back, Henri, to other times. Do
you remen)ber how much we loved each other ?—
have you forgotten that when I was (irst iutro.

duee<l into the brilliant society of Paris, and wa«
surrounded by suitors, ray heart's affcciions were
bestowed upon you?—have you forgotten that
when a law-suit dispossessed you of yoiu" pat-ri-

mony .md reduced you to comparative povi-rtv, I

of niy own accord offered to fly with you—I j)ro-

poscd to link my fate with your's, and to accept
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your destiny as my own, even though dire penury

•hould be our lot
!"

" I have forgotten nothing of all thia, Ade-

laide," answered the Count de St. Gerard, his

voice and his looks now indicating some degree of

emotion, despite his endeavours to suppress and

conceal it.

" Ah ! you are touched, Henri—I see that you

are !" she exclaimed :
" and how could it be other-

wise ? It is imix)ssiblc for you to retrospect upon

tlie past and not feel at least some sympathy

towards me, even if you no longei love me. Ah !

was it nothing that I voluntarily offered to resign

all chances of acquiring for myself a bi-illiant

position ?—was it nothing that I proposed to flee

away from the numerous titled and wealthy

suitors who were kneeling at my feet, to join my
fate with your's ?"

" No doubt, Adelaide," responded the Count, in

a low deep voice, " the sacrifices you would have

made, were great—and it was the best proof of

my love that I would not permit you to accom-

plish them. No," he added bitterly, "poverty

was enough for one • I could not have tolerated

it when two were to share it ! I could not have

borne up against my misfortunes, if you whom I

loved so fondly, must have had to encounter them

likewise
!"

" Your memory, then, has lost nothing of all

which took place at that time," resumed Ade-

laide; "and perhaps you can conjure up with as

much vividness as I now depict it to myself, that

scene which took place between us when you

resolved to leave Paris after the hostile decision of

the tribunal was pronounced against you. You
cannot have forgotten how you knelt at my feet

—

how you besought me to consent to that departure

of your's—how you declared that it was better for

us thus to separate ! Did you not then assure

me that though you must renoimce the hope of

ever calling me your wife,—nevertheless, so long

as your existence lasted, you never could cease to

love me? And tli^n, too, in those parting mo-

ments of a dii'c anguish mutually experienced

—

mutually avowed— did I not as solemnly swear

\mto you that whatsoever my destiny would be

—

that whatsoever alliance the worldly-minded sel-

fishness of my aunt might force me to accept

—

your image, and your image only, woulil be ever

uppermost in my lioart— that to you alone was

iny love given—and that never coidd I love an-

other 1 Henri, have you forgotten all this ? No
—I feel assured that you have not

!"

" No, Adelaide : and I am willing to admit," he

answered,—"yes, even now in the face of all cir-

cumstances which have since occurred, that I look

back to that scene with feelings of ineffable ten-

derness. And I will tell you more. When you

espoused the Baron de Charlemont," he added,

as if with shuddering hesitation to pronounce the

n ime, " I ventm-ed to cherish the wildest—tlic

fondest hope. I thought to myself that in the

common course of nature, he could not live many
years ; and that he would leave you rich. I like-

wice thought that during those few years, I might

create for myself a fortune instead of the one

which I had lost; and that it was written in the

book of destiny that happiness might j-ct smile

upon you and mo ! Oh, it was that dream— it was
that hope which nerved me with energy to carve

out for myself a new career. I repaired to Strac*

bourg—I embarked in commerce, by the assistaoca

of a few good friends—and my first ventures were

all crowned with success. For upwards of two
years was your image constantly in my mind. I

thought of you without ceasing : the music of your

voice ever appeared to be flowing up<jn my ears—my
hand seemed to thrill with the last pressure which

your's bestowed ere we bade farewell in Paris.

Bnt why should I dwell on all this ?" he demanded
passionately. " I built up for myself a fabric of

hope : and, alas ! I have seen it ruined. O Ade-

laide, you knew not the purity—the holiness of

that love with which 1 regarded you !—and it was
because I would do naught to desecrate what I

believed to be the purity and holiness of your
mind, that I never came near you—I never visited

Paris—I never even ventured to send you a writ-

ten line nor a verbal message, during the period

of your wedded state. No : I felt that for the

present you belonged to another—that an honour-

able man possessed you as his wife—and that I

should deserve your contempt and scorn, as well as

I should be sure to sink in my own estimation, if

I ventured to remind you of our past love."

" And wherefore said you, Henri," asked

Adelaide, trembling visibly however, as she ap-

proached a topic which she knew must be touched

upon—and as she put a question to which she

coiUd but too well anticipate the respoase :
" and

wherefore, Henri, did you say that the fabric

of hope which yoa built up was so cruelly de-

stroyed ?"

"Adelaide," responded the Count de St. Gerard,

fixing upon her a look of mingled severity, re-

proachfulness, and commiseration, as if it were

the countenance of her guardian angel that thus

wore that expression,—"would you have me
beheve that you were innocent of the dread-

ful deed laid to your charge? Oh! do not

add fhlsehood to your other guilt ! do not kt
that fair face of your's assume a bold hardi-

hood and a brazen effrontery ! No—do not

!

I ask you not to confess to me : but I beseech

you not to proffer a bold denial in my pre-

sence. From the very first moment that I read

that frightful—that tragic occurrence in the public

journals, there was a voice within me which

said, ' She is guilty.'—Yes, I knew it : I felt con-

vinced of it : or I should have hastened to condole

with you. As a matter of duty I forwarded you the

affidavits to the effect that we had never met nor

corresponded since your marriage: for the truth

was contained therein—and you had a right to tlio

benefit of everything that told on your behalf-

Nor will I deny, Adelaiae, that the interval which

elapsed between your arrest and your trial, was to

me fraught with the most poignant anguish : for

I had loved you too well not to feel deeply—aye,

fearfully on your account. It is also true that

when I read the result of the trial, I fell upon my
knees and poured forth my thanks to Providence

that you had been spared the drcadfid doom which

would have awaited you had the verdict been

otherwise. Yes— I knew you to be guilty ; and
yet those were my feelings on your behalf!"

The Coimt de St. Gerard became deeply affected

as he gave utterance to these words; and drawing

forth his kcichief, he for nearly a minute buried

his face therein. Adelaide r^se gently and noiso-
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leijsly from the sofa—approached him—laid her

hand upon his shoulder—and bending down, whis-

pered in his ear, " Henri, if you were stained with

ten thousand crij»es I should love you still aye,

and aU the more tenderly too, because I should

have the conviction that those crimes had been

committed on my account !"

"Adelaide—wretched woman!" ejaculated the

Count, starting up to his feet, and gazing upon her

with a kind of wild horror in his countenance

:

" this is equivalent to a confession which you have
made ! But for heaven's sake say not that you
committed that crime on my account !"

" For whom, then, should I have committed it ?"

demanded Adelaide vehemently :
" what other

motive had I for perpetrating it ? Yes, Henri—it

is true—I will no longer attempt to deny it 1
am a mm-deress 1 poisoned my husband—

I

killed Him ruthlessly ! But as God is my judge, it

was for you that I did it for you, Henri, have
I sold my soul to Satan have mercy upon me !

My Grod, have mercy upon me !"

Clasping her hands wildly, the unhappy woman
fell at his feet. Oh, what a spectacle was that

the despair, the anguish, the entreaty, the love of
that beautiful creature who had become a mur-
deress on his account ! He felt that it was terrible,

and yet fraught ^Nath a deep romantic interest,—an
interest that was fearful, a romance that was hor-

rible—and yet replete with all the pathos which so

frequently mingles with the darkest of tragedies.

He gazed down upon her : the masses of her golden
hair floated over her neck and shoulders : her two
fair hands, firmly clasped, were extended up to-

wards him. He could not behold her countenance
—it was bent down—some of her bright tresses had
fallen over it : but his eye could trace all the exqui.

towards you, must I not respect the sanctity of

this second alliance of your's, even as I respected

the first ?"

"Listen to me, Henri," exclaimed Adelaide,

suddenly wiping away the tears from her eyes,

and raising her Hushed and agitated countenance :

"hear me, I conjure you! After my husband's
death I waited patiently for some months, saj-ing

to myself, ' He will allow a decent period to elapse,

and then he will come.'—Such was my hope : but, a3

the time passed away and you came not, that hope
grew fainter within me. Still I yielded not to des-

pair ; and I said to myself, 'A little while longer,

and he will come.'—Every time the door opened, I
expected to behold you : every time a letter was
brought to me, my heart fluttered with the fond

expectation that it was from you. But no : you
came not—neither did you write. Thus did time
pass on, till at length I could no longer shut my
eyes to the conviction that you must believe me
guilty—that you must regard me with loathing

and abhorrence. And then, in the bitterness of

my spirit, I said, ' I have become a murtleress for

his sake, and he shuns me : for him I have re-

nounced all hopes of hereafter, and he abandons
me in the present life.'

—
"What phase of a woman's

mind, think you, then developed itself? Pride came
to my aid aye, and I almost felt as if love

were turning into hatred—as if affection were
yielding to a thirst for revenge. I grew desperate.

I was poor—that is to say, comparatively poor;
and I felt that it would be unpossible, with my
limited income, to maintain the requisite esta-

blishment in the mansion where I dwelt. I longed
to plimge into pleasm-e and dissipation that I

might drown the feelings which were gnawing at

my heart: and then, too, I thought to myself.

site proportions of her shape—could behold the ' Ue scorns and hates me : he abhors and shuns
bosom, white as ivory, that was palpitating vio-

lently I

" Rise, Adelaide—rise," he said, catching" her by
the wrist :

" this must not be. It is not to me
that you must kneel : you have almost made me
an accomplice in your crime by declaring that you
committed it on my account. And yet, alas ! I all

along knew that it was so : I conjectured—I di-

vined it ! Rise, Adelaide, I say—and when you
kneel again, let it be only to your Maker !"

He forced her to quit her suppliant posture

;

and she threw herself upon the sofa, sobbing and
weeping bitterly. She who for some years past,

had studied to exercise such a firm control over the

outward expression of her feelings, that by this

mere fact alone she had become a perfect mistress
in the art of dissimulation,—she, that strong-

minded being, was now imable to veil one single

tittle of what she felt : she was all the melting, and
tender, and weak woman once again.

" Adelaide," said the Count de St. Gerard,
standing before her and speaking in a tone of
solenm adjuration, " I entreat you to com-
pose yourself—I implore you to embrace the
conviction that it is useless to give way to what-
soever emotions are agitating and convulsing you
thus ! Toll me—wherefore have you sent for me
to London ? wherefore did you write and entreat
me to undertake tliis jom-ney from Strasbourg to

meet you here ? Are you not a wife again ? have
you not married an English nobleman of rank and
wealth ? and whatsoever my feelings may etill be

mo. Oh, if I could obtain a brilliant social

position, and if I were to bestow my hand upon
one who could give it to me, it would be a re-

venge that I should be taking upon Henri. As
he cares not for me, let me at least affect to show
that I care not for him ; and, perhaps, when he
sees me wedded to another, he will bitterly repent

his conduct towards me.'—Thus did 1 reason,

Henri; and accident enabled me, even far more
speedily and easUy than I had anticipated, to ac-

complish my aims. You are listening, arc you
not ?"

"I am—lam," replied the Count dc St. Gerard,

who had resumed his seat and had averted his

countenance to conceal his emotions. " Go on,

go on."
" Knowing that amongst the French nobility

and gentry, who were so well acquainted with my
history," continued Adelaide, " and who enter-

tained a general impression of my guilt, I miglit

vainly endeavour to obtain a husband, I resolved

to see what tlic effect of my beauty would be upon
English visitors to the French metropolis. It is

through no idle vanity that I thus si)eak of (liis

loveliness of muie. 1 know that I possess it— and
I know its power. Arming myself with all my
fortitude 1 will even admit that it was also

with that brazen effrontery to which you yourself

have ere now alluded—1 went to u ball given by
the JMiglish residents at the Odcon Theatre. Lord
Saxondiilc was spcodily by my side. Shunned liy

everybody else— fimUng that my history was much
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better known amongst my own countrymen than I

had anticipated— I was being subjected to the

most humiliating treatment, when that young

nobleman came like a moth to flutter involun-

tarily around the brilliant light which dazzled

his gaze. The conquest I achieved was such as

perhaps no woman ever achieved before. But I

had not been many hours—no, nor many minutes

in his society—before I discovered that he was one

jf the most contemptible of his species. As for

love for such a pitiable object, it were impossible,

even though I had never loved before ! But then

he was Lord Saxondale—and, when of age, would

enter upon the enjoyment of a brilliant fortune.

We were married ; and scarcely was the ceremony

accomplished, when I would have given worlds to

have it undone. My heart smote me with a feel-

ing like a remorse : it seemed as if I had committed

ft crime towards you. For then I remembered
that I had never made you the slightest overture

—that if you had not written to me, neither had
I written to you—that if you had not come to me,

I had made no sign to show that I desired your

presence. I was seized with an insurmountable

yearning towards you : I longed to behold you
once more—to ascertain what you felt towards me
—to enter into explanations in short, I felt

it was an absolute necessity that I must see you :

and hence the pressing letter which I wrote

!

Nay, I will even say more :—it was in a moment
of despair, on the fourth day after my marriage,

that I sat down and penned that letter."

"Despair, Adelaide?" observed St. Gerard, his

looks displaying much emotion :
" why do you

•peak of despair—you who must be possessed of

a mind endowed with an even masculine power ?"

"Yes—a masculine power," she repeated bit-

terly, " to be enabled to do all that I have done

—

to go through so much—to exercise such an in-

cessant control over my feelings—to force myself

to avoid the betrayal of what so often agitates in

my thoughts Yes, it does indeed put to the test

the utmost vigour and strength of the mind ! But
you ask me why I use the word despair ? O
Henri, you who know me well, can judge for your-

self what my feeUngs must be in finding myself

linked to a miserable conceited coxcomb — a

self-sufficient puppy—a stripling who is both fool

and coward ! You know that I possess some in-

tellectual qualifications—some power of conver-

sation—some accomplishments : and you will per-

haps pity me when you thus learn the character of

him on whom the necessities of my position, and
my own rash as well as morbid feelings, urged me
80 suddenly to fling myself away. And having

taken that step, it was requisite to maintain a

tortain appearance towards this husband of mine.

I could not sufl'er him to think that I had wedded
him for his title and fortune only, or in a moment
of desperate vindictiveness against yourself; and

therefore am I compelled to simulate love.

Love

!

Oh, my heavens ! love for such a con-

temptible thing as he ! The idea is preposterous.

Can you not now understand wherefore I wrote so

earnestly beseeching you, by the reminiscences of

any tender feeling you might at one time have

experienced towards me, that you would come to

me as a friend, even if it were impossiblo that you
irill rogiirdod me with love."

" I obeyed your Bummons, Adelaide," responded I

the Count de St. Gerard gravely, ''because I ob-
served a wild desperation in the language ofyour
letter—I feared lest you might do yourself a mis-
chief—and I was resolved ihaX on no account
would I aggravate the griefs ^^ch were rending
your soul. Besides, as I ere now said, I saw the
absolute necessity of coming to a thorough explanap
tion with you, so that after this interview we might
separate, never to meet again !"

" Never to meet again r" ejaculated Adelaide.
" Now you are plunging a fresh dagger into my
heart ! Am I not sufficiently unliappy ? Oh, have
mercy upon me ! take compassion upon me ! Are
you unmindful of all I did on your account ? la i

not my soul doomed to an eternity of woe in |

another world ?—will you not become its solace for i

the little space tliat it may linger in this '("

j

" Adelaide, what mean you '(" cried the Count I

de St. Gerard :
" would you prove faithless to the

|

solemn vows wliich but a fortnight back you ;

pledged to Lord Saxondale at the altar ? would !

you render me an accomplice in your guilt ? No,
;

Adelaide—by heaven! I am incapable of such
\

deliberate villany towards your husband. I feel I

that it was sufficiently imprudent—almost criminal

indeed—thus to seek your presence : but it was ;

to prevent any greater imprudence—and I will

also add any greater criminality on your part

—

that I have thus come."
" What !" said Adelaide bitterly, " do you sup-

pose that I am capable of murdering aiwther
husband for your sake P"

" Adelaide, speak not with this horrible levity !

I was telling you wherefore I had obeyed your
summons, and why I had come to England. Un-
derstand me weU, therefore ! Everything is at an
end between you and me ; and neither to the

blandishments of your beauty nor the fascinations

of your language, shall I yield. I must now de-

part. Alreatly has our interview lasted two long

;

and if your husband were to enter "

" Ah, my husband !" suddenly exclaimed Ade-
laide :

" I had almost forgotten, in the whirl of
agitated emotions which your presence has con-

jiu-ed up, the terrible calamity which has just

occurred."
" Calamity ? and just occurred ?" echoed St.

Gerard. "Unhappy woman ! what new misfortune
has overtaken you ?"

"My husband," she responded, "has been borne
away to a mailhouse."

" A madhouse ?" cried Henri, starting with
amazement. " Is it possible that to crown all the !

rest, you have espoused a madman ?"

" No—he is not mad," she quickly answered :

" this is doubtless done by his relatives or friends

to separate him from me. You do not know the

laws of this country : in many respects they per-

mit the vilest acts of despotism to be accomplished,

and aflbrd scope for the exercise of the cruellest

vindictiveness. The certificate of two medical mem
sufficient to consign any individual to a mad-

house ; and that terrific engine of coercive oppres-

sion has been called into request on the presint

occasion."

But this is horrible!'' exclaimed Henri, hii

handsome countenance flushing with indignation.
' Horrible, yes I" repeated Adelaide. " But

what matters it to me how he—my husband— fares,

il" you will only speak kind and offer me the iulace
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of your love ? Henri, let me go away with you
1 cannot be your wife—but I will bo your

slave!"

"Adelaide, speak not thus! it is impossible!''

exclaimed St. Gerard energetically.

" AVhat ! you would leave me in my present

distress ?" she cried, in a tone full of anguish ;

—

" and I who now feel that I love you more than

ever ! O Henri, this is cruel—too cruel. But
you do not understand how I am situated.

Doubtless those who have taken this step in re-

spect to my husband, do not pui'pose to leave me
tranquil. As yet he is a minor—he has no control

over his own fortune—he is at the mercy of his

guardians : think you, then, that they will make
any pecuniary allowance for me ? No : every in-

stant do I now expect to receive a mandate to

quit this house. My position is most cruel. By
the circumstance of mai-riage, my own resources

" You know, Adelaide, that I commiserate you,"

interrupted St. Gerard ; " and to the extent of my
power will I assist you. Fortune has smiled upon
me in more ways than one. Not only have my
commercial ventures been crowned with success,

but the very recent death of my competitor in that

law-suit four or five years ago, has given me back

the estate which was 'then wrested from me.
Therefore, so far as pecuniary assistance goes, you
shall have it, Adelaide."

" No, Henri !" she exclaimed proudly :
" it was

not to receive eleemosynary charity that I so ear-

nestly courted this interview. I am not without

immediate resources : I have some little money of

my own which I had brought from Paris But
no matter ! It is painful for me to talk on such

subjects. Once more"—and here she threw into

her looks and her language all the most melting

powers of persuasion and entreaty,—" once more
do I beseech that you will grant me your love !"

" Speak not thus !" interrupted the Count, in a

tone of firmest decision: "it is impossible. No,
Adelaide—everyrhing in that respect ended be-

tween us long ago, and never can be renewed.

Pure and chaste were yon when we parted : pure

and chaste shall you rtraain, so far as it depends

upon me. There is one service which methinks I

can render you—or at least I will endeavour. If

I understand aright the exact circumitances of

your position, everything depends on the prompt
liberation of your husband. Think yoa that if he
were set free, and if he addi-cssed himself to a

magistrate for protection—think you, I ask, that it

would be refused ? Give me the address of the

place to which he has been transferred ; and I will

lose no time in adopting measures for his emanci-

pation."

Adelaide was reflecting profoundly, and likewise

in deep mournfulness, as St. Gerard thus addi-essed

her. She saw that it was useless to entertain any
farther hope of inducing the young French noble-

man to accept her as his paramour ; and she there-

fore, after some deliberation, resolved to avail he*
self of Ids services as a friend. For either alio

must flee away with hip?, or procure the restora-

tion of her hubband. The former seemed impos-

sible : liad not Henri said tliat everything was at

an end between them so far as love was concerned ?

—and therefore she must accept the latter alter-

native. Besides, by doing this, she would moat

probably be enabled to see the Count again ; and
this was what she desired;—for all her pristine
love was revived towards him with the fullest

power.
" Henri," she said, in a low melting voice, " I

accept the proposition you have made me : you
shall serve me in this instance. I know not where
the place is situate to which they have borne Lord
Saxondale away: all that I have ascertained is

that the establishment is kept by a physician
named Burdett."

" It is enough—I will find it out," answered the
Count de St. Gerard : then, as he was on the point
of taking his departure, he recollected something,
and said, as he laid a card upon the table, " There
is my present address in London, should cii-cum-

stances render it necessary for you to communicate
with me. But I beg, Adelaide, that you will not
ask to see me again unless those circumstances
should prove veri/ urgent. I cannot refuse to

serve you as a friend—but in no other light. And
now farewell for the present."

" Are we to part thus ?" said Adelaide, taking
his hand and looking with mouriiful earnestness
upon him.

"Yes, yes—we must part thus," he answered
quickly : and wringing her hand, he tore himself
suddenly away.

As the door closed behind him, Adelaide threw
herself upon the sofa—covered her face with her
hands—and wept bitterly.

CHAPTER CXXX.

THE DBAWING-EOOM.

The dusk of the October evening was setting in—
the obscurity was deepening in the drawing-room
where Adelaide remained alone ; and when that
wild paroxysm had somewhat subsided, she slowly
removed her hands from her countenance and
wiped away the tears from her eyes. She did not
however ring for lights: she wislied to meditate
upon her position—to reflect upon aU the circum-
stances which had this day transpired ; and tlicie

was something in the growing gloom that was
congenial to her own state of inind. Wliere she
sat upon the sofa, tlie shade was darker than in

any other part of the room ; and thus, if any per-
son had been present with her, the eyes of such a
one would only have been able to perceive that

there was a female form half reclining there, but
would not have recognised who she was.

It was wliile the obscurity was thus deepening—
and while Adelaide still sat in the depth of tliat

shade—that the door opened, and a livery servant
announced " Lord Harold Staunton." The domestic
immediately afterwards said, " Your ladyship will

have lights brought up ?"

" No—never mind tlie lights/'ejaculated Harold:
" I shall not detain her ladyship many minutes

—

and my business is of too much importance to be
delayed or interrupted."

The servant accordingly withdrew ; and Harold,
flinging himself upon a chair at some little dis-

tanco from tlie sofa, said, in a voice which denoted
a strange tumult of fcoling.s, " Harriet, I am liall
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mad—I come to make you a proposition—hytun

to me in patience for a few minutes if you

can."

Adelaide was so amazed by this proceeding tha':

she had not at first uttered a word of remark ir

respect to the way in which Lord Harold counter-

manded the proposal of the domestic to bring up

lights; and now, as he gave rapid utterance to

those excited words, she instantaneously comprc-

hended the error under which he was labouring,

and that he fancied he was addressing himself to

the Dowager Lady Saxondalc and not to Edmund's

bride. She accordingly held her peace ; for the

suspicion was strong in her mind that she might

probably hear something which would be of ser-

vice to her ;—and at all events, her curiosity was

strongly piqued. Harold, firmly believing that he

was alone with the Dowager Lady Saxondale, in-

terpreted this silence as an encouragement for him

to proceed : and indeed his feelings were too power-

fully excited to allow him to pause for any serious

deliberation.
" Everything has failed, Harriet," he went on to

say, still speaking rapidly. " I followed your in-

structions in all things—I went to Saxondale Cas-

tle—I found the man Chiffin there, concealed in

the cloister opening from the chapel ; and together

did we penetrate into your bed-chamber. One of

your maids—Lucilla, I think—was sleeping there

;

and we alarmed her desperately. But I procured

the bottle of poison, and departed. Oh, what

glorious visions then danced in my imagination!

Methought I saw myself already Marquis of Eagle-

dean : but the whole plan failed—I scarcely know
how—suffice it to say that it did. I saw my uncle

:

»t was under circumstances of such a fearful cha-

racter that we met, I was for the time crushed and

spirit-broken: I was converted into the veriest

dastard and coward. He upbraided me bitterly

—

he menaced me with an appeal to the Court of

Chancery to cut off the entail of the estates—he

threatened me with exposure if I failed to do his

bidding. You are listening attentively ?"

Adelaide, who was indeed listening in utter

amazement, as well as with the liveliest interest,

made a movement as if to bid him proceed : but

she said not a word.
" Well then, you hear me," he continued in the

name excited manner as before :
" you see that I

followed your instructions, and that everytliing

failed. The Marquis lives : my hopes are defeated

—your revenge is ungratified. He ordered me to

fepnir to Sweden ; and I quitted him with the in-

tention of doing so. I think I promised that I

would—but I scarcely know what did take place on

tliat frightful occasion. I came to London half

mad ; and in that state have I remained here for

the last ten days. I feared to disobey him : and

Yct how could I obey ? I understand his conduct

well—I know what he means—I can rea'l it all.

He purposes to carry out his threat—to tippcal to

the Court of Chancery : and he thus ordered me to

a distance, that I might not interfere with liis

plans. Therefore it is ruin for me to obey his

mandate ; and I know that it is equal ruin for mc
to disobey, I tell you again, Harriet, I am half

wild ! My nights are sleepless—my days arc one

long agony. At length—this afternoon—I leai-nt

by accident Ihat you had surtdenly returned to

London. I learnt too that Edmund is in a mad-

house, anil that you Lad turned his wife out ofthe
house."

Here Adelaide could not suppress an involun-

ia;y ejai -iat; ,0 : but as it was brief and curt, it

did not betray the different tone of her voice from
tnab 01 the Dowager Lady Saxondale.

" You are surprised at what I tell you," ob-

served Harold :
" but on my soul, I was not pry-

ing into your affairs—much less watching your
movements ! I will tell you how it was. There
is an old man in the City—a money-lender, named
Musters ; and he has a nephew who is a clerk at

Marlow and Malton's. They do not know that

this particular clerk is his nephew—and he let it

drop inadvertently while conversing with me ere

now. Well, I went to him to obtain some money
Lq a fit of desperation, Hai-riet, 1 lost the

other night at the gaming-table the whole of the

thousand pounds you so kindly gave me at Beauvais

But I find that I am speaking dbjointedly

and in broken sentences—you see how agitated I

am ! However, as I was saying, I went to thi?

Musters—and he told me that you were in London

:

hfe told me too —but in confidence—what hal
taken place, or was intended to be done in

respect to Edmund and his wife, ^ot a shilling

could I obtain from old Musters : he was liberal

enough with his garrulity, but inaccessible with
regard to his money. However, the intelligence I

received that you were in town, cheered me some-
what ; and I rushed off to come hither. Harriet,

I have loved and I have hated you :—I have tasted

the joys of paradise in your arms ; and yet I have
at times menaced, coerced, and upbraided you.

But now I feel that I do love you—that you are

necessary to me—that it is impossible I can remain
separated from you ! Have I not every claim

upon your consideration? I need not allude far-

ther to that which has so mysteriously and terribly,

but yet so firmly knitted together certain trans-

actions of our lives. I do not come to use threats,

Harriet : I come to make a proposal, and to back
it by entreaties and prayers, if it be necessary.

On your answer depends my fate. If you
refuse, there is no alternative but for me to

hasten away to Stockholm, and leave myself
entirely at the mercy of my uncle. But no: I

feel convinced you will not drive me to this! You
will give me your hand—you will let me become
your husband in name, as I have already been in

fact : and then may I not merely hurl defiance at

the Marquis, but together we may concert the

means of carrying out that which failed the other

day. Then, Harriet, you will be the gainer as

well as I : you will become a Marchioness—and as

you are ambitious, I know that such an elevation

above the already high rank you bear, will not be
displeasing ; while as to wealth, you will enjoy far

greater riches than your jointure affords. Now,
Harriet, I have spoken candidly: give mc your
response."

Harold ceased ; and there was a long interval of

silence. He naturally conceived that the Dowager
Ladj Saxondale was pondering upon his words

—

while in reality Adelaide was still a prey to a de.

greo of amazement amounting almost to a stupe-

faction. In a few brief minutes the most astound-

ing revelations had been imparted to her. Her
husband's mother was the instigatrix of a mur-
derous plot against the life of the Marquis <>•



Eagledean—she had been the paramour of Lord
Harold Staunton : and other things were hinted I

st as hafing linked their souIb in some fearful

intimacy—the intimacy of crime 1 Well might

Adelaide be astounded : well might she be trans-

fixed in every limb, and have the power of speech

parvlyzed, even if she had wiehod to use it at the

moment. The gloom had deepened i it was now
almost entirely dark in that apartment. Harold
till occupied the chair : Ad^ide still sat half

reclining on the sofa. Neaily five minutes elapsed

—and not a word wa« spoken.
" Harriet, what means this silence t" suddenly

demanded Staunton, sprmging up to his feet.

" You mean to refuse me—I am sure you do ?

It will be the death-blow to my hopes. You
think more of my hate than of my love : you
think more of the severe and unkind things which
haro yassed between us, than of those intervals of
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bliss which we have enjoyed in each other's armi

.

Well, it mu8t be so, then. I promised that I

would not use menaces—and I will not. Besides^

such menaces between you and me are absurd and

ridiculous. Fool that I was to buoy myself up
with the hope, even for an instant, that yon

would assent to my proposition ! Your coldnesa

when we met at Beauvais—a coldness which you

maintained even when counselling me how to act

in respect to my uncle,—that coldness should

have told me that you considered everything to

be at an end between us. Harriet, why do you

not speak to meP Not one single word—only
one passing ejaculation—has fallen from your

lips since first I entered the room. Do you wish

me to depart hence at once ? Tell me so—and I

will go 1"

Adelaide was about to make tho young nobl»>

man aware of the tremendous error which ho Sitd
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eommitted, when she thought that if by still

holding her peace, he might be led to farther

revelations in the course of fresh appeals and

entreaties, it would be all the more serviceable

to hpr. She accordingly continued silent.

" Harriet, this passes all endurance !" cried

Staunton : "you are either treating mc with cold

indifferenoe, or with contempt. Perhaps you are

even gloatmg over my miseries ? perhaps you hate

me? and peradventure my sufferings and my
humiliation constitute a delicious vengeance for

you ? Oh, but it is too cruel for you to treat me
thus ! You should remember what I did for you

—the risk that I ran—the guilt I accumulated on

my soul ! Harriet, speak to me—or I will compel

you. I am growing desperate — wild—mad !

Harriet, I say, speak to me !"

And ae Adelaide still continued silent, Lord

Harold Staunton gave vent to an imprecation of

rage, ae he stamped his foot upon the floor.

"Well then, hear me for the last time," he

exclaimed. " I told you that I would not use

threats—and I will not: but I will give you a

warning. That bottle of poison has fallen into

my imcle's hands; and Chitfin confessed to him
how it was obtained—that it was procured by me
in your room at the Castle. The Jlarquis, recol-

lecting the suddenness of Mabel Stewart's death

beneath the roof of this very house, accuses you

of the murder; and he points to that poison as

the means whereby it was perpetrated. Now,
Harriet, listen ! If you marry me, my uncle has

still so much regard for his nephew that I feel

convinced he would take no step to strike that

nephew a blow through the medium of one who
had become his wife. But unless you marry me,

it is impossible to say what course my uncle would
adopt. Therefore in an aUiance with me there is

absolute oafoty for yourself : you see that it is no
threat I hold out—it is a warning that I give

!

What say you, Harriet ? One syllable—yes or

no—and my suspense will be at an end."

Again he paused : again was there a long in-

terval of silence. He paced to and fro—but with-

out approaching near enough to the sofa to have

his suspicions excited.

" Will you not answer P One would tiank you
dead," he exclaimed, furious with rage, " only that

the rustling of your dress is heard. How is it to

be, Harriet ? Speak ! By heaven, I will wring an
answer from your lips

!"

Eushing forward, he was about to clutch her

by the arm, when Adelaide, rising from the sofa,

said in a firm and collected tone, " Your lordship

is mistaken in the person whom you have been
addressing."

A half-subdued ejaculation of horror bxirst from
the lips of Lord Harold Staunton ; and staggering

back, he sank like one annihilated upon a chair.

" We had better have lights," said Adelaide,

pulling the bell ;
" or the servants will think it

strange that we sit so long in darkness."

Not another word was spoken till the domestic

made his appearance with two lamps : for he had
guessed wherefore he was summoned. As the

first glare of light burst into that room, Adelaide

perceived th.-'t Lord Harold was still sitting in a

perfect state of consternation and dismay: but
fortunately for him, he was so placed that the
terrant eould not catch sight of his wan and

ghastly countenance. The man retired : and thea

for nearly another minut* was the silence pro-

longed.
" WTiat do you mean t« do ?" at length asked

Harold, slowly turning his haggard looks upon
Edmund's wife : for of course he fully compre-

hended that Edmund's wife it was whom he had
thus all along been addressing.

"My lord," responded Adelaide, who, having

risen from the sofa, was now standing near the

fire-place, her tall and splendid form reflected ia

more than one mirror, and her countenance reveaV-

ing a certain subdued satisfaction and triumph be-

neath an expression of forced serenity,—" you have
no right to question me thus: we are perfect

strangers to each other."

"It is true, my lady," answered Harold, also

rising from his seat, and approaching her, but still

pale and trembling :
" it is true ! And yet the cir-

cumstances are so peculiar—the error was so im-
mense—the things I have said must appear so

startling—in short, I feel that I am altogether at

your mercy For God's sake, deal leniently

with me !"

" Rest assured, my lord," answered Adelaide,
" that I shall take no unnecessary advantage of

what I have heard. If I avail myself of it, it will

not be in spitefulness or malignity : the revelations

that have reached my ears, will only serve as wea-

pons of defence in my hands. Do you understand

me, my lord ?"

" I understand you but too well," rejoined the

young nobleman, in mingled bitterness and an-

guish. " E(bnund's mother is in your power—and
you will make her feel that she is ? Oh, insensate

madman that I was "

" But it is too late to deplore what cannot be

recalled," interrupted Adelaide: and a smile of

scornful triumph, which she sought not to repress,

played upon her rich red lips, revealing the bril-

liancy of her pearly teeth.

"You will ruin me altogether with her who
is now your mother-in-law," exclaimed Haroid
wildly. "You see what my hope is!—it is my
only hope ! But do not thuik that all those things

I said are true No, no—they were the ravings

of a fevered brain
"

" My lord," again interrupted Adelaide, " you
are going the best way to anger me outright, by
endeavouring to persuade me against the evidence

of my own senses. Beware how you make a

woman fancy that you judge her for a fool : she

can pardon almost anything but that!"

"No—do not be angry," exclaimed Harold:

"you must make allowances for my feelings.

From what I have said, you have learnt Lady
Saxondale's intentions towards you. I beseech you,

endeavour to come to some amicable imderstand-

ing, whereby you may avoid the necessity of be-

traying what hasjust happened with me Oh, do

—I beseech you ! Tell me, is there aught I can

do to serve you ? Command me if you will. I

know that I am at your mercy : but again and
again I implore that you wil use your power leni-

ently."

"Aly lord, a promise to that effect I have

already given. You say that the Dowager Lady
Saxondale is coming hither presently : do you not

think that it will be more prudent for you to take

your departure ere she makes her appeariwK-er
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Perhaps it may not be necessary for me to men-

tion your name at all ; and rest assured that I will

not travel out of my way to do so. I am too

much indebted to you for the important revela-

tions you have made—although so unintentionally

to my ears—not to feel anxious to show as much
gratitude as I possibly can in return."

" With these assurances I must rest contented,"

observed Harold : but he lingered as if anxious

to obtain a still more positive pledge from Ade-

laide, to the effect that she would hold him harm-

less. " Farewell, then," he at length added, seeing

that of her own accord she would say nothing

more, and he not daring to urge her farther.

He issued from the room ; and she was once

more alone. One short hour had wrought a mar-

vellous change in the state of her mind and in her

reflections. Wlien Harold was first announced,

she had only just wiped away the tears of bitter-

ness and anguish which she had been shedding;

and now an expression of triumph sat upon her

countenance as the door closed behind him.

The reader has most probably guessed how Lord

Harold Staunton was led into so stupendous an

error. From what he had learnt at the hands of

old Musters, he fancied that the Dowager Lady
Saxondale had already been to the mansion, and

had summarily ejected Ecbnund's wife from the

threshold. Accordingly, on speeding with the

most excited haste to Park Lane, he had de-

manded of the servants " whether Lady Saxondale

was at home?" forgetting to specify wAu'A Lady
Saxondale it was that he sought,—and indeed not

thinking it necessary. The response was of course

in the afErmativc : and as the Dowager Lady
Saxondale was supposed to be still upon the Con-

tinent, the servant who gave the answer did not

think it necessary to particularize the Lady Sax-

ondale of whom he himself spoke. On receiving

that response, Harold had begun to ascend the

stairs with so much haste that the footman had

some difficulty in keeping pace with him—and

still greater dilficulty in getting before him on the

landing to thi'ow open tlie door and announce hun
properly. Thanks, therefore, to the gloom in

wliich the apartment was involved, Adelaide had

thus gleaned the most important revelations. We
must incidentally remark that she had heard Ed-

mund speak flippantly and superciliously of his

mother—he had even assured her that the Dow-
ager was too much in his power to show overt

aversion to his marriage ; and she had wheedled

out of him the particulars of the adventure in

respect to the masquerade-dress, and of the part

which she had induced Harold to play in provoking

William Deveril to a duel. From the first, there-

fore, she had never entertauied an exceeding high

opinion of Edmund's mother : but still she had felt

that she herself knew too little of that lady's mis-

deeds to be able to convert such knowledge into a

weapon either offensive or defensive. But during

the hour which was just passed, Adelaide had
learnt more than sufficient to compel her mother-

in-law to sink down in terror at her feet,—or at

least she thought and hoped so.

It was not long after Lord Harold had taken

his departure, and as dinner-time was approac-liing,

that the door of the drawing-room was sudch^nly

thro^vn open, and Edmund's mother made her aj)-

piarance. It will be convenient if we still con-

tinue to distinguish her as much as possible as

Lady Saxondale,—at the same time signalizing

Edmund's bride by her Clu-istian name of Ade-
laide.

Lady Saxondale still wore her bonnet and shawl

:

for having but that moment arrived at the house,

and burning with anxiety to carry into effect the

purpose for which she expressly came, she had not

even lost the time that would be necessary to

ascend to her own chamber and put off her super-

fluous garments. Nor had she paused to make
any inquiries of the domestics ; and thus she was
not even informed that Lord Harold Staunton had
called at the mansion. She entered the drawing-

room with mingled disdain and scorn, hatred and
vindictiveness, depicted upon her countenance,

—

while Adelaide rose from the sofa and made a dig-

nified salutation.
' Womam, this is no place for you !" cried Lady

Saxondale : then pointing towards the door which
she had left wide open, she said, " Begone ! pol-

lute not this dweUing any longer with your pre-

sence !"

" By what right and title do you issue this

mandate ?" demanded Adelaide, who was resolved

not to come to extremes at once with Lady
Saxondale—but to sound as it were the depths of

her mind, and obtain a greater insight into her

true character and disposition.
' By what right and title?" repeated her lady-

ship. "It tests my patience sorely to be com-
pelled thus to bandy words with you : neverthe-

less, as it is quite possible my son may have de-

ceived you as to his real position, it is but just

that I should explain it. He is a minor : eighteen

months must elapse ere he will come of age ; and
in the meantime—even apart from other circum-

stances—all his property is in the hands of his

guardians. By their concurrence it is that I

exercise the fullest authority within the walls of

this mansion, and likewise at the Castle in Lin-

colnshii-e. Now, madam, you understand tho

matter thus far."

" Your ladyship used the terms ' apart from
other circumstances,^" observed Adelaide: "may
I request to be informed the meaning of that

expression ?"

" Well, I will curb my own impatience and
gratify you so far as to be explicit upon that sub-

ject :"—yet as Lady Saxondale gave utterance to

these words, there was an unmistakable malignity

in her tone and her look, as much as to imply

that her temporary forbearance would be speedily

followed by a stern and implacable course of

action.

"I am listening, my lady," said Adelaide.
" Those other circumstances

"

"They are these:—that inasmuch as there is

the best possible reason for supposing my son to

be of unsound mind and incapable of managing
his own affairs, it is more than probable that

steps will be taken at once to ensure tho placing

of his property under competent management by
the time that he comes of age."

"And that management," observed Adelaide,

with the ironical tone of a retort, " is doubtless

a task which your ladyship is seeking for your-

self?"

"I disdain any response to your impertinence,"

rejoined Lady Saxondale, drawing herself up with
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an air of glacial hauteur : then again pointing to

the door, she said, " Depart, madam : your pre-

sence here is more than painful to me—it is

loathsome !"

"Your ladyship," responded Adelaide, "must
be conscious of far more power over me, than I

can possibly acknowledge you to possess, if you

think that I shall humbly obey the edict which

you have issued with such a queenly air."

" Madam, we will not bandy words," exclaimed

Lady Saxondale. " Depart hence—or I will sum-

mon the menials to eject you."
" Perhaps you will find it more prudent," re-

sponded Adelaide, " to exchange a word or two

with me in the first instance : and for this purpose

I will close the door."

Lady Saxondale was not entirely unprepared

for something of the sort,—inasmuch as, knowing

Edmund's weakness and flippancy, she,had fore-

seen that it was probable enough he had boasted

to his wife of exercising some hold over his mother

on account of his knowledge of the masquerade

affair and the duel which had resulted thence.

But her reputation was already sufficiently

damaged in the fashionable world for her to be

perfectly indifferent as to anything more that

might be said on those subjects. She however

suffered Adelaide to shut the door; and then,

turning upon her a look of increased disdain,

said, " Now, madam, you will be so kind as to

let our interview come to as speedy a close as

possible, inasmuch as I am anxious to be alone."

" Your ladyship can be alone as soon as you
think fit," replied Adelaide, " by the mere fact of

seeking another apartment. Fortunately the man-
sion is large enough to accommodate us both. I

have chosen this drawing-room for my own use

;

and I intend to keep it. I am not so rude as to

command you to quit it ; and therefore you may
remain here if you choose. But if my presence

be disagreeable, it assuredly is not I who will take

the trouble to reUeve you of it :—it is your lady-

ship who must seek another apartment."
" Madam, you will gain nothing by the adoption

of this insolent demeanour. If you have any-

thing to say, let it be spoken quickly :"—and
again did Lady Saxondale bend her disdainfully

flashing looks upon her daughter-in-law.
" It appears to be a struggle between you and

me," replied the latter : and she assumed a de-

meanour as scornfully queen-like and as stately as

he other.

" A struggle—how?" demanded Lady Saxondale.
" Rest assured that it is a most unequal one, as I

will presently prove. Behold ! the time-piece on
the mantel marks the hour of seven. In five

minutes you will either leave this house with your

own accord, or I pledge myself that you shall be

expelled by force."

" And I, on the other hand," rejoined Adelaide,
" declare as solemnly that when tho hands mark
half-past seven, I will ring tho bell and order my
dinner to be served up."

" This is a most matchless effrontery !" cried

Lady Saxondale, stamping her foot : then as she

instantly recovered her glacial dignity of demea-
nour, she deliberately put off her bonnet and shawl,

and said, "Now, madam, will you be speedy with

whatsoever you may have to state ? Doubtless my
unhappy son has spoken lightly and impertinently

[
to you respecting myself;—and you think tliat you
exercise a power over me—perhaps that you hold

me at your mercy ? If these be your notions, it ia

well to disabuse you of them at once : for I can

assure you that I reck but little for whatsoever you
may know concerning me."

" You are self-sufficient and proud, Lady Saxon-

dale. But answer me truly," continued Adelaide,

with an ironical smile :
" are we not a pair well

matched ? is there not a certain fitness in the cir-

cumstance of my becoming your daughter-in-law?

And yet there is this difference—that the world

has thrown me off for a deed which I never com-
mitted; whereas you fled to the Continent from
that society which was prepared to shun you for

deeds that you had committed."
" Wretched woman !" ejaculated Lady Saxon-

dale :
" do you put whatsoever little failings as a

woman may have become known in respect to me,

—do you dare, I ask, put them in contrast with

the tremendous crime of which all the world knows
you to have been really guilty ?"

" Perhaps, Lady Saxondale," retorted Adelaide,
" if the world knew more of you, and could read

more deeply into the secrets treasured up in your

heart, it would be inclined to brand you with an
amount of execration scarcely paralleled and never

surpassed."

Lady Saxondale looked hard at Adelaide, but

still without suffering it to appear that she sur-

veyed her thus scrutinizingly : and then she said,

" It is useless for you to throw out such detestable

inuendoes in mere random malignity : they do not

come home. See ! the five minutes are just ex-

1 piring. Depart—or I pull the bell to give orders

that the lacqueys thrust you hence."

"And I will ask the lacqueys," rejoined Adelaide

calmly, " whether they be aware that their mis-

tress was the paramour of Lord Harold Staun-

ton ?"

"Wretch! it is the vilest of scandals !" ejacu-

lated Lady Saxondale, her countenance becoming

crimson, and then turning pale immediately again.

" So far from being a scandal," said Adelaide,

" the very closest intimacy existed between your

ladyship and Lord Harold "

" The world knew it," interrupted Edmund's
mother :

" it was no secret —but it was an honour-

able intimacy : for we were about to be married."
" Very likely," said Adelaide, with a sneer : "but

though the parson has never spoken the nuptial

benediction. Lord Harold was your husband in

fact, if not in name."
" Enough of this insolence !"—'and Lady Saxon-

dale's eyes flashed fire as she advanced to the bell-

puU.
" Ring if you will," said Adelaide, still calmly

;

" and ask the footman who answers the summons,
whether the ghost of Mabel Stewart walks at night

through the spacious rooms of this mansion P"

Lady Saxondale let the boll-rope slip out of her

hand : again she turned ghastly pale—but her eyes

burnt like living coals as they were fixed with keen

penetration upon Adelaide, whose countenance

however was so serenely tranquil that her ladyship

could not gather thence whether the words just

spoken were a random shot thrown out, or whether

they emanated from a more settled conviction.

Believing the former to be the case, and speedily

recovering her sell'-possession, she to8sed her head
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disdainfully ; and once more extended her hand to

the bell-rope.

" Well, if your ladyship must ring," said Ade-

laide, " let it be for the purpose of sending oflf a

messenger to Saxondale Castle, in order to ascer-

tain whether a certain person named Chiffin is

still concealed there in the cloister leading out of

the chapel ?"

Once more did the boU-rope leave Lady Saxon-

dale's hand without being pulled : and this time

there was a still more visible and a longer con-

tinued trouble in her countenance : so that for a

few moments she was unable to give utterance to

a word. In those few momenta she revolved in

her mind—quickly as thought alone can thus exer-

cise its power—how it was possible that this cir-

cumstance had reached the ears of her daughter-

in-law. But when on the Continent she had
received a letter from Lucilla, stating how two
persona, one of whom was Lord Harold Staunton,

had entered the chamber : no mention however
was made in that letter of Chiffin by name ;

—
but it now struck her ladyship that it must have

somehow or another transpired that such was his

name ; and if this were the case, it was perfectly

easy to accotmt for the circumstance being known
to Adelaide. But stUl, why should she ao point-

edly couple Chiffin's name with her's (Lady Sax-

ondale's) ?—why so significantly allude to his being

concealed in the cloister, as if she herself must
necessarily be aware of it ?

" Come, madam," she said, " let us put an end
to aU this idle bandying of words. Do you mean
to leave the house ? or do you not ?"

" It is a quarter past seven," answered Adelaide,

indicating the time-piece on the mantel ;
" and I

am still here. If I go forth, it will assuredly be

to call on the Marquis of Eagledean, and inform
him that Lady Saxondale was the instigatrix of

his nephew in a certain attempt which was made
against his lordship some ten days back."

The patrician lady to whom these words were
addressed, could no longer blind herself to the fact

that her daughter-in-law had indeed, by some in-

comprehensible means, obtained a farther insight

into certain matters than was at all agreeable ;

—

but if she knew so much, might she not know
more ? and it was of the utmost importance for

Lady Saxondale to ascertain precisely to what
extent such knowledge did reach.

" Go on, madam—say what you will," she ob-

served, affecting a disdainful laugh. "We will

yet see who will be the winner in this contest

which you have provoked."
" I provoked?" echoed Adeinde, with a mocking

smile :
" this is too much ! You come, arrogantly

and insolently, to order me from the house : is it

not you, therefore who are seeking to push matters
to extremes ?"

" We will not dispute the point," rejoined Lady
Saxondale. " Once more I command you to

depart :"—and again was her hand stretched to-

wai-ds the bell-pull.

'• Well, if you wish it, I will certainly go," said

Adelaide :
" but it shall be to i/iform the Marquis

of Eagledean that Lady Saxondale has returned
from the Continent—and that if he be desirous of

asking her in a court of justice to account for the

possession of that phial of poison which she directed

Lord Harold Staunton to take from her room at

Saxondale Castle, she is now in England to answer
the charge."

Lady Saxondale was completely overwhelmed by
these words : she saw that she was utterly in the

power of that woman whom she had come to eject

from the house. Yes—she not merely felt herself

to be in Adelaide's power : but she was now filled

with apprehensions as to what steps the Marquis
of Eagledean might really take against her. To
her all this intelligence was perfectly new : for, as

the reader has seen, she had held no communica-
tion with Harold Staunton since they parted at

Beauvais. Having however read no account in

the newspapers of the Marquis of Eagledean'a

death, she had supposed that the plot was either

abandoned or else postponed : but she had not the

slightest idea that it had been attempted—that it

had failed—and that she herself was so seriously

compromised. She sank upon a seat, gasping for

breath : and for a few minutes that proud, unscru-

pulous, strong-minded, and almost iron-nerved

woman was the very picture of abject terror and
grovelling mortification.

" Now, Lady Saxondale," resumed Adelaide,

perceiving that her triumph was complete, " it is

perfectly useless for us to prolong this warfare. I
might, if I chose, tell you more : I might hint at

certain dread deeds which have estabUshed a terri-

ble intimacy—the intimacy of crime—between
yourself and Lord Harold Staunton. But I need
say no more. Look, Lady Saxondale !—it is now
half-past seven o'clock. I am about to ring : shall

it be to order my trunks to be packed up—or to

command that dinner be served ?"

"Whatsoever you will," responded Lady Saxon-

dale, in a low thick voice. " I see that it is need-

ful for you and me to make terms with each

other."

Adelaide rang the bell ; and as she turned to do
so, a smile of triumphant satisfaction appeared

upon her countenance. A footman quickly an-

swered the summons ; and she said, with an
air as if she herself were the mistress of the man-
sion, " Let dinner be served. Lady Saxondale and
I shall be alone together."

The footman bowed and retired ; and the mo-
ment the door closed behind him. Lady Saxondale,

advancing up to Adelaide, grasped her by the arm,

saying, in the same low thick voice as before,
" How came you to know all these things ?"

" I may not tell you," responded Adelaide.
" But Edmund—does he likewise know them ?"

" No—not one tittle beyond wliat you yourself

are already aware that he is acquainted with."

This was at least some relief to Lady Suxon-

dale's mind : but still she was utterly at a loss to

conceive who could have been Adelaide's informant

;

and for a few minutes her pride prevented her

from asking any more questions. But, racked with

a thousand vague terrors—and these all the more
poignant for being so undetined—she said, " IF wo
are indeed to be friends, you will begin your sliow

of friendship worthily by telling me whether I am
in any danger on account of the Marquis of Eagle-

dean."
" No—I believe not at present," replied Ade-

laide. " Ask me nothing more : for nothing more
will I avow."

At this moment the door opened ; and a page
entered, bearing a note upon a silver salver, which
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he handed to Lady Saxondale. He then retired.

Her ladyship, instantaneously recognising the

handwriting, hastened to tear it open ; and when
she had run her eyes over its contents, she threw a

significant glance upon Adelaide, saying, "Lord
Harold Staunton has been hero ; and he g^ves me
to understand that through a terrific error he was

led to make certain revelations to you."
" Now therefore your ladyship is acquainted with

my authority," responded the daughter-in-law.

" His lordship besought me not to compromise him

with you ; and I readily gave him to understand

that I would not."

A servant now entered to announce that dinner

was served; and the two ladies descended to the

dining-room. Throughout the repast they main-

tained the most studied courtesy towards each

other,—so that the domestics who waited at table,

were surprised at this mutual friendliness of de-

meanour : for they naturally wondered how Lady
Saxondale, after having had lier son locked up in a

madhouse, could thus, by her bearing towards her

daughter-in-law, appear to sanction the very mar-

riage on account of which she had adopted so

stringent a measure in respect to the bride-

groom.

CHAPTER CXXXI.

FAETHEE DISCUSSIONS.

It was nine o'clock—and Lord Harold Staunton

knocked at the door of Saxondale House. He was
at once admitted, and shown into a parlour,

—

where in a few moments Lady Saxondale joined

him. He advanced towards her with the air of a

penitent,—while her demeanour was more con-

ciUatory and friendly than he had expected to

find it.

" You have forgiven me, Harriet," he said,

taking her hand, which was not withdrawn, " for

the frightful manner in which I have compromised
you ?"

" There is now no help for it," she answered

:

" what is done, cannot be recalled : and I am of

course well assured that you did not thus compro-

mise me will'ully."

" Thank you, dear Harriet, for these words,'"

exclaimed Harold, his countenance briglitening up.

"No—I could not have done such a thing wil-

fully. I was half mad with excitement, produced

by various causes, when I came to the house. I

asked for Lady Saxondale—and was shown up into

the drawing-room : the dusk was closing in—

I

beheld a female form seated on the sofa—it ap-

peared to be of your stature and shape ; and not

for an instant did the idea strike mo, tliat it could

be any other but you. I said all kinds of things

—I made every sort of revelation But stay

!

I recollect now, thank heaven, there was one in-

cident at which I merely glanced ; I did not spo-

cilically mention it—and Edmund's wife could not

possibly uuderstaud the circumstance thus alluded

to."

"So much the better," observed Lady Saxon-
dale : tlion, after a few instants' pause, she added,
" And yet I am already so deeply compromised
with this woman, it would make but little diifercnce

if she were acquainted with that circumstance also.

You enjoined her, Harold, not to betray you to me
as the author of all she had learnt : how was it,

therefore, that you sent me the note confessing

what you had done !""

" Because, on second thoughts," replied Staunton,
" it seemed to me better that you should know the
whole truth. I fancied that you would at all events
be less imeasy—you would be relieved from un-
certainty as to the source whence she obtained her
liii'jrmation : and moreover, I felt it was so abso-
lutely necessary that I should see you "

" Well, I understand," interrupted Lady Saxon-
dale. "And now tell me wherefore you are so

anxious to see me ? and what proposal it is you
have to make, and to which you allude in your
letter ?"

" Then Edmund's wife has not told you every-
thing which occurred between us ?—or rather,"

added Staunton, " she has not detaOed in full every-

thing that I said ?"

" She merely glanced, though pointedly enough,
at .certain incidents," answered Lady Saxondale.
" But tell me first of all, Harold,—is your uncle

exceethngly bitter against me .'' will he still seek
to persecute me ? can I remain in England in

safety, think you ?—for as you may but too easily

conjecture, I have many reasons now for staying

in London—at least for the present."
" The proposition, dear Harriet, which I have

to make," answered Staunton, " will, if accepted,

have the effect of insuring your complete safety,

i'es —I am certain of it ! My uncle does not seek
to injure me, though as a matter of course he
will cast me off entirely if you become my wife

:

for t/iat is the proposal I had to proffer."

" I guessed as much," answered Lady Saxon-
dale :

'' I understand your position exactly—and
can comprehend the calculations which you have
been making."

" And are you offended ?" inquired Harold, not
knowing what to think of her ladyship's tone and
demeanour : for both were exceedingly calm and
deliberate.

They were seated together upon a sofa : he
passed his arm around her Nvaist, as he spoke ;

—

he drew her gendy towards him—she did not*

resist—she did not manifest annoyance: he em-
braced her—and she suffered his caresses.

" You are gloriously handsome, dear Harriet,"

he said, " and I feel that I love you ! Y'es—I do
really love you !"

" And you, Harold, are not entirely indifferent

to me," she responded. " After a widowhood of

nineteen years—a widowhood that was unstained
by one single act of frailty—I ab.indoned myself

to you. All my long pent-up passions then burst

forth anew ; and I wondered that I could for so

long a period have retained my chastity. Now I

crave you, Hiirold—dear Harold; and I accept

you as my husband. But you know that I am
lost to society—that I am as much an outcast aa

that vile being who has ensnared Edmiind -"

'• No matter, Harriet," interruptetl Staunton

:

" we can doubtless manage to make ourselves

happy together. Besides, wo have a fearful

identity of interests in many respects : and
perhaps," he added significantly, " there is mart
which we have yet to do."

" Yes—there is m^re," rejoined Lady Saxondal<%
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with a look full of equal meaning. " I know, for

instance, that you have aot abandoned that pro-

ject which has failed "
" No : and guided by your counsel—assisted by

you, Harriet—I will accomplish the aim. But
you spoke as if you also had something to be

done ? Is it in reference to this woman—this

Baroness de Charlemont who has managed to

steal and pilfer the title and name of Lady Saxon-

dale
"

" No—it is not to that wretch I alluded," re-

sponded her ladyship. " I shall be enabled to

manage her by myself. I understand her cha-

racter and disposition well—I comprehend her

thorcjughly—and I have little doubt that we shall

come to terms."

"But Edmund?"
" He shall remain where he is. He is better

out of the way, for many reasons."
" And Juliana—what has become of her ?"

" She remains upon the Continent : she had
not the face to come to England in her present

condition. She even wondered," continued Lady
Saxondale, " that I myself could venture back
to the British metropolis, where my name has

become a scandal with all those who were once

my acquaintances and friends. For perhaps you
know that your uncle forced me to sign a paper
confessing that it was I who made overtui-es to

that sanctimonious hypocrite, William Deveril

;

and this paper has been shown to every one who
had heard my version of the tale as I originally

gave it. But the intelligence of Edmund's mar-
riage came upon me like a thunder-clap; and I

was resolved, at all risks and at all hazards, to

return to England and take certain steps. I only

arrived tha night before last : and as you have
teen, mj measures were promptly adopted. I

took up my quarters in a private manner at an
hotel : I went and saw Petersfield first—Marlow
and Malton afterwards."

" How did they receive you ?" inquired Harold.
" Petersfield, with his nonsensical diplomatic airs

and his stupid pomposity, was inclined to read me
a lecture on the levity of my own conduct. I suf-

fered him to have his say, and expressed my con-

trition. He was so gratified by my demeanour of

assumed humbleness—he thought that his own
eloquence had produced such an eflfect—that he
became quite friendly and kind. I therefore had
little difliculty in bringing liim round to my pur-

poses ; and as he himself observed first of all that

Edmund must be mad to contract such a marriage,

I gave him the credit of making the discovery of

this madness—at which his conceit and vanity

were still more highly gratified than before. So at

last he consented the step should be taken to put
Edmund under restraint. With Marlow and Slal-

ton it was a still easier game to play : they are

lawyers, and look after the money-matters of the

Saxondale trusteeship, troubling themselves but
little about its morals. Besides, they like making
money for themselves ; and the more business they
can create out of the trusteeship, the higher are

their costs and the bettor they are pleased. Tlioy

are accustomed, too, to accede to whatsoever Pe-
tersfield and myself may suggest ; and conse-

quently there was but little trouble in persuading

them to consent that Edmund should be trans-

ferred to Dr. Burdctt's keeping. Burdett married

Marlow's sister ; and therefore the circumstance of

tlirowng a good thing in Burdctt's way, was a

further inducement with the lawyers to take this

step. You are now acquainted with all these par-

ticulars ; and it is your turn, Harold, to give me
certain explanations. By the bye, I should ob-

serve that when on the Continent, I received a let-

ter from Lucilla,—my maid, you know, who ro-

roained behind at Saxondale House,—telling me
that you and ' some dreadful man' (those were her

words) had burst into my chamber there while she

occupied it."

" Ah !" ejaculated Harold :
" then she recognised

my voice ? I all along had a misgiving to that

effect. Perhaps it is fortunate that the recent

plot in respect to my uncle should have failed as it

did : for had he been made away with, that cir

custance to which Lucilla could testify, might have

afforded the first link of a chain which, if followed

up, would have brought the deed home to me.
Next time, Harriet, such precautions shall be

!
taken, xmder your able guidance, as to ensure

success."

" And now, Harold," said Lady Saxondale, " the

explanations I wish you to g^ve "

" I understand. You mean the way in which
the plot failed ? From what transpired, it is evi-

dent that ChifHn was led to confess everything."

Harold then proceeded to relate those parti-

culars in respect to the meeting with his uncle,

which are already known to the reader ; and he

concluded by stating that ChilRn had been sent

away to some foreign clime,—a piece of intelligence

which Lady Saxondale was well pleased to hear

:

for whatever fresh deeds of iniquity she might con-

template, she had no thought of entrusting them
to that man, who already knew too much concern-

ing her.
" Now, Harold," she said, " I must tell you

what there is to be done on my side. It must be
accomplished by you—and when thus accomplished,

our marriage shall immediately take place."
" Speak, Harriet," responded the young noble-

man ;
" we are bound to render each other mutual

assistance."

"I have learnt," continued Lady Saxondale,
" that a oartain woman on whom Chiffin made a

murderous attack, is retained at the house of Wil-
liam Deveril. This woman bears the name of

Margaret Somers ; and amongst her own set, is

familiarly known as Madge. A paragraph in a
newspaper, which I saw yesterday, states that she

is in a fair way towards recovery ; but that she

still lies in a very enfeebled state—and that the

faculty of speech has not yet returned. This para-

graph farther states that there is evidently some-
thing on the woman's mind, which she is anxious

to communicate : for consciousness has come back,

and she has regained almost complete possession of

her reasoning powers,—as is evidenced by the signs

she makes to those about her. She endeavoured a

day or two ago to write something on a slate : but

she could not—a dimness camo over her eyes—and

she fainted with the bare exertion,—so that the

medical man who attends upcm her, positively for-

bade that she should be allowed to make any fresh

attempt of the kind. Now, this woman, Harold,

is in possession of a secret which, if revealed, would

prove my utter ruin. Do not ask mo what tliis

secret is : I cannot reveal it. It is a socrot which



21(5 TITK MYSTRItinS OF THE COURT.

I would not breathe aloud, even if 1 stood alone in

the middle of a heath, and could see a mile around

in every direction, so as to be assured that there

wore no listeners near. You may therefore com-

prehend, Harold, that it is a secret of the most

Btupendous importance ; and you may conceive the

dire apprehension whicli haunts my mind, now that

I know this woman to be in the midst of a nest of

my reptile-enemies."
" It is indeed alarming," observed Harold.

" Deveril is assuredly no friend of your's : he is

intimate with my unole, who is likewise a foe -"

" Yes —and it appears that Angela Vivaldi, the

celebrated dancer who left the stage some time

back, is William Deveril's sister. This girl," con-

tinued Lady Saxondale, "is ministering—according

to the newspaper paragraph—in the kindest man-
ner to Ma^lge Somers. The journal sjjeaks of her

as a young lady of undoubted virtue, most amiable

disposition, and generous heart. You may con-

ceive the influence wliich such a being is likely to

obtain over a woman whose mind is attenuated by
illness, and whose conscience perhaps is somewhat
touched. Besides, there are many reasons wliy

this woman is to be deemed most dangerous by
me. She has already extorted lai-ge sums of money
from me "

" And what would you have done with her ?"

demanded Harold. " As for penetrating into

Deveril's houso, and accomplishing that which
Chiffin's knife failed to do "

" No, Harold : such a course cannot be adopted,"

interrupted Lady Saxondale. " But the wo-
man can be removed elsewhere, somehow or an-

other •"

"Yes— that is the only plan!" ejaculated

Staunton. " Have you already settled any project

in your mind ?"

" I have," answered Lady Saxondale. " Listen.

I will explain it ; and you shall then tell me
whether you approve of it, and whether you will

assist in carrying it out."

They continued to discourse together for some
time longer,—indeed, until past ten o'clock ; and
they came to a thorough understanding as to all

matters in which they were so darkly and deeply

interested, ere Harold took his departwe.
When he had gone. Lady Saxondale ascended to

the drawing-room where Adelaide was seated ; and
taking a chair near, she said, " I think it would be
better for both our sakes that we should lose no
time in coming to specific terms."

" Such also," responded Edmund's wife, " is my
opinion :"—and she spoke with the same decisive

•almness as did Lady Saxondale. " What do you
propose?—for as you are taking the initiative,

you have doubtless some defined conditions and
arrangements to suggest."

" In the first place," answered Lady Saxondale,
" I must understand whether I have rightly inter-

preted your feeling in respect to Edmund. You
are a woman of strong mind, sound intellect, good
talents, and fine accomplishments. Y'ou may be
well assured that it is not in mere idle flattery I

tell you this. I know you to be above the im-
pression which such flattery could alone make upon
a frivolous heart. Being therefore as you are,

•nd as I have described you, it is utterly impoa-
eible you can have any real aJBTection for Edmund.
Ya» coveted a certain social position, with the

eiij(jyment of wealth ; and you may have your
wishes gratified. In one res{)ect they are already

fulfilled : y<ju have exchanged an unappreciatea

French title for an appreciated English one. Am
for money, I will be liberal in my offers. There
fore, do you consent that your husband should re-

main where he is ?"

" Does it suit your purpose that he should t>p

there ?' inquired Adelaide : then without waiting

for an answer to her question, she said quickly,
" But of course it docs ! You will contmue to

enjoy, even after he has attained his majority, full

control over the estates, the mansioni, and re-

venues which belong to the proud name of the

Saxondales—unless indeed the wife may in that

respect assert claims, rights, and privileges superior

to those of the mother."
" Understand me well, Adelaide," responded

Lady Saxondale :
" I will be all or nothing—I will

be omnipotent in the ways which you have mea
tioned, or I will throw the whole into confusion,

so that no one shall reap any benefit. For the

Chancery Court, Adelaide, would reduce us both

to mere cyphers in a moment; and I have the

power of flinging everything into the vortex of

that greedy and infamous tribunal. Nay, more :

—

as Edmund is a minor, a suit in the Ecclesiastical

Courts for the dissolution of this marriage into

which you have inveigled him —you see I speak

plainly—could be successfully maintained."
" Perhaps it might," rejoined Adelaide coolly :

" but you would not dare initiate it, in the face of

all I have learnt concerning yourself."
'• I do not wish that you and I," responded Lady

Saxondale, " should assume hostile attitudes—

although perhaps I may be less in your power
than you think : for Harold Staunton revealed

nothing which you could positively and actually

lay hold of to serve as an offensive weapon against

me. The Marquis of Eagledean will take no ini-

mical step towards me ; because it would be com-
promising his nephew, whom with all his faults h#

loves."

" But Mabel Stewart ?" observed Adelaide.

"Her body would not be found in the grav»

where it was laid," answered Lady Saxondale, ia

as calm and collected a manner as that which Ado-
laide herself adopted. " It was taken up by re-

suiTectionists, and fell into the hands of a medical

man who anatomized it completely. However,
let us not bandy words in this way : it will only

excite ill blood ; and we are discussing terms of

peace—not the reciprocal modes of carrying on

war."
" Proceed," observed Adelaide ;

" and rest as-

sured that I am as desirous of coming to an

amicable understanding as you yourself may be.

But I remember that you were speaking exe now
as to the feeling which I experience for your soik

It is perhaps somewhat too hard to tell a mother
1 see you emile disdainfully

"

" I do," responded Lady Saxondale :
" but per-

haps you do not comprehend the reason. However,
pray go on ; and hesitate not to express yourself

openly and frankly. We must not stand upon
punctilios and niceties."

" I was about to say, then," continued Adelaids^

"that your son is assuredly no very loveable

object. He is vain without anything to be vain

of—conceited without the slightest justificatio*
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for his conceit—naturally ill-tempered wljpro it is

safe to display his malignity ; but an arrant cring-

ing coward where he has to encount'er a spirit

superior to bis own. In short, he ia almost be-

neath contempt : and now, Lady Saxondale, you

can understand full well whether I am a woman
likely to entertain any afTeclion for such a pitiful

striplingr as this."

" I knew full well what your feelings were,"

said her ladyship, without displaying the slightest

annoyance or vexation at this bitter satire which

had just been passed upon Edmund. " You do

not tliorefore want him as a husband; and you

will consent that he shall remain where he i.s, so

long as you yourself enjoy such happiness as under

circumstances you have a right to expect. Now,

what I propose is this :—It suits me for the pre-

sent to remain in London, and thcrcfcre to in-

habit Saxondale House. To you be the Castle in

Lincolnshire assigned as a residence ; and I %vill

undertake to induce Lord Pctersfield and Mr.

ilarlow to allow you two thousand a-year. Are

my conditions accepted ?"

" Yes," replied Adelaide, without an instant's

hcsitittion :
" I agree to these terms. But before

I leave London I must receive the wTittcn assur-

ance of Lord I'etersficld that my allowance shall

be rogidai-ly paid."
" That written assurance you shall have to-

morrow," answered Lady Saxondale; "and the

day after you will have the kindness to take your

departure for the Castle."
•' Agreed !" rejoined Adelaide ; and having thus

ccmie to nn understanding, the two ladies separated

for the iii.'lit.

CHAPTER CXXXII.

THE WAUFAEE OF DUPLICITIE8.

It will be remembered that the Count de St.

ficrard had taken his leave of Adelaide with an

intimation that he purposed to adopt some measures

to procure the release of her husband Lord Saxon-

dale; and we must now observe that she did not

entertain the slightest intention of frustrating this

design, nor of recommending Henri to abandon

it. She saw, as already stated, that all hope of

winning the French nobleman to her arms must

be renounced ; and she was therefore desirous, for

sevt'ral reasons, to have her husband restored to

Ii(-r. Towards Lady Saxondale she was playing a very

deep game ; and it was entirely on the principle of
'• iliamond cut diamond." The threat of a suit

licing instituted in the Ecclesiastical Courts to

dissolve the marriage, had not been lost upon her
;

and she knew full well that if the marriage should

once receive the express sanction of Edmund's
i!ii)(her and guardians, that suit could not be entered

upon. Now, if a written acknowledgment from Lord

I'etcrsfield, guaranteeing the payment of an allow-

ance, were obtained by Lady Saxondalc's inter-

••cntion, -the proceeding would be tantamoimt to

siicli express sanction of the alliance. Tliis was

tlicrcfore what the wily Adelaide was aiming at

when she accepted the terms proposed by Lady
Saxondale.

She wa? desirous, we have said, that her hus-

band should be restored to her for several reasons.

In the first place, she wanted a companion ; and it

suited her well enough to have one whom she

could render altogether submissive to her will. In
the second plaoe, she looked forward to the time

when Edmimd would be of age to enter upon the

unrestricted control of his estates and fortune. In
tlie meanwhile she would be strengthening her

ascendancy over him : she would rule him by a
judicious admixture of terrorism and syren blan-

dishments ;^and thus, when his twenty-first birth-

day was passed, she would enter upon the virtual

sway of the broad domains, stately mansions, and
vast revenues attached to the proud name of Sax-

ondale. Her calculations descended to the mi-

nutest details; and the following was a part of her

reasoning :

—

" Edmund has been consigned to a mad-house
on the pretext that he must have been insane to

contract an alliance with me. But if he be eman-
cipated from the asylum, how can he possibly be

transferred thither again on the same plea, when
the marriage will in the meantime have been sanc-

tioned by the written document to be procured by
his own mother from his principal guardian ? Or
again, if any attempt were made to capture his

person once more, we would be upon our guard to

offer resistance, and have succour constantly at

hand : or we might retire to Italy or some other

continental clime— anywhere but France,— and

thus remain abroad until the period of Edmund's
minority be at an end. .\nd then, when once he

enters upon the control of his proporty, his haughty

mother shall indeed be reduced to a cipher; and

I will avenge myself upon her who sought to

trample me under foot
!"

The reader may now fidly comprehend the na-

ture of that policy which was the basis of Ade-

laide's proccedlugs, and why she had so readily

given an assent to Lady Saxondale's proposals.

She fancied that Lady Saxondale was completely

her dupe, and that her own ulterior designs were

not suspected by her ladyship, inasmuch as they

altogether turned upon the pivot of Edmund's
contemplated release ; and Adelaide hugged the idea

that Lady Saxondale would be very far from sup-

posing that such a proceeding had been thought

of, or woidd bo attempted. But, as will presently

appear, it was a complete warfare of duplicities

and hypocrisies, dissimulations and treacheries,

which these two women were thus secretly waging

against each other. Lady Saxondale knew full

well that it teas to Adelaide's interest to procure

the liberation of Edmimd: while, on the other

hand, it was entirely to her ladyship's own interest

that Edmund should remain in the asylum as a

lunatic,—because on this ground the requisite legal

proceedings could alone be taken to perpetuate the

control of the property in her hiuuls. The guar-

dians w^oiUd recommend the mother and not the

wife as the most proper jicrson to exercise this

control : and indeed Lady Saxondale's plans were

so w'cll arranged, that if she could only keep

Edmund locked up, she felt confident of success.

At the same time we must here observe that

although she knew it was to Adelaide's interest to

have Edmund set free, she had at preseni no

reason to suspect that a plot was already in exist-

ence to accomplish that end.

On retiring to her own chamber alter that
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eonversation with Adelaide wMch was described in

the preceding chapter, Lady Saxondale learnt from

her maid that a foreign gentleman who gave no

name, had that afternoon called upon Adelaide,

and that he remained a considerable time. Her
ladyship instantaneously suspected that this must
be a paramour—and very likely the Count de St.

Gerard himself: for Lady Saxondale was fuUy

conversant with all the particulars of Adelaide's

previous history. This was therefore an important

discovery for her. If she could only detect her

daughter-in-law in carrying on an adulterous

intrigue, it would place her so completely in her

power that she could reduce her to any terms and
crush her into the completest submission. It

naturally struck the -wilj Lady Saxondale that

before Adelaide departed for Lincolnshire, she

would communicate either personally or by note

with this foreigner ; and she resolved not only to

have Adelaide's movements watched, but likewise

to intercept any letter she might send out to the

post. She accordingly gave her maid certain

instructions ; and by means of a handsome bribe,

induced her to undertake the task now assigned

her.

On the following day Lady Saxondale procured

from Lord Petersfield such a document as Adelaide

had stipulated for. She represented to his lordship

that inasmuch as it would be impossible to carry

out a suit for the dissolution of the marriage, in

the absence of positive proof that Edmund had
really been seduced, inveigled, and beguiled by
Adelaide into that match, it would be better to

make the best of a bad business and afford the

wife sufficient means to maintain herself respect-

ably. By pretending deferentially to consult Lord
Petersfield, instead of to dictate her own will—and
by otherwise flattering his vanity—Lady Saxondale
procured the paper which she desired; and on
returning to the mansion in Park Lane, she placed

it in Adelaide's hands.

Edmund's wife had already made arrangements
for her departure into Lincolnshire ; and she fully

purposed to proceed thither,—having resolved to

dissemble her hopes and aims until her husband
should be restored to her, so that no suspicion

might be excited as to the existence of a plot for

his liberation. When in possession of the docu-

ment, which was precisely in accordance with her

own views, she sat down in her chamber, and
penned the following letter in the French lan-

guage, but a translation of which we lay before our
readers :

—

" Circumstances induce me to depart immediately for

Baxondale Castle in Lincolnshire. Lady Saxondale has
returned ; and it will therefore be better that I should
thuj at once absent mysell from the metropolis—as in

that case no suspicion can possibly arise of the project
CDtertained for my husband's liberation. I need not
conjure you to leave no measure unadopted to ensure
tliisend: I know that you will keep your word. When
EJnuind is fr«e, let him set off at once and join me at

the Castle : ur(,'e hira to do this—tell him that from a
cimversation which I have had with his mother, it is of
the moiit vital consequoace to his interests that we
should meet without delay.

" ADELAIDE."

Having sealed this letter, and addressed it to
the Count do St. Gerard at the hotel where he was
ttiiying Adelaide gnvc it to her own mai'l (the one

who had accompanied her from Paris) with in-

structions that it should be immediately sent to

the post. The maid, on descending the stairs,

perceived several letters lying on the hall-table

and which were like^vise left there to be forwarded

to the post. Accordingly, to save herself trouble,

she placed amongst them the one which Adelaide

had just given her. Lady Saxondale's maid was

upon the watch ; and within a very few minutes

that particular letter was in the hands of her

mistress.

Lady Saxondale, on at once perceiving that it

was addressed to the Count de St. Gerard, was
seized with the exultant hope that she now held

in her possession the damning proof of Adelaide's

infidelity to her husband. She opened it very

cautiously, in case there should be a necessity to

seal it again and transmit it to the Count instead

of retaining it in her own hands : and well was it

that she took this precaution: for its contents

afforded no such evidence as Edmund's mother had
hoped to acquire. But it was scarcely of less im-

portance: for it revealed to Lady Saxondale the

existence of some concerted plan, having for its

object the emancipation of her son. It by no
means suited her purpose to intercept this letter

altogether ; as by so doing, Adelaide might suspect

by whose means it had been prevented from reach-

ing him for whom it was intended;—and such an
occurrence might lead to an open rupture between
Lady Saxondale and her daughtei -in-law. She
therefore secured the letter again with the utmost

carefulness ; and her maid restored it to the pile

lying on the hall-table to be forwarded to the

post.

Early on the following morning Adelaide took

her departure into Lincolnshire. One of the

travelling-carriages was placed at her disposal

:

she was accompanied by her own maid, and at-

tended by a foutman who was assigned for this

servicj. Thus Lady Saxondale made every ar-

rangement that might lead Adehiidc to suppose

her desirous of maintaining as friendly a demeanour
as could possibly subsist between the two under

such circumstances ;—and indeed, from the moment
of the reading of the letter, there was nothing in

Lady Saxondale's manner to indicate that she had
discovered aught of Adelaide's intentions with re-

spect to the liberation of her husband.

But no Sfjoner had the equip.igc rolled away
from Park Lane, than Lady Saxondale ordered

another carriage to be gotten in readiness —and
drove at once to the office of Messrs. Marlow and
Malton in Parliament Street. Mr. Marlow was

n his private room, and thither her ladyship was
forthwith coniliicted.

"I have called, my dear sir," she said, after an
exchange of the usual compliment.^, " to inform

you that Edmund must be removed to another

asylum with the least possible del.iy."

" Indeed!" ejaculated the lawyer, looking slightly

vexed at this announcement for, as nlre.idy stated,

Dr. Burdctt was related to liim by marriage—and
he had expected that his kin.sman woidd reap the

full benefit of Lord Saxondale's alleged lunacy.
" I hope your ladyship has heard nothing to render

you dissatisfied "

"With Dr. Burdctt? No—certainly not," in-

terrupted the lawyer's client. " But I Lave received

positive information—no matter how— liiat n pli.»
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it in existence for my aon's liberation ; and the

only way to defeat it, will be to remove him, under

oircumstanecs of the utmoat secrecy, to another

asylum. But the choice of such asylum may be

left to the discretion of Dr. Burdett himself: he

shall be entrusted with all the requisite arrange-

ments ; and the quarterly payments for the sup-

port of my unfortunate son, can be effected tlu-ough

the doctor's hands. In a word, Mr. Marlow, we

will leave Dr. Burdett in his position as custodian

of my son,—merely stipulating that the unhappy

young man is to be transferred to another place."

" To be sure, to be sure," said the volatile Mar-

low, to whom this proposition on his kinsman's

behalf was agreeable enougli. " I will see about

the matter in the com-se of the day. Indeed, I

will lose no time ; and Burdett shall be equally

prompt in making the requisite arrangements. If

your ladyship will leave it all to us, I will guarantee

that everything shall be completed to your satis-

faction within forty-eight hours."

"Forty-eight hours!" exclaimed Lady Saxon-

dale :
" it may be too late. During the interval

the treacherous plot which is in progress, might

be can-ied out. It is now only eleven o'clock

—

still eai'ly in the forenoon," continued Lady Saxon-

dale, after consulting her watch. " I beseech you,

Mr. Marlow, to repair to Hammersmith at once,

and see Dr. Burdett. He is sure to be acquainted

with some other physician who will receive my
unfortunate son ; and let the removal take place

during the night. I rely upon your promptitnde

in this matter : for, as you perceive, it is really

and truly of the highest importance."

"Then I wUl at once take it in hand," said

Mr. Marlow: and satisfied with this assurance,

Lady Saxondale departed.

CHAPTER CXXXIIL

THE SIGN OP '• TDK THEEE CADGEE3.*'

The reader will recollect that we left Chiffin the

Cannibal at the moment that he had effected his

escape from the Liverpool constables. When
having time and opportunity for mature reilcction,

the villain deliberated what course he should

pursue. It was absolutely necessary that he

should take his departure by some means or

another for the United States,—not merely to

obtain possession of the money which the Marquis

of Eagledean had promised to remit thither for

his use—but likewise because he found that his

native land was getting too hot to hold him. All

prospect of being enabled to take his passage in a

ship from Liverpool was now put out of the

question ; and he resolved, after well weighing

the position of his affairs, to take a bold step as

the best and the only means of aecomplisiiiug his

object. This was to return to London, and get on
board some vessel bound from the Thames for the

Now World.
" It's pretty sure," he said to himself, " that

those who got on my scent at Liverpool, had
heard of my having made inquiries about the

saihng of the Amerioiin ships ; and it's also pretty

sure that tuey will send up to London to let the

aiirhorities there know that they precious nearly

caught me, and that I am lurking about in tb«

hope of getting out of the country. So, comma-
nications will then be sent off to all the sea-porta

to keep a sharp look-out ; and it will never enter

their heads that I should be bold enough to go

back again to London. Tlierefore that's the very

thing I will do : for, after all, London is the place

to hide one's-self in."

These reflections were made at a distance of

a few miles from Liverpool; and no sooner was
the daring conclusion arrived at, than Chiffin

began to retrace his way towards the metropolis.

In about half-an-hour he reached a railway-station,

where a Parliamentary train, proceeding south-

ward, had just stopped. The Catmibal,—excited

by his recent exploits at Liverpool, as well as by
some liquor of which he had just been partaking

at a wayside ale-house,—was emboldened to seek

any adventure which might further his views.

He accordingly paid his fare, and took his place

as a third-class passenger; and on the following

day was set down within a few miles of the

British metropolis. He roamed about in the

fields and rested himself in ale-houses until the

dusk was setting in; and then made his way
towards the nearest suburb of London. Tliis was

Hammersmith,—on entering which, Chiffin be-

thought himself of a low boozing-ken wherewith

he was well acquainted in that neighbourhood

and on the landlord of which he could confidently

rely, no matter what amount of reward might be

offered for his apprehension. For this landlord,

by making his establishment a receiving-house for

the plunder of the thieves who frequented it,

amassed large profits; and, at the same time, he

was too much in the power of his customers to

betray any one of them,—inasmuch as they would
make common cause to avenge such an act of

treachery. Here, therefore, Cliilfin knew he would

be safe ; and being much wearied with his day's

wanderings, he resolved to pass the night at the

sign of the Three CaJjers—for such was the

elegant appellation of the boozing-kcn.

It was shortly after nine o'clock that the Can-

I

nibal entered this place, where he received a cor-

dial welcome from the landlord; and passing into

the tap-room, he ordered a good supper and plenty

of liquor to be served up. Throe or four other

iudiviiUials, of the same stamp as Chilfin himself,

and with whom he was acquainted, were regalijig

themselves there. They were characters of the

most lawless and desperate description ; and enter-

taining a high admiration for the Cannibal, they

gave him a welcome as friendly as that which he

had already experienced from the lancUord.

While they were seated in the enjoyment of the

various comestibles tlioy respectively fancied, two
gentlemen entered the room. One was of exceed-

ingly handsome appeai-ance and elegant apparel

;

and his mien denoted the ioreigncr. The other

was of middle age —also well dressed—and was
evidently an Englishman. The foreigner appeared

to shrink back for a moment from the mean and
du-ty aspect of the place, the cloud of tobacco-

smoke which filled it, and the ill-looking fellows

who were regaling themselves there : but it was
merely with a sense of loathing, aud not of alarm,

that the Frenchman—for such he was—thus mo-
mentarily recoiled.

" Go on, St. Cicrard," whispered his Eftglis'i
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companion, speaking rapidly in the French tongue:

" it 13 here that you will find the instruments you

seek."
" Your knowledge of London life, my dear Law-

Bon," replied the Count with a smile, " does indeed

extend to the most extraordinary places."

" I told you so when you communicated your

wishes to me," returned Mr. Lawson, as he and

his companion seated themselves at a hitherto un-

occupied table : then instantaneously going on to

speak in a louder voice, and likewise in the Eng-
lish tongue— so as to be both heard and com-

prehended by the men who were smoking and

drinking there—he said, " My dear fellow, as you
understand a little of my vernacular, we will dis-

course therein. You want to see London life La

all its phases ; and here is one of those public-

houses where your desire may to a certain extent

be gratified. Here, waiter !" added Mr. Lawson,

turning to a dirty pot-boy who was looking for

orders :
" bring in half-a-dozen of wine, and glasses

enough for the whole company. These good fel-

lows here shall drink with us."

Thus speaking, Mr. Lawson threw down a five-

pound note ; and the dirty pot-boy, after staring

at the two gentlemen with mingled astonishment

and admiration for nearly a minute, left the room
to execute the bounteous order he had received.

At first Chilfin the Cannibal and the other men
present—none of whom had very clear consciences

—experienced some degree of imeasiness at the en-

trance of the two gentlemen, whose visit they natu-

rally concluded to be some stratagem of the police :

but the observations purposely made by Mr. Law-
son disabused them of the idea—and the order for

the wine convinced them that no treacliery was
intended. But Chiffin whispered to the friend

seated next to him, " These swell coves pretend to

come here to see a bit of London life. I wouldn't

mind betting five guineas to as many brass far-

things, that they have got some little business in

hand which wants such chaps as you and me to

help them in ;—and so I 'U give 'em a hint pre-

sently."

The wine was brought, and when the change for

the five-pound note was given to Mr. Lawson, he
tossed the pot-boy a couple of half-crowns for him-
self,—thereby establishing a fresh claim upon the

admiration and gratitude of this individual.
" Now, my friends," said Mr. Lawson, thus

familiarly addressing the ruffians seated around,

—

" take a glass of wine with us, by way of showing
you are not vexed at what may seem an intrusion

on our part upon a region so exclusively your
own. The fact is, my companion is a French
gentleman of fortune, who wishes to see something
of London life in all its phases ; and as I haj)pen

to be tolerably familiar with the lowest as well as

the highest resorts of the metropolis, I have under-
taken to be his guide."

" And very proper too, sir," answered ChilEn.

"Here's your health, genclmen. There's wor,<e

wine at other places than the Three Cadgers'

;

and there's more unlikely cribs, too, than this one
to look out for chaps when they arc wanted to do
a little business of a private or delicate nature."

" What do you mean, my good fellow ?" askeil

Mr. Lawson, on whom ChilRji hud bestowed u

knowing wink as he delivered the concluduig pari

cf his gpeock.

" I mean exactly what I say, sir," responded

the Cannibal ;
" and if you like to take me at my

word, do so. Lord bless yer, I know London as

well as you do, sir ; and I know too that there's a

many chaps with good coats on their backs, and a

many ladies which flaunt in silks and satins, that

stands in need at times of the assistance of such

coarse-looking chaps as me and my pals here. If

it wasn't so, I'm sure I don't know what would

become on us. Do you. Jack ?" he asked, turning

to the individual seatod next to him.
" No—that I don't," was the answer.

"You are uncommon sharp fellows," observed

Mr. Lawson, vnih a laugh. " WuU, the fact is I

and my companion here do want a little business

done."
" I guessed as much, sir," answered the Can-

nibal. "Speak out."
" Would it not be better, my good fellow," re-

joined Lawson, " if you were to adjourn with me
and my friend to another room to talk the matter

over ?"

"Well, just as you like, sir. Come—this way :"

and rising as he spoke, the Cannibal approached

the door.

" As we take your friend away from you," said

Lawson, again addressing the other men, "we
leave you the wine as a recompense ; and I will

also give the landlord orders to bring you in pre-

sently a couple of crown bowls of punch."

These announcements were received with much
satisfaction ; and Chiffin, having procured a candle

from the bar, conducted Mr. Lawson and the

Count de St. Gerard to a room up -stairs, where

they all three seated themselves in a business-like

maimer.
" Now, my good friend," said Mr. Lawson, " I

wiU endeavour to explain myself in a few words.

I need not ask whether you are the ipan who will

like to earn fifty guineas or so ?—for you have

something so pleasant and agreeable in your looks

that they bespeak a readiness to render any sort

of service, no matter of what nature, so long as

it's well paid."
" I don't know about the looks, sir," observed

Chiflin, with a grim smile; "but as for my clia-

racter, you've hit it off as nice as if you and me had

been brouglit up together from our infancy. And
now, toll us what the game is, sir."

" In the first place, as a necessary preliminary,"

remarked Mr. Lawson, " give us some name
whereby to address you. I dare say you liave

a dozen cut and dried for use as various

circumstances may suggest. Tell us any one of

them."
" Well, sir, Brown is an uncommon good nani(>,"

replied Chillin : '"and so with your leave I will be

Brown in the present business."

" Good, friend Brown," answered Lawson. '•' And
now for the explanations. You must know that

at a little distmicc hence there is a lunatic asylum
kept by a certain Dr. Burdetl. Tiiis you can

l)romptly find out, if you do not already know
where it is. Within its walls a young gentleman

—or rather a young nobleman—is confined ; and it

suits our purpose that he should be emancipalod

with the least possible delay. Do you think this

can be done ?"

" Can a house be broke into ?" asked Chillin,

with knowing signiCcancy ;
" aud bo who breakf
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in, can take another person out with him. That's

English, I believe, sir."

" And very capital English too, friend Brown,"

rejoined Mr. Lawson. " But as a matter of course,

there is a great deal to be done in the present

business. When I tell you who the young noble-

man is, you will have to ascertain by some means

or another in which part of the building he is

confined. Do you think you can manage this ?"

" Servants are to be bribed, sir," responded

ChiiBn, " where there is gold to bribe 'cm."

"You shall have gold for the purpose," was

Mr. Lawson's answer.
" And who is the individual ?' asked Chiflln.

"Young Lord Saxondale," was the response.

" But, Ah ! you look sui-prised
"

" It's nothing, sir—don't mind anything you

observe about me. Sometimes the mention of

names produces an efiect on me. I know his lord-

Bhip by sight : and that's a great help in the

present matter."
" It is, Mr. Brown," observed Lawson. " But

we are anxious that no delay should take place."

" Not a moment. What's o'clock now, sir ?"

"A little past ten," answered Mr. Lawson,

looking at his watch.
" Then I'll just step down in that neighbour-

hood at once, and take a look at the premises.

Perhaps there vnll be some footman or servant-

gal going out to fetch beer or what not ; and if I

can get a glimpse of their faces by the light of a

street lamp or the gas of a public-house, I should

very soon know whether it would be safe to sound

the party on the subject. But you had better

leave it all to me, genelmen ; and I dare say I

shall manage it to your satisfaction."

" Take ten guineas," said Mr. Lawson, " in the

shape of secret service money, as the Home Secre-

tary would call it : in other words, use it for bribery

and corruption as you think fit."

"Perhaps you wouldn't mind waiting an hour

or so," observed Chiflin ;
" and then I coixld tell

you more about it on my return : for there's a good

many things to be taken into consideration."

" Go at once, and we will stop here until you

come back. By the bye," added Mr. Lawson,
" toll the landlord to send us up some brandy and

some cigars."

Chiffin the Cannibal issued forth from the

room ; and during his absence, which lasted until

near midnight, Mr. Lawson and his French friend

whiled away the time by means of conversation

and the cigars,—doing but little honour to the

spirituous liquor. The Count do St. Gerard was
in a melancholy mood : but his English friend,

being entirely in his confidence, was acquainted

with the cause, and studiously avoided any allu-

sion to Adelaide Saxondale. At length Chitfin re-

appeared ; and they both at once saw by the cun-

ning leer of grim satisfaction which was on his

countenance that he had tidings tff importance to

report.

" Well, genelmen," he said, as he resumed his

Beat, " I think the business will be easy managed
now. When I went down to the neighbourhood

of (he madhouse, I lurked about, making nn'

observations in respect to the premises, uud wait-

ing to see whether anybody would come out.

First I saw a footman—then a savage-looking cliap

that I suppose was a keeper—and then another

feller that seemed as if he was a gardener or

labourer on the grounds. "Well, it was this third

chap I got hold of: we went and had a glasB

together ; and I slipped some money into his hand.
So then he let out that Lord Saxondale was going
to be removed this very night to s(.me other place

—but where, he didn't know. Dr. Burdett's car

riage was however ordered to be ready at half-past

eleven. So I told the gardener-chap he must find

out where it was going to take young Loi-d Saxon-
dale, and I would give him some more money. He
agreed—and I waited a little while in the public-

house till he came back. He brought me the
news I wanted : for he hafl listened to catch the

orders that Dr. Burdett gave the coachman after

young Saxondale was put with a couple of keepers
safe in the carriage."

"And what was the destination?" inquired

Lawson, anxiously.
" Dr. Ferney's, in Conduit Street," replied

Chiffin. "And that's a name too But no
matter. I think from some little knowledge I
have of matters, I can do your business, genelmen,
as well as possible : but it can't be done, you know,
to-night. It's too late."

" To-morrow night ?" said Lawson, after ex-

changing a few whispered words with the Count
de St. Gerard.

" Yes—to-morrow night, without fail," rejoined

Chiflin. "I stake my reputation on itj and when
I say that, I say everything."

" No doubt, friend Brown," observed Lawson.
" You seem so confident of doing the business that

perhaps you may think youi'self justified in telling

us at what hour, punctually, we are to have a post-

chaise in readiness in the immediate neighbourhood

of this Dr. Ferney's dwelling, that Lord Saxondale

may be borne away beyond the reach of pursuit

and danger ?"

" I tell you what, genelmen," answered Chiffin,

when he had reflected for a few moments ;
" let

the matter stand in this way ;—that punctually at

one o'clock to-morrow night, you can have a

postchaise-and-four in Hanover Square : but if so

be anything should happen to induce me to think

it necessary to alter my plan so as to make it an
hour earlier or an hour later, you must tell me
where I can let you know ; for I have got to see

another party, to consult him on certain par-

ticidars."

" Well, well," interrupted Mr. Lawson, " let the

arrangements staud aa you have suggested. Aly

house is in Clillurd Street, Bond Street"—and ho

mentioned the number—"at no great distance,

you perceive, from the scene of operations, ily

friend here "—alluding to the Count—" will dine

with me to-morrow evening; and therefore, if you
have anything to communicate, you can send a
noio or call at my abode. If we hear nothing from

you and sec nothing of you up to midnight, we
shall coachide that the arrangement stands gootl.

And now take thirty guineas as an earnest of our

liberality: and if you sueeeed in eflccting the

liberation of Lord Saxondale, wo shall not stop at

the fifty guineas originally alluded to as the price

of your services. But one more word, Mr. Brown.
What if you should fail ? and what if you should

be arrested in the midst of the failure ? Can we
rest assured that you will hold us harmless ?"

" It would do me no good, genelmo!i, to poacb
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against you," responded Chifliii, as he gathered up
the money.

" No : and besides," added Sir. Lawson, " we
might be of service to you if you got into trouble

—which we could not be if we ourselves were in-

Tolvcd in the same dilemma."
" To be sure, geuelmen," rejoined ChifEn : but

he thought to himself that if he did happen to get

arrested it would be hard work indeed for his two

present employers to save him from the gallows

:

he did not however consider it worth while to

name this small circumstance to them.
" We will say good night, friend Brown," ob-

served Mr. Lawson : whereupon he and the Count
de St. Gerard took their departure.

" Now," said Chiflin to himself, " I must without

loss of time make the best of my way to old Bob
Shakerly, who knows all about the ins and outs of

Dr. Ferney's dwelling ; and he will moreover give

mc safe and comfortable accommodation at his own
crib till to-morrow night. It's rather hard, though,

not to be able to get to bed, so precious tired as I

am : but these swell chaps appear to be liberal

enough—and the more money I get hold of before

I start for America, the better."

CHAPrER CXXXIV.

BDMUND AT DE. net's.

Meanwhile Dr. Burdett's private carriage was
rolling tlirough the maze of London towards Con-
duit Street. The windows were drawn up—the

blinds drawn down ; and Lord Saxondale sat inside,

with a keeper on his right hand, and another

placed opposite to him.

He spoke not a word : deeply depressed—mise-

rably desponding, the young man was almost
completely spirit-broken. Vainly, when first con-

veyed to Dr. Burdett's establishment two days
previously, had he protested against the outrage

:

vainly had he declared his sanity: vainly, too,

did he have recourse to prayers and en-

treaties—even the most abject beseechings—that
his freedom might be restored. He foimd that he
was entirely a prisoner—and that it was the inten-

tion of those around to keep him so. Exhausted
with the excitement of his fecHngs, and the pas-

sionate outpourings of his intercessions, ho had
fiillen into that depressed state in which we now
behold liim. Thus was it that he had slept soundly
tliroughout the night following his captivity;

—

and the whole of the two following days
he bad wandered about in the spacious garden
attached to Dr. Burdett's establishment. That he
had for a moment thought of escape, was but
natural :—when however ho perceived how well
the asylum was guarded, and that the walls were
bristling with chevaux-de-frise like any prison, he

|

abandoned the transient hope and relapsed into
despondency. Tlius the time had passed ; and
when late in the evening of the second day it 1

was intimated to liim that he was about to be re-

moved elsewhere, he appeared for the instant
rather pleased than otherwise at the idea of any-
thing in the shape of novelty ; but almost imme-
diately sank down again into gloomy despond.

Thus to those around liirn had be the air of a sort

of melancholy madnesa.

We must now explain how it was that Dr. Fer-
ney's mansion in Conduit Street was about to
receive Edmund Saxondale. The reader has al-

ready understood enough of Dr. Ferney's character
to observe that he was a man who devoted himself
to the medical art, rather from an intense love of
the study in all its branches, than from simple
motives of gain. He had rendered himself a pro-
ficient in anatomy—he was a profound chemist,
inventive as well as analytical—and he had lately

thought of turning his attention to the pecuhari-
ties of the human mind. When once the idea
occurred to him that his thirst for knowledge in

the profession to which he was devoted, would ex-

perience some gratification in psychologicd study,

he resolved to enter upon it. The phenomena he
had observed in respect to the mind of the Earl of
Castlemaine, gave an impulse to this desire on Dr.
Ferney's part to push his researches and extend
his observations in the sphere of the insane—-or
rather of those whose intellects developed peculiar
aberrations and idiosyncracies. He had therefore

caused a portion of his house to be fitted up in a
manner proper for the reception of two or three
patients; and scarcely were these arrangements
completed, when opportunity furnished biin with
the means of forwarding his views. Amongst the
few intimate friends that he chose to possess, was
Dr. Burdett ; and to this gentleman had he com-
municated the purpose which we have just ex-
plained. When therefore Mr. Marlow hastened to

Dr. Burdett and informed him of Lady Saxondale'a
desire that her son should be secretly and privately

transferred elsewhere, this physician immediately
suggested Dr. Ferney's house aa one where the
patient would experience the best treatment, and
would be kept in a greater seclusion than a largo

and regularly-established asylum could possibly

aSbrd. Mr. Marlow had not the remotest idea
that Lady Saxondale was acquainted with Dr. For-
ney; and even if he had known that she was so,

he would still have been far from suspecting that
there were portentous secrets existing between
them. In short, the lawyer saw no reason why
Edmund should not be transferred to the physi-
cian's house in Conduit Street : but, on the con-
trary, he saw every reason to regard this place as
most eligible. Accordingly, Dr. Burdett despatched
by a messenger, a few hurried hncs to Dr. Ferney,
to intimate that he would send him a patient in
the middle of the coming night ; and fearful lest

by any accident the letter should be lost or peered
into by its bearer, Dr. Burdett forbore from men-
tioning the name of the patient who was to be
thus transfeiTod to Dr. Forney's care.

To return to the thread of our narrative. The
carriage rolled tlu-ough the streets of London;
and half-an-hour after midnight, stopped at Dr.
Ferney's residence in Conduit Street. The phy-
sician, who had duly received his friend Burdett's

letter, was sitting up in expectation of this arrival.

Mr. Thompson, who still continued to reside with
the worthy doctor, had long before retired to rest,

—leaving his benefactor to attend to his own
avocations. When the carriage stopped, Dr.
Ferney came forth from the front door,—hia foot-

man, who had likewise sat up, remaining in the
hall. First one keeper alighted, and bade ths

i::
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young nobleman follow : tlic mandate was obeyed

by the crushed and spirit-ljrokcn Edmund :—the

other keeper was close at liis heels—and in this

manner was he received by Dr. Ferney, who
ushered him into the liouse.

"Dr. Burdett, sir," said one of the keepers

aside to Ferncy, "will write or call to-morrow, to

make you acquainted with such circumstances re-

garding the patient as it may be necessary for you

to know."
" That will do," answered Ferney. " But, by

the bye, your master omitted in his note of to-day

to mention the patient's name."
" I was ordered to explain, sir," responded the

keeper, " that this was done purposely ; inasmuch

as there is some treacliery at work, endeavoui-ing

to effect the young nobleman's liberation. But
his mother and guardians feel convinced that it is

absolutely necessary for him to remain under con-

straint ; and his presence at your house must be

kept as secret as possible."

" But who is he ?" inquired Dr. Ferney.
" Lord Saxondale, sir," was the rejoinder: and

as the keeper, having tlms spoken, looked around

to assure himself that the patient was in complete

security, and that there was no avenue of escape,

he did not observe the startling effect which his

•nnouneement had produced upon Dr. Ferney.

Almost immediately afterwards the two keepers

took their departure : the footman locked, bolted,

and chained the front door ; and the physician

remained alone in the parlour with his patient.

And this patient was Lord Saxoudale, the son of

that woman whom Ferney had so long loved, but

whose real name and rank were only so recently

made known to him !—that lady, too, whose deep

damning guilt was so marvellously brought to his

knowledge—and who had knelt at his feet as a

murderess, imploring that he would not send her

to the gallows ! Yes : the son of that woman who
for so many long years had been the idol of his

almost sainted worship—that woman whom he

had loved with a devotion as pui-e as it was unfail-

ing, as holy as it was unextinguishable,^the son

of that woman was now beneath his roof !

Such were the reflections which swept hur-

riedly through the mind of Dr. Ferney when the

keepers had taken their departure—when the

house was locked up—and when he was alone in

that parlour with his patient. Until this occasion

Lord Saxondale was personally unknown to him
;

—and now, as he contemplated that short, thin,

slightly made young man, he could trace in his

features not the slightest resemblance to Lady
Saxondale. The mother had hair of raven black-

ness—Edmund hair of yellowish brown : the for-

mer had eyes large and dark, and flashing fire

—

the latter eyes which can only be described as of

the ignoble hue of greenish grey : the former was
characterized by an aquiline profde—the latter

with features mean and vulgar. There was some-

thing grand and magnificent in the appearance of

Lady Saxondale—something despicable and paltry

in that of Edmund. Never was there such dis-

similitude between two individuals bearing such

relationship lo each other !

Dr. Ferney was amazed: but his was not a
countenance that vividly exhibited such a feeling ;

and therefore Edmund, who sat looking up at him,

ttoticed not the sentiment his presence inspired.
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Gradually strange ideas began creeping into the

mind of Dr. Ferney. His memory travelled back
to bygone days: he retrospected to that period
when he was first acquainted with Lady Saxondale
—and to the incident which had to a certain

degree linked them most mysteriously together.

Slowly turning aside, Dr. Ferney raised his hand
to his brow, and munaui-cd to himself, " My God.

!

my God ! if it should be so—and if I have been
instrumental But, no : it cannot be ! And yet

if not that, what else 7"

The unhappy man waa well nigh overcome
by these dread misgivings—these dire apprehen-
sions, which had arisen in his soul : but still Ed-
mund Saxondale observed not the physician's emo-
tion—for he had cast down his eyes, and had
relapsed into the profoundest despondency. He
had seen that the entreaties and prayers ad-

dressed to Dr. Burdett were so unavailing that

he had not the heart nor the courage to repeat

them over again to this new custodian to whom
he was entrusted : he had heard too the locking

of the front door—and the sound had smitten

upon his ear like the knell of any new hope that

for a moment he might have formed. Presently

he became aware tliat the physician, with whose
very name he was unacquainted, was approaching

him ; and looking up from the sofa where he sat,

he was as much surprised as suddenly delighted

to observe the truly compassionate manner in

which Dr. Ferncy was regarding him.
" Pray tell me who you are, and where this

house is situated F" said Lord Saxondale, whose
habitual arrogance and flippant air of assumption

had yielded beneath the heavy weight of humili-

ating adversity :
" for Dr. Burdett told me no-

thing more than that I was to be removed else-

where—and the carriage that brought me hither,

had the blinds down."
" My young friend," responded the physician,

in a kind tone, and seating himseif by Edmund's
side, " I will give you such explanations as you
may require. My name is Ferney—and this

house is in Conduit Street. Believe me, you shall

be treated with the utmost kindness. Every day,

when it is fine, we will go out in my carriage

together ; and when in the open country, we will

alight and walk—for there is but a very small

garden attached to this house "

" But my dear sir," interrupted Edmund, still

cheered and encouraged by the physician's words

and manner ;
" I really am not mad. I know

that I have been foohsh, headstrong, and in-

fatuated—and that I did a very mad action : but

still I am in the full possession of my intellects.

My mother and guardians have treated me in-

famously in having me locked up. I know that

it is all my mother's and old Petersfield's doing :

they are at the bottom of it. But question me
on any subject you like ; and you will see whether

I give you rational answers. I know why I have

been pronounced mad: it was because I foil

desperately in love with a very splendid creature

love at first sight and the circumstances

were so peculiar, that I married her. It wa« all

done in a few days^as quick indeed as it could

bo done. But a single mad action does not prove

thorough and complete madness in all things."

" It is now so very late, my young friend,"

observed Dr. Fornej, " that we had better post-



THK MTSTERIKR OF THE COURT.

.11 :il a ( Iimm4

pone afl farther discourse until to-tnorrow. Im-
mediately after breakfast I will devote au hour

or two to hear all (hat you may have to say."
I

"And if you are satisfied that I am uot mad," •

exclaimed Edmund, now catching eagerly—indeed

with the liveliest avidity, at the hope of speedy

liberation, " what will you do P"
j

" I will assuredly recommend Lady Saxondale

and your guardians to restore you to freedom."
" Ah ! if it depends \ip3n them, it is useless,"

observed Edmund, shaking his head gloomily,

while a shade again fell upon his countenance. " I

believe my mother hates me ; she has told me as

much. She once called me a viper that she had
cherished to sting her. War. not that pretty lan-

guage for a parent to hold to her sou f"
" She spoke thus to you ?" said Dr. Ferney, in a

alow interrogative tone : and again he contem-
plated the young nobleman with a sort, of melan-

choly interest, in which there was b)onded a cer-
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tain strange expres«ion. as if his own heart was
enduring a sense of anguish.

' i'es —and often, for some months past, has she

said things of this sort," replied Edmund. "I
know that she hates me ; and what is more,

she is a bad woman—I am convinced she is, in

many respects
"

" Enough ! enough !" suddenly ejaculated Dr.

Ferney, with a vehemence which appeared sLagular

indeed to Lord Sarondale. " I beseech you, my
young friend," he almost immediately added, "to

ascerd to the chamber prepared for you ; and I

renew my pledge *hat to-morrow, after breakfast,

you shall unbuvthen your mind fully to me."
" With that assurance I must remain con-

tented :"—and as he uttered these words, Edmund
rose from his seat.

Dr. Ferney rang the bell ; and the footman re

appeared, bearing a chamber-candle. The phyaU

cian shook bunds cordially with the young noble-
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man,—who was then conducted by the domestic

to the bed-room arranged for his accommodation,

and adjoining which there was another chamber

really intended for a keeper, but where the foot-

man himself was to sleep, at least for this night.

For the announcement made by Dr. Burdett to

the effect that he was about to send Ferney a

patient, had reached the latter so late, and had

come BO unexpectedly upon him, that he had not

as yet found time to procure the services of a regu-

lar keeper ; and whether he would have to do so at

all in respect to Lord Saxondale, he had resolved

should depend upon I. j nature of the discourse to

be held with the young nobleman on the following

day-

It was long past one o'clock in the morning
when Edmund was conducted to his chamber. Dr.

Ferney did not immediately seek his own—but

remained in the parlour, absorbed in profoundest

thought. An hour thus passed ; and then Dr.

Ferney, taking a light in his hand, ascended to the

suite of apartments to which Lord Saxondale had

been consigned. By means of a pass-key he

entered, without the necessity of disturbing the

footman to obtain admittance. The domestic im-

mediately started up as Dr. Ferney entered : but

the latter, placing his finger to his lip to enjoin

silence, continued his way into Edmund's room.

The young nobleman slept profoundly. The
physician closed the door behind himself, and

remained in that chamber for upwards of five

minutes. When he issued forth again—and as

the light which he carried in his hand, threw its

rays upon his countenance— the footman, who
occupied the ante-chamber, noticed that his master

was very pale, and that despite the wonted serenity

of his look, there was a certain trouble and agita-

tion visible beneath the surface. Dr. Ferney
passed on without uttering a word—and issued

forth, closing the door and locking it with his

private key. And when the j-hysician reached his

own chamber, did he immediately seek his couch ?

did he at once put ofiF his api.arel and woo the

slumber, of which, at that late houi- in the night,

or rather early hour of the morning, he might
naturally be supposed to stand so much in need ?

No : he paced to and fro for a long time ; and if

any one had been listening- at the door of his

apartment, the sounds of sobs and other tokens oi

anguish would have been heard issuing from
within. At length he retired to bed; but whether,

when his head pressed the pillow, and sleep, wooed
by exhaustion, sank upon nis eyes, the subjects ol'

his waking thoughts pursued him in the shape of

dreams, we cannot say. He rose—little refreshed,

more pale than usual, and with a certain haggard-

ness of look—at seven o'clock : an hour, according

(o his invariable custom, was passed in his labora-

tory or his museum ; then he sought the breakfast-

table— and afterwards the promised interview with

Lord Saxondale took place.

It was about noon ; and Dr. Ferney's carriage

was in readiness to convey hnn to some place

where he intended to call,— when a handsome
equipage drew up near the house ; a short stout

elderly indiviilual alighted—and on being shown
up to the phj-sician's drau ing-rooni, gave the name
of the Marquis of Eagledean. Dr. Ferney had
just terminated a long conversation which he held
al'ce with Lord Saxondale : he was aftxious to go

|

out— and he could have gladly dispensed with the

necessity of receiving a visit profetsionaUy.

Nevertheless, he was a man of too much courtesy

to refuse to see the nobleman who thus called

;

and he therefore hastened to the drawing-room.

He had no previous acquaintance with the Mar-
quis of Eagledean—indeed, had scarcely ever heard
of him : for few persons in Dr. Ferney's sphere of

life had less knowledge than he of high names
and sounding titles,—those only being familiar to

his car with the owners of which he professionally

came in contact.
" I hope I am not intruding. Dr. Ferney, upon

your more important duties," began the Marquis
;

" but I wish to speak to you on a subject in which
I am more or less interested ; and I am induced

to address myself to you, having recently read

in a scientific publication of certain wondrous
discoveries you have made in the branch of

chemistry."

Dr. Ferney bowed in acknowledgement of the

compliment thus implied ; and the Marquis of

Eagledean went on.

"I must briefly observe, Dr. Ferney, that by
certain means, a small phial—containing, I be-

lieve, an active poison — recently fell into my
hands "

" Ah, indeed !" murmured the physician, horri-

ble associations and even fears springing up in his

mind : for he instantaneously thought of that phial

which Lady Saxondale had stolen from him, and
with which she had done such murderous work.

" Yes—that is my belief," continued the Mar-
quis, imagining that Dr. Ferney had merely be-

come interested in a philosophic sense in what ho

was saying ; and not for a moment suspecting that

be was smitten with any deeper feeling. " I was
at first inclined to try the efl'ect upon some animal

—such as a cat or a rabbit : but I had not the

he..rt to do so : and as I have something more
than a sentiment of mere curiosity urging me on,

I resolved to bring the phial to you, that you may
either at once confirm my belief, or else submit th*

fluid to an experimental process."

While the Marquis of Eagledean was thus speak*

ing, the physician nerved himself with all his for-

titude to meet whatsoever revelation might farther

be made : for the conviction was settling in his

mind that it was the stolen phial, with the poison

of his own elimination, which was about to be

produced. Perhaps it was because the image of

Lady Saxondale was so completely uppermost in

his mind, and because certain new impressions re-

lative to her character had just been made upon
him during his conversation with her son,—per-

haps, we say, it was for th«se reasons that

phial of active poison, accidentally falling into

another person's hands, should so immediately

identify itself in his imagination with the one pil-

fered from him by her ladyship.

"Here it is," said the Marquis of Eagledean;

and (he physician's apprehensi(>n was confirmed

it was his own phial—and he full well knew the

deadly properties of the liquid it contained !

My lord," he answered, " I feel honoured and
flattered by the compliment you pay me by thus

appealing to whatsoever little scientific knowledge I

may possess in this matter. I am sure your lordship

will not take it to be offensive, when I state that

I ajn particularly pressed for time to-d«y : ray
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carriage, as you may have observed, is waiting at

the door "

"I beseech, Dr. Ferney," exclaimed the Marquis,

rising from the chair, " that you will not put your-

self to any inconvenience on my account. I will

leave the phial with you. In a few days I shall

be in London again; and I will do myself the

pleasure of calling. Meanwhile you will perhaps

examine the contents."
" I will, my lord—I will," responded the phy-

sician, with a nervousness which he could not

altogether subdue, but which the Marquis merely

took to be the impatience of one who was sorely

pressed for time.

Lord Eagledean accordingly departed forthwith.

" Thank heavens ! this tell-tale phiaJ and this

fatal fluid have come back again into my hands :"

—it was thus that Ferney murmured to himself

when he was once more alone : then hastening to

his laboratory, he seciu-ed the bottle in a cupboard
amongst other chemical preparations.

The physician having done this, descended to

his carriage, and ordered the coachman to drive to

Saxondale House. The mistress of the mansion
was at home ; and Dr. Ferney was invited to

ascend to the drawing-room where she was seated.

As he followed the footman thither, he lingered

somewhat on the stairs in order to compose his

feelings ere once more finding himself in the pre-

sence of that woman who for long, long years he

had so fondly loved, but whom he knew to be a

murderess ! He entered the apartment with a

look of mingled mournfulness and severity,

—

mournfulness because he reflected that one whom
he had thus cherished as the idol of his soul's wor-

ship, and whose beauty was so magnificent, was
deeply criminal ; and severity, because he felt the

necessity of exercising as strong a control as pos-

sible over his own emotions, in order that Lady
Saxondale might not think he could in any way
sympathize with the black deed which he had
nevertheless promised to retain inviolably secret.

The moment the footman annoimced his name,
her ladyship gave a sudden start—but so slight to

outward appearance, as not to be noticed by the

lacquey ; and instantaneously recovering her self-

possession, she assumed her most affable air—her

most winning look—as she advanced to greet the

physician with an afi'octed efi"usion of warmest
friendship. She seized both his hands before he
could possibly anticipate that movement on her

part, or avoid it if he had wished ; and bending
upon him the whole power of her brilliant eyes,

she said, " My dear Dr. Ferney, you know not how
rejoiced I am to behold you beneath this roof."

The physician had come prepared to remon-
strate—to argue—to upbraid—to dictate : but all

his resolves were melting away beneath the inefla-

blc spell which that woman had the power of

wielding over him. And she too—subtle being
that she was—knew full well the mighty force of

this influence which she possessed. She ha<l

divmef.i at once that he came for no agreeable i)ur-

pose ; and whatever it were, she sought to disarm
him bcforeliand of any resentment that might have
been provoked, or of any sense of duty which
remorseful or scrupulous feelings might have
rc-awakoned,—in a word, to neutralize at once
whatsoever aim ho might have in view, if hostile

to her own interests. Still, therefore, did s!ie bend

upon him the full blaze of her magnifieent eyes,—
throwing into that flood of lustre a degree of tea-

derness which from those orbs had never shone

upon him before : so that he was dazzled and be-

wildered—he felt his head turning as if with intoxi-

cation—while the contact of her warm fair hands,

which still grasped his ovra, increased this inebriety

of the senses.

" Now, my dear friend—my best and most
esteemed friend," said Lady Saxondale, " come
and sit by me, and tell me what has procured for

me the pleasure of this visit : because I kuow full

well that your time is so devoted to professional

and scientific pursuits, it is not a mere compli-

mentary call you are making."

Dr. Ferney felt ashamed of himself at having

yielded, even though it were only for a few mo-
ments, to the inebriating influences of Lady Saxon-

dale's beauty. He literally writhed beue.ilh the

humiliating idea of his weakness:—the sense of

that duty which he had to perform, acquired power
in his mind;—again did his look beco.iic mourn-
fully severe ; and rising from the sofa where she

had made him sit down, he stood before her

—

folded his arms across his breast—and said, '"Lady,

I must forget the past so far as it regards my own
heart. Would to God that I could likewise forget

all the incidents which, belonging unto that past,

have been so deplorably conuected with i/ou .'"

" Are you come to upbraid me for wliat cannot

be recalled ?" asked Lady Saxoudale in a voice of

melancholy reproach,— while inwardly she was
frightened at the look and manner of the physician,

who seemed as if he had at length escaped from
the fascinating influence of her image, or was
enabled to exert sufficient moral power to throw
that influence off. " Tell me my dear friend—are

you come to upbraid me," she repeated, "for those

things which, having been done, cannot be un-

done .''"

" That is not altogether my object," replied the

physician, as he still stood before her with folded

arms. " Oh ! how is it. Lady Saxondale," he cried,

with a sudden access of excitement, "that you,

whom I have loved so long and with so sublime a
worship, should have proved mine evil genius ?

Woman, I fuel that my conscience is blackened

with crimes on account of you ! The world looks

upon me as one who leads a pure and stainless life

—as a man too enthusiastically devoted to the

noble art which he professes to have tliought, or

leisure, or opportunity for anything beside. The
world looks upon my countenance—beholds it pen-
sively serene—and imagines that if there be any
wrinkles there, they have been traci^d by closest

study and by vigils of research: but little is it

deemed how deep a remorse my soul now chcr-

ishes
!"

As the physician went on speaking, dire ap|>re-

hensions gathered and strengthened in the mind
of Lady Saxondale; and she felt that she must
exercise all her arts, all her wiles—and bring

into play all her powers of fascination and cajolery,

to level that man once more iu subniissivcness and
blind obedience to her feet.

"Dr. Ferney," she answered, rendering the ca-

dences of her voice as musically mournful and ten-

derly melting as she possibly could, " know you not
tiiat 1 am nln-ady the unhappicst of wonum, and
that it would take but little to make me grasp the



228 THB MT3TETIIES OT THB COtTET.

dagger or imbibe the poison of a desperate suicide ?

And will you, I>r. Ferney—you whom I have

looked upon as my best and dearest friend—you

for whom I have perhaps entertained a feolin;^

which reciprocates your own, but the existence of

which I have never until this moment confessed

to your ears,—will you, I ask, take any step that

shall help to drive mo to that fearful consumma-

tion ?"

" O my (Jod !" exclaimed Ferney, pressing his

hand to his wildly throbbing brows, " is it possible

that you do really love me ? No, no—I cannot

believe it ! You tell me so now for reasons of your

own : for, alas ! alas ! I cannot blind myself to the

fact that you are a woman wliose soul is a com-

pound of duplicities and treacheries -you are a

woman stained with crimes—possessing a fiend's

capacity for mischief under the guise of that grand

and glorious beauty ! And I too," contmued Dr.

Ferney," with passionate vehemence,
—

" I too have

been rendered, though heaven knows how uncon-

sciously at the time, an accomplice in the stupen-

dous fraud which you have perpetrated!"

"Ah!" ejaculated Lady Saxondale, becoming

white as a sheet, and her lips livid, as she haU-

etarted from the sofa :
" would you allude to tiiat

mystery ?—would you allude to it, I ask ? Re-

member your solemn pledge—that whatever its

nature might be, it is my secret, and you would

never make the slightest attempt to penetrate

it!"

"But what. Lady Saxondale," responded the

physician, fixing his eyes penetratingly upon her,

"if accident should have brought about cii-cum-

stances leading to a thorough revelation of the

motive ?"

"Enough, enough!" murmured Lady Saxondale,

in a hoarse voice :
" there may be listeners !"

—

and starting from the sofa, she sped to the door of

the apartment. " No—fortunately we are unheard

by others," she said, having opened the door and

looked forth.

" See, imfortunate woman," remarked the phy-

sician, " what it is to have a guilty conscience. A
single word flying out from within these four walls,

may be like a spark to a mass of gunpowder, and

cause an explosion of all the fabrics of duplicity

and crime you have built up,—burying yourself in

the ruins !"

" Now, Dr. Ferney," said Lady Saxondale, ap-

proaching close up to him, and laying her hand

upon his arm, while she looked with tender en-

treaty into his countenance,—" I beseech you to

sit down by my side—throw off this strange man-
ner which you wear—speak to me as a .riend—but

epeak in whispers,—and tell mc what has occurred,

that you have corao thus to upbraid mc now ?"

The physician suffered himself to be so far per-

suaded that he did sit down by Lady Saxondale's

side upon the sofa ; and for a moment an expres-

sion of triumph appeared upon her countenance :

for she felt conQdont that whatsoever had trans-

pired, the physician was still to a certain degree

within the silken trammels which love had woven
about his heart.

" Liston to me, Lady Saxondale," he said, not

daring to look at her as ho spoko : for he again

folt the magical influonoe of her charms. '"I have

several subjects to touch ajMn. In the tirst pluco.

*lMit phinl of doaidly poison— that phial whioli you

took from my laboratory—how came it in tbo

possession of the ilarquis of Eagledean ?"

"What!" ejaculated her ladyship, amazed at

the new turn which the physician's discourse had
thus abruptly taken: "are you acquainted with

the Marquis ?"

" Never before this day. He brought me the

phial for analyzation
"

" And you have kept it ? you have kept it ?"

interrupted Lady Saxondale, eagerly.
" Oh, yes indeed ! I have kept it !" answered

the physician :
" and never more shall ii quit my

possession."

"No—keep it, keep it—destroy it—or at all

events give it not back to the hands of the Mar-
quis of Eagledean."

" Ah ! unhappy woman, I comprehend !" said

Dr. Ferney, an expression of renewed anguish

sweeping over his countenance :
" it is the evi-

dence of some fresh crime wluch you are thus

desirous should be withholden from the hands of

the Marquis."
" Solemnly do I swear," quickly responded her

ladyship, "that no fresh crime has been con-

summated."
" What, then, am I to think ?" asked the phy-

sician :
—" that it was meditated, but that it

failed ? Oh, my heavens ! is it all a dream ? or

is it a hideous reality ? Can one of such splendid

beauty as yourself be so darkly criminal ?"

" Spare me—spare me !—continue not these

bitter up'oraidings !" murmured Lady Saxondale

:

and seizing the physician's hand, she held it be-

tween both her own. " Now tell me what else

has transpired ?"

" Lord Saxondale," answered Ferney, slowly

withdrawing his hand, and looking her ladyship

fidl in the face, " is an inmate of my house."
" Of your house ?" she repeated :

" of your

house ?"—and she gazed in a sort of wild astonish-

ment upon Ferney. " AVhat means this? what
circumstances have brought it about ? Are you

resolved to ruin me ? have you got him there to

serve si^ph a purpose ? Oh, am I deceived in you ?

are you no longer my friend ? do you hate me now ?

Why—why seek to drive mc to distraction ?"

" Calm yourself, Lady Saxondale—calm your-

self, if you can," answered the physician, alarmed

at the terrific excitement which she hsid just mani-

fested. " Edmund was last night transferred from

Dr. Burdctt's asylum to my house
"

At this moment the door opened; and Lady
Saxondale suddenly assumed an air of composure

as a domestic entered to present a letter which

had just arrived. It was from Mr. Marlow, and

briefly annoimcod " that on the previous night

Lord Saxondale had been carefully and secretly

removed to the abode of n very eminent physician,

Ferney by name, and who resided in Conduit

Street." Thi.s letter was a soiu:ce of infinite relief

to the guilly and intriguing woman, inasmuch aa

it proved to her in a laoment thst it was tlirough

no hostile intent Dr. Ferney had brio ne the cus-

todian of Edmund—but that a strange coincidence

in the chapter of accidents had consigned the

youth to hi,s care. Glancing round to assu»e her-

self that tl\c domestic who brought the letter had

retired, she said to Ferney, " This is from roy

solicitor, auuouucing that Edmund M at yoiu

hou«'."
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"And last night," responded the physician,

•'when Edmund slept, t entered his chamber

stealthily—he awoke not—and I discovered
"

" Enough !" interrupted Lady Saxondale, in a

low thick voice :
" think you that I cannot com-

prehend your meaning ? But listen to me, Dr.

Ferney—Usten to me ! That secret is 7nine :

you will not make use of it—you cannot—it

would ruin yourself as well aa me. Of what avail

to do this ?"

" Oh ! think not, think not," interrupted the

physician, " that I can drag on my miserable

existence mth this dreadful load upon my con-

science! No: whatever be the results either to

you or to me, I must perform an act of justice

towards some one who is perhaps wronged "

" No, no," ejaculated Lady Saxondale vehe-

mently :
" you must not—you cannot ! No one

is wronged ! Believe me—Oh ! believe me, when
I solemnly assure you of this. I am at your

mercy : not merely my character, but my life is

in your hands. Now, Dr. Femey—be your de-

cision promptly given: for I will submit two

alternatives for your consideration. The first is,

that if you will spare me—if you will continue to

keep the seal of utter silence upon your lips in

respect to all the past—I will be everything to

you ! I will be yom- slave—your mistress—youi-

paramour : I will submit myself to you—I will

clasp you in my embrace—I wUl return you a

thousand-fold that love which you have so long

borne towards me ! That is one alternative. The
other is this :—if you tell me now that on going

hence it is for the purpose of avowing everything

and laying bare all that I have conjured you to

conceal, I will seek my own chamber— and there

will I plunge a sharp-pointed knife deep down
into this bosom which covers a tortured heart !"

As she thus spoke with a vehemence which was
more or less assumed, Lady Saxondale suddenly

tore open the front of her dress and revealed the

snowy grandeur of her bust. The deed was an

exquisite piece of acting, and had an air perfectly

natural. It was the crowning act of finesse on
the part of this wily woman. At the same time

she threw so much frantic wildness into the ex-

pression of her countenance, as to confirm the

belief on the physician's part that the proceeding

was all unstudied,—so that he did in.agine he

beheld beftjrc him a woman goaded to the very

verge of desperation.

But in one sense Lady Saxondale had mistaken
Dr. Ferncy's disposition. Believing that the love

he had cherished for her was allied with sensuous

passion, she thought to subdue him altogether,

and by bringing him into her arms, enchain him
moi e firmly than ever to her interests ; and in

order to accomplish this, the unprincipled woman
was prepared to abandon herself to him. But she

smote him only with pity and commiseration—not
with maddening passicm.

'* Lady Sasondide," he said, gazing upoTi her
countenance with an expression inoflably compas-
sionate, and not upon that bared bosom with de-

sire,
—

" you know me not—you understand mc not

!

Were you not thus frantic—thus driven t« despe-

ration— I should consider that you had insulted

me to the most puinl'ul degree. Ailjust your rai-

ment, 1 beseech of you !"— and he suddenly averted

his eyes.

Lady Saxondale hastened to do his bidding, for

she feared lest some one should enter : but still she

saw that her empire over the physician was re-

gained through the medium of the pity with which

he was inspired, if not by the passion which she

had sought to excite. Little, however, did it mat-

ter to her how he had become enmeshed again in

her silken chains, so long as he was thus rendered

captive.
" Yes—you have misunderstood me," he went on

to observe :
" you have not rightly comprehended

my character. For nineteen lon^' years have I

loved you—but with a love the holiest, the chastest,

the purest. Alas ! I feel that this love is stronger

than myself : it has become interwoven with the

very principles of my existence. Were you a fiend

in female shape, I must still love you all the same

:

the interview of this hour proves to mc that it is

so ! I came to give you the positive assurance fliat

I would perform an act of duty at all and any

risk : and, behold ! I am weak and powerless, dis-

armed, unnerved, in your presence. No, no," ho

continued, in a voice tremulous with emotion, and
almost as if he in his turn ha*l become a suppliant,

" I conjure you not to lay violent hands upon your-

self ! Oh, not for worlds would I sully the purity

of that love—the sanctity of that adoration—which

I have experienced for you ! You yourself may
be the foulest and uncleanest wretch alive : but my
love has been a worship—and it shall not be pol-

luted. I will not sell my compassion fijr the en-

joyment of your charms : I shudder at the idea of

compelling you to abandon yourself to my embraces

as the price of your security. I will not hurt a

single hair of your head. No—by heaven, no ! I

w ill drag about with me my remorse as a prisoner

drags his chain : the dread secrets of which my
heart is a depositary, may cat like iron into that

heart—may corrode every fine feeling there—may
cover with rust the brightest sentiments of my
soul : but still I will not seek relief for that har-

rowed conscience by betraying you! I will be a

criminal—I will do anything sooner than drive you

to despair. See, Lady Saxondale—see, Harriet

—

what a power you wield over mc ! Oh. 1 shud-

der when I think of it—and yet do I kiss the

chain
!"

It is impossible to convey to the reader an idea

of those highly-wrought feelings which in? pired the

physician as he thus gave vehement uttcrnnce to

that long and partially broken speech. Tlicrc was
a man naturally endowed with the noblest senti-

ments and loftiest thoughts—a man of splendid

genius and brilliant intellect—a man who within

himself jM)sscs8cd every element of virtue, and who
amongst the good of this world might have shone

as the hcai,— there was this man, we say, altered,

— changed,—with feelings distorted, sentiments

warped, mind made morbid, so\i) rendered attenu-

ate,- and all by the indomitablo influence of the

love which he cherished ! And this man ti)o,

while consenting to become the .leeomplice of

crime as he had already been made its agent, —

here was this man, with what may bo termed

the idiosyncraey of virtue, refusing the recom-

pense of vice -allowing liis love to render bim
criminal, ami yet having strength of mind to re-

ject the reward wliicli he miglit have gmsped I

Tndy such a love as this exists not oltin in

the world,—a love that could ktvp itself chaste
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and holy while prompting him who possessed it

to trample upon all the scruples of conscience

!

" My dear friend—my ever dear friend," ex-

claimed Lady Saxondale, in a tone of joyous

enthusiasm when she saw how completely he was

Tanquished, " you have inspired me with new life.

Oh, I must embrace you as a friend only as a

friend
!"

"No, Harriet," responded the physician, ab-

ruptly rising and retreating from her :
" it must

not be so. To me at least you shall never appear

in the light of a wanton. But now with regard to

that unfortunate young man. This morning I

have discoursed with him for a long time ; and on

my soul ! it were unjust to keep him captive for

another minute."

"What!" ejaculated Lady Saxondale; "after

this mad alliance which he has formed "

" And yet he is not mad," answered Ferney.
" He is mad, I tell you !" rejoined her ladyship

vehemently : " even your own «cience may some-

times err. At all events I conjure you to keep

him for a day or two until I shall have had time

to see those who must be consulted in this matter.

My dear friend, you must do nothing by halves

:

my interests guide me in all my proceedings 1

will explain no more now. You have promised

me much : is it too great a tax upon your friend-

ship
"

" Good heavens !" murmured Ferney, almost

wringing his hands as he spoke ;
" if you bade me

sell my soul to Satan, I should obey ! Edmund
shall remain captive at my house."

With these words the physician turned abruptly

away, and quitted the room.

The moment the door closed behind him, an ex-

pression of exultant satisfaction appeared upon

the countenance of Lady Saxondale, and rising

from her seat, she surveyed herself in the mirror.

She had indeed good reason to be proud of her

magnificent beauty ; for by the power thereof she

had triumphed over all the virtuous scruples of a

man who was naturally good, but who under the

influence of his fatal love was prepared to sell his

very soul to Satan rather than harm a hair of her

head.

But when turning away from that mirror, and

when the first flush of thrilling exultation was

past. Lady Saxondale could not help feeling—and

deeply feeling too—that many and great difficulties

lay before her. It was impossible that Edmund
could be lefl at Dr. Ferney's. His presence there

would sooner or later re-awaken remorse in the

physician's conscience ; and the next time it was

so, he might go and act at once under a sudden

impulse, and without first coming to warn her of

his intentions. Edmund must therefore be re-

moved. But whither ? This Lady Saxondale at

present knew not. She however made up her

mind to call personally on Dr. Burdett, and give

him her own instructions without sending them
through Marlow. For a few days, she felt con-

vinced, it would be safe enough to leave Edmund
where he was ; and in the meantime she could

make new as well as cfl'cctivc arrangements for his

future keeping.

CHAPTER CXXXV.

:AFXBB op LOVE.

On the same day, and at the same hour when the

preceding scene took place, we shall find the beau-

tiful Angela Devcril seated by the bedside of

Madge Somers at the villa near the Regent's Park.

The woman lay sleeping: her countenance waa

hideously pale—and her strongly marked features

had become more peaked and angular, likewise as

a result of the all but fatal illness which had fol-

lowed the murderous assault she had sustained at

the hands of Chiffin the Cannibal.

And, Oh ! what a contrast did that countc

nance form with the lovely face of her who was
watching in the room. For Angela was assuredly I

the most lovely of all the lovely females who have i

crowded upon the stage of this narrative; aud .

certainly the world never presented a more ravish-
)

ing embodiment of female charms. The dark
|

dress that she wore, was fastened up to the

throat: but the bust which it so modestly con-
j

cealed, displayed its own rounded contours by de-

fining as it were the shape and 8*t of the corsage
|

of that dress. Tall and slender, without leanness
\

—on the contrary, with all the proportions justly
|

modelled—her figure blended elastic litheness with

graceful elegance. No longer now did the short i

drapery of the dancer display the rounded sym-

metry and straightness of the lower limbs : but

still their sweeping length might be traced beneath

the folds of her present raiment ;—and when she

rose to tread lightly across the room for any pur-

pose, the exquisitely-shaped feet might be seen,

and perhaps a glimpse caught of the delicate

ankles. Her shining dark hair waved in ringlets

about her classic head, and drooped upon the

sloping shoulders. As the light from the window
fell upon that hair, it seemed to crown that hfad

as with a glory, so rich was the velvet gloss of

those dark masses. The dazzling jiurity and
transparency of her complexion was described in

one of the earliest chapters : nor less was justice

then done to the large dark eyes, so full of tire, —
not the fire of sensuous passion, like that which

floods the saloons of pleasure ; but a fire, holy,

pure, and ineffably bright, like that which burns

upon an altar in a temple. Yes—ravishingly

beautiful and beyond all description lovely, was

Angela Deveril—but not less amiable and virtuous

than physically enchanting.

If we peep into the room on the occasion spe-

cifically mentioned, we shall observe that there

was a slight expression of pcnsiveness, not exactly

merging into mournfulncss, on the lovely counte-

nance of Angela Deveril. The coral lips were

slightly apart, affording a glimpse of teeth which

it is a poor simile to liken either unto ivory or to

pearls; for they outshone both,—the first in the

purity of their whiteness, the last in their exqui-

site enamel. Her eyes were partially bent down-

ward,—thus showing to the utmost advantage thfl

lines of long, thick, silken lashes which fringed

them. Yes—she was reflecting somewhat seri-

ously pcrliaps, but not in a melancholy strain : for

the yoimg heart, when beating with its tirst love,

has more of hope than fear blended therewith;

aud even while scarcely coustious of the real na»
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ture of the feeling, yet does it experience and ap-

preciate its luxury.

Of whom was Angela thinking ? and had she

settled herself thus to think of some one ? or had

his image stolen insensibly and unconsciously into

her mind ? Yes—it was so. For when the soul

has become an elysiiim of love, it does not at once

purposely and deliberately light itself up with the

silver lamps which shed a soft and perfumed lustre

around ; but gradually and of its own accord, as if

by magic power, docs the gentle flood of roseate

liglit pour in, to reveal the image which the heart

has enshrined there. Thus was it with Angela.

Her patient had fallen ofiF to sleep: the young
maiden had at first taken her embroidery; but

feeling a disinclination for it—she scarcely knew
why—she had taken a book :—then, still without

knowing why, she could not settle her attention

upon its pages ; and thus she had abandoned em-
broidery—she had abandoned book—and gradually

fell into a certain train of thought, which, as we
before observed, had for her a certain serene and

sweet luxury, greater than either the recreation

of embroidery or book.

Young Cupid, the God of Love, though but a

mere boy, is not without the most cunning expe-

rience : he knows full well the nature of every

heart with wliich he has to deal. Into that which

is characterized by strong passions, and belongs to

a fervid and glowing temperament, he sometimes

rushes precipitately, confident of being enabled to

take the citadel by stoim, vrithout resistance, and

enthrone himself is empire there. In the heart,

too, where the feelings, though untainted by sen-

suousness, are nevertheless susceptible as the sen-

sitive plant and move to the slightest touch—or as

the iEoUan harp, which acknowledges the sway of

the slightest zephyr,— thereia likewise does young
Cupid frequently alight with a sudden bound,

giving no warning of his approach. All this con-

stitutes what is called love at first sight : but it is

not always the most permanent. For an empire

that is easily won, sooner or later satiates its con-

queror with the very glory of his triumph : and so

docs young Cupid sometimes vanish away from
certain hearts as abruptly as he entered them.

But very different is it with that heart where the

feelings lie deep—where modesty, and innocence,

and artlessness constitute barriers preventing them
from being too accessible to tender influences, and

yet properly sensitive in respect to all generous

sympathies,— where the passions lie still deeper

down, kept in subjection by the same defences, and
beyond the reach of undue provocatives. Into such

a heart as this young Cupid cannot plunge head-

long : he cannot take it by storm. Were he to

make tlie endeavour, his presence would shock in-

stead of pleasing : lie would be recoiled from as an

insolent intruder ; and with drooping wings would

be compelled to turn in humiliation away. Full

well does Cupid know all this ; and therefore, with

eharacteristie cunning, he enters stealthily and

silently—he makes no noise—he breathes not a

.lyllable—no, not even the name of him on whowc

part he comes: he flutters not his wings— hr

twangs not his bow—he proceeds gradiently and

cautiously, like an army that enters by surprise

into the midst of a fortalice in the depth of night.

Then—even when the entry is made and the ad-

nuMion ia obtained—Cupid goes not roughly on, as

a man pushes his way through a dense forest,

rudely thrusting aside the opposing boughs and
snapping perhaps some of the branches : but he
proceeds as one makes his way through a parterre

of flowers in a lovely garden, gently and delicately

picking his path amidst the floral beauties, so as to

trample upon none—to break none—nor so much
as to bruise a single slender stalk, nor to shake

off one single quivering rose-leaf. And having

gained the depth of such a heart as this, young
Cupid still plays a prudential part : he docs not

raise a shout—proclaim a name—set up an image

—and call upon that heart's feelings to fall down
in worship at once. No—he does not immediately

make his presence known: he settles himself

there; and he begins lightly and delicately to

whisper to those feelings, that they may begin to

vibrate softly and gently, as the leaves of a grove

are faintly waved by the first kissing and wooing

of the evening breeze. Thus is it by gradual

steps and slow proceedings that Cupid makes his

presence known in the heart to whose depths he

has been compelled so stealthily to enter.

And so it was with Angela Deveril. In her

young heart did Cupid sit: there had he en-

throned himself—and she only just beginning to

be conscious of his presence ! There too had ho

set up an image—and she scarcely daring to ad-

mit to herself that she had caught tlw name of

the idol which young Cupid, in soft and gentle

whisperings, was calling upon her to worship!

And that image—was it not the image of Francis

Paton ?

But let us return to the thread of our nar-

rative. Madge Somers slept ; and Angela Deveril

was seated in that room which the woman had

occupied ever since the evening when Chiffin's

knife dealt her a blow which had so nearly proved

fatal. The reader has learnt, from certain com-

munications made by Lady Saxondale to Lord
Harold Staunton, how Madge Somers had all

along remained deprived of the faculty of speech
— how, after consciousness had returned, she

showed by signs that she had upon her mind
something whereof she yearned to unburthen her-

self—and how she had sought to write afterwards

upon a slate, but had not been able. Therefore

William and Angela knew full well that the secret

she had to impart was of no ordinary moment

—

but that it was one of vast importance : though

what, they could not possibly conjecture. They
niinlstcred imto her with the most unwearying
attention,—not merely because they felt that her's

was a life which, involving such a secret, was of

importance to themselves—but likewise because

they possessed hearts of the sublimcst generosity.

A nui'sc had from the very first been engaged to

watch by night ; and when this attendant snatched

a few hours of necessary rest during the day,

Angela took her place. We must not forget to

mention that William iJeveril was a constant

visitor at Lady Maedonald's house in Cavendish

t^quarc ; and frequent also were the visits which

her ladyship and Fiorina paid to Angela at the

villa. The closest intimacy—the sweet intimacy

.>f sisters—had sprung up between the charming

Fiorina and the ravishing Angela: while Lady
Maedonald, though in many respects a worldly-

minded woman, had conceived an almost maternal

love for William Dereril's beauteous sister.
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Angela, then, as we have said, was seated in the

ick chamber oa the occasion to which we particu-

larly refer. Ilcr brother had gone to pay his

wonted visit in Cavendish Square : but he was to

return soon,—for though devoted to her who was

to be his bride, yet he never neglected his sister.

Indeed, who that knew her, could neglect her ?

An angol in beauty and in mind as well as in

name, this charming heroine of our's was one whom
it was impossible to treat with coldness.

There she was seated ; and insensibly her

thoughts had settled upon the image of Francis

Paton,—when presently Madge Somers awoke. It

was strange to behold the earnest gratitude and

affection which mingled in that woman's counte-

nance, as she turned her eyes upon Angela. The
lion^ it is said,—forgetting his ferocity as regal

ruler of the forest,—will crouch down at the feet

of an immaculate virgin ; and assuredly the influ-

ence of Angela's kindness had subdued the fierce

feelings and melted the hardened callousness of

this woman's heart. Doubtless she felt that she

owed her life to the ministrations of the young
maiden ; and having passed through as it were tiie

very entrance of the valley of death itself, only to

be drawn forth by that fair angel-hand, she would

have been something less or something more than

human if slie had not thus felt and appreciated (he

true Cliristiau sympathy and tender compassion

which had influenced Miss Deveril's conduct to-

wards her. The moment she awoke, Angela arose

from her seat ; and approaching the bed, bent over

the invalid ; and in the sweetest tones of her fluid

voice asked whether she felt refreshed by the few

hours of slumber she had enjoyed ? Madge Somers

made an affirmative sign, accompanied by another

look of ineffable gratitude ; and Angela presented

her with some cooling beverage. When Madge
had imbibed a small quantity, she made a sign that

she wished to write.

" No," answered Angela ;
" I dare not give you

the slate. Recollect," she continued, with the

sweetest deprecating look, "how you fainted the

other day when you endeavoured to write—and

how positively the doctor ordered that you were

not to be permitted to make the attempt again."

But Madge Somers repeated the sign, accom-

panying it with that imperiousness and petulance

of motion which invalids often show when the

faculty of speech is temporarily lost ; and as An-
gela again spoke her objections—biit in the

sweetest manner—the woman's countenance ex-

hibited great distress. Angela knew not exactly

what to do. On the one hand she was afraid of

irritating or exciting the invalid by a refusal ; and
moreover she was naturally anxious to learn what
the important secret was, which so closely con-

cerned her brother. But, on the other hand, the

orders of the medical man were imperative.

Madge Somers perceived Miss Deveril's hesita-

xion ; and as if determined to profit by it, repeated

lier signal more imperiously than before. Angela

could no longer refuse : but she resolved that at

the slightest evidence which the woman might
show of faintness and weakness, she would compel

her to desist. She therefore gave her the slate
;

and by gently propping her up with pillows,

placed her in a position the most convenient for

the (ask which the invalid had undertaken.

Joy and satisfaction lighted up the countenance

of Mad ;e Somers as she thus received the slate

and the look which she bent upon Angela
Deveril, was as much as to say that if she could

only unburthen herself of the secret that lay

upon her mind, she woi-.ld no longer dread a re-

lapse which might load to death. Having flung

that look, she evidently mustered all her energie?

for the purpose which she had undertaken ; and
the young damsel, helping to sustain her, watched
Madge Somers with no small degree of anxiety

and suspense. Oh ! if the secret, whatever it

might be, were about to be made known ? Oh !

if, when William returned, she could show him
that secret pencilled upon the slate ? Ma.dge

Somers began to write : slowly and painfully did

she form a few letters ; her hand trembled so that

the strokes she made were all irregular and wavy.

With increa-sing suspense and anxiety did Miss
Deveril watch her : but by the time she had
written these words—'• William Deveril is the

a " a sudden faintness came over her. Angela
snatched the slate from her hands : and here the

task terminated.

Madge did not swoon off completely; but for

upwards of a quarter of an hour she was as if

abiiut to faint away. When she recovered some-

what, she made a sign to have the slate again : bul

this time Angela was decisive, and would not con-

sent. The invalid submitted; and soon afterward*

relapsed into slumber. William Deveril now re-

turned home from his visit to Cavendish Square;

and Angela showed him the writing upon the slate.

They were both lost in conjecture as to what the

completion of the sentence might have been, when
a carriage rolled up to the front of the villa—and

the Marquis of Eagledean was speedily announced.

To his lordship the writing was also ehown ; but

he was no better able to guess what would have

been the sequence, than were his two young
friends.

" It is no use for us to waste our time," he said,

" with ineffectual imaginings : in a very short

while the woman will either be able to complete

the sentence by writing it, or to communicate her

meaning verbally. TTntil then we must have

patience. Now, my young friends, I will tell you
wherefore I call upon you thus unexpectedly to-

day. We are all longing to have you at Eden-
bridge ; and really we can postpone the pleasure

no longer. You, Angela, will make yourself ill by
too constant watching in the sick-room : you must
have change of air, even if it be only for a couple

of days. Now, what I propose is that you both

come with me at once into Kent. You have faith-

ful and trustworthy servants who will see that the

invalid is duly cared for ; and the nurse is a re

spectahle, honest-minded woman. Not for a mo-
ment would I counsel you to leave the unfortunate

creature, if I were not assured that she would be

well ministered unto during your absence. It

shall only be for a couple or three days, if you will

:

but come you must. You, William, sit down and
pen a hasty note to Fiorina : tell her that I have

carried you oft'. And you, Angela, give orders to

your maid to pack up at once whatsoever things

you intend to take with you."
" But, my lord," responded Angela, " the poor

woman up-stairs will miss me so much, that I am
really afraid

"

" She would mias yon much more, my dear



THE MYSTKRIES OF THE COURT.

Angela," interrupted the JIarquis, "if jou wejo

to be laid up for the want of aii-."

" But I can assure your lordsliip I take suf-

ficient exercise," rejoined tlie damsel. " Every
evening I accompany Williain for a walk "

" Well," continued tke .Marquis, laugliing, " I

certainly cannot say that your clieeks have lost

their bloom : but still I feel convinced that the

air of Edenbridge will do you good. Now, it

shall only be for two clear days on this present

occasion. With that understanding, will you
come ?"

I

Angela looked at William, and saw by the cx-

j

pression of his countenance that ho folt how im-

i
possible it would be to refuse tlicir kind bene-

factor's invitation : and perhaps there was a secret

feeling in her own gentle heart which likewise

added its inlluencc to other circiiiastanees, thuj

inducing her to assent. Slie liastcned up-stairs;

and entering the sick room, approached chc bed

where Madge Somers had jus i wakened up again.
" Do not be annoyed at « hat I am going to

«aj—do not distress yourself, my poor woman, I
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beseech you. I am going on a little visit to the

Marquis of Eagledeaa for a couple of days

only two days, I can assure you ; and then you

will see me here again. Meanwhile everything

will continue to be done for your comfort ; and on

my return I hope to find you considerably im-

proved. Farewell, then, for the present. Re-

member, only two days—and I shall be here

again !"

It was thus that Angela spoke to the Invalid

woman, whose countenance at first expressed blank

Consternation at the intelligence,*—as if she thought

that those to whom her secret was to be revealed

were to be separated from her altogether. But as

the young damsel went on speaking, Madge's face

cleared up : for she doubtless felt that it would be

the height of ingratitude and scllishness to exhibit

signs of displeasure at the brief interval of recrea-

tion which Angela proposed to take.

The preparations were speedily made—the fullest

instructions were given to the domestics in respect

to the care to be taken of Madge—the note was

despatched to Fiorina—and William Deveril, with

his sister, accompanied the Marquis of Eagledean

to Edenbridge Park. There the brother and sister

were most cordially welcomed by all the inmates.

Mr. Hawkshaw had taken his departure : but Mrs.

Leyden and Henrietta were now staying at the

mansion—and thus there was a complete party.

It was on the second day after the arrival of

William and Angela at Edenbridge, that the scene

we are about to describe took place. Let the

reader picture to himself a sumptuously-furnished

room, with the casement open, and the sun shining

brightly in : for although the autumn was touch-

ing upon its close, and winter was nigh at hand,

the weather was unusually superb. The grape-

vine which climbed up the front of that wing
where this apartment was situated, was not as yet

denuded of all its leaves—nor had all its clustering

fruit been plucked : and although the foliage which

did remain, bore the sere autumnal tints, it never-

theless proved agreeable to the eye of any one

seated in that room. And whom shall we find

there ? The beauteous Angela—and all alone, too

:

for Lady Eagledean, with whom she had been con-

versing, was stmimoned forth on some pretext by
the Marquis. We say pretext, because it was so

;

inasmuch as his lordship had a reason for desiring

that Miss Deveril should thus be left alone for a
few minutes, until a certain person might receive

a hint that she was there by herself and that he

might seek her if he chose.

Always beautiful—always ravishing, Angela was
on this occasion more exquisitely beautiful, if pos-

sible, and more irresistibly ravishing than when
we last described her. This time it was a white
dress that she wore, but fastened up to the throat

;

for in her raiment she observed a strict virginal

propriety. Her hair was in ringlets; and its

darkness contrasted with the snowy drapery cover-

ing the shoulders and the neck on which those

glossy ringlets showered down. The white ap-

parel seemed to set ofi" her exquisite shape to the

fullest advntage,—making her seem even taller

than she was, and enhancing the sylphid grace of

her figure.

She was expecting the return of the Marchioness
of Eagledean to the room, when the door opened
—and instead of her ladyship, Francis Paton made

his appearance. The youth, as the reader U
aware, was of the same age ae Angela : and we
need not say that he was a perfect model of

masculine beauty at that time. Indeed it would be
difficult to find a more interesting pair than this

which that room now contained. The colour

heightened somewhat upon Angela's countenance

as he made his appearance ;—while on his cheeks
it went and came in rapid transitions ; and his

heart fluttered like that of the most timid damsel.

The reastm that Miss Deveril experienced less

emotion than he, was because she was totally un.
suspicious of what was about to take place

:

whereas Frank had come with the settled purpose
of avowing his love if he had the courage.

He advanced timidly—and for a few moments
was unable to give utterance to a word. At
length he said murmuringly, " Miss Deveril, you
return to London to-morrow. Some weeks may
elapse ere we see each other again—weeks grow
into months—and months constitute an age."

" I do not think, Mr. Paton," answered Angela,

whose voice was likewise tremulous—and she

bent down her eyes as she spoke,—"that months
will elapse before I may have the pleasure of

visiting your family again : because his lordship

has my brother's promise that the moment the

poor woman is enabled to leave our house, we are

to pass some weeks with you."
" Oh, you have promised that .'" exclaimed

Francis, enthusiastic pleasure lighting up his

countenance. " But still," he almost immedi-
ately added, as a partial shade came back upon
his femininely handsome features, "even if you
were to revisit us in a week, it would be an age
all the same till you did return."

Angela knew not what to say : she felt that she

was blushing—her eyes were again bent down

—

and for a few moments there was a pause, which
if not painfully awkward, was at least full of a
delicious confusion for both.

" Miss Deveril," suddenly spoke Francis, " you
will not be angry with me for what I am about to

say ? It is with the consent of my parents that

I thus address you. Miss Deveril Angela
1 love you Tell me, may I hope r"

Deeper grew the blush upon the maiden's

cheeks—so deep that deeper it could not become

;

and her heart beat audibly. She could not give

utterance to a word : but she extended her hand
to Frank, who seizing it with rapture, pressed it

to his lips. Then, sinking upon his knees at her

feet, he exclaimed, " O Angela ! you have made
me 80 happy, I know not how to give expression

to my feelings. But I love you Oh ! I more
than love you— I worship, I adore you : and my life

shall be devoted to prove the strength of my afi'ec-

tion. 1 will not ask if I am indjtTercnt to you;
were I so, this hand which Lhold would not hav*

been proffered me."
" No, Frank," answered the damsel, in alow but

serene voice ;
" you are not indiflerent to me. I

feel honoured and flattered But those are cold

terms ; and I will say that I also am happy."

Again did Francis Paton press to his lips the

fair hand which he held in his own ; then he rose

from his knees—the lovers approached the case-

ment—and there for nearly an hour did they stand

in sweet discourse, the pauses of which were tilled

up with the eloquence of their looks. Thcj beard
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not the door open : but it did—and the Marquis of

Eagledean, acconip«uued by the Marchioness, re-

mained for a few moments upon the threshold to

contemplate that young couple who were respec-

tively such perfect specimens of the beauty of the

two sexes.

Angela was seized with confusion when Lord
and Lady Eagledean approached: but Frank, enthu-

siastic with joy, embraced his parents in gratitude

for the hint which they had given him, and the

opportunity they had afforded him to avow his

love,—by both of which, as the reader has seen, he

failed not to profit. The Marquis and Marchioness,

welcoming Angela as their future daughter-in-law,

embraced her affectionately ; and it was soon whis-

pered throughout the mansion that the beautiful

Miss Deveril was the destined bride of Francis

Paton.

On the following day one of the Marquis's car-

riages bore William and Angela back to London

;

and when they had taken their departure, Eliza-

beth Paton said with an arch smile to her brother,
" Now, my dear Frank, since through my interces-

sion our dear parents have allowed you to precipi-

tate matters somewhat and confess your love to

Angela, I hope to see your spirits cheer up alto-

gether ; and instead of taking solitary rambles,

that you wUl have the kindness to ask me to

accompany you."

CHAPTER CXXXVL

MBS. CQESTEBFIELD.

It may be necessary to observe, for the benefit of

•ome of our readers, that in the immediate vicinity

of Paris stands a charming village known by the

name of Auteuil—one portion of which is bordered

by the Bois de Boulogne—or anglicising the term,

"Boulogne Wood." In this district there are

numbers of beautiful villa-residences, the gardens

and pleasure-grounds of which are so well stocked

with evergreens, that even in the middle of winter

they have a gay appearance. There is always suf

licient verdure to afford a refreshing spectacle for

the eye to repose upon ; and the more genial cli-

mate of France prolongs the duration of Autumn
and keeps back the advance of Winter more than

in the British Islands.

It is our present purpose to direct the reader's

attention to one of these delightful villas in the

neighbourhood we have just described ; and al-

though it was now the beginning of November, yet

the view from the casements of this residence was
pleasing and cheerful. There was a spacious garden
attached ; and in front, at a short distance, was
the Bois de Boulogne. The villa thus stood in a

rural seclusion ; and if its site and scenery were
80 agreeable as the cold season approached, the

reader may imagine what must he the charms of

that spot in the more auspicious periods of the

year. The villa belonged to an elderly Frenchman
and his wife named Duraud—who having saved up
some little money by trading pursuits carried on
in Paris, retired from business and purchased this

little property with tlic intention of settling down
there, and also with the hope of enjoying a serene

old age. They had no children, and no near rela-

tions ; so that when, after a time, they beg'an to

feel somewhat dull and lonely in this seclusion,

after having spent the greater portion of their

existence amidst the gaieties, the bustle, and tk«
excitement of the Parisian capital, they had no one
whom they could take to reside with them. Under
these circumstances, and having several spare

rooms in the villa, they determined to let out these

apartments, either to a quiet married couple with-

out children—or else to some single person, male
or female, requiring such accommodation. Adver-
tisements to this effect were inserted in some of the

Parisian newspapers; and the (irst applicant whom
they brought to the villa, was so pleased with the

apartments, the situation of the house, and tUo

elderly couple themselves, that she at once took up
her residence there.

This was an English Wly, who however spoke
the French language with an almost perfect

fluency. She gave the name of Mrs. Chesterfield

;

and stated that her husband held an important
situation in India, whither he had recently re-

paired ; but that for certain reasons she herself

liad not accompanied him, it being understood that
she should remain in Europe until the decline of

the following year, when siie purpoicd to set off

and join him in his oriental home. Mrs. Chester-

field was a lady of great beauty—apparently about
two or three-and-twenty years of age—with dark
hair and eyes, a delicate olive tint of complexion,
and a superb figure. Her manners were sufliciently

aristocratic to denote tliat she had moved in th^^

highest circles^ but yet so fascinating and en-

gaging, when she thought fit to rendc'r tliem so,

that she at once gained the good opinion of tho

Uurands. On taking the apartments for a term of

six months, slie paid the entire rent in advance —
thus rendering references as to respectability quito

unnecessary ; and indeed such was her appearance,
that her bare word would readily have been taken
as the surest guarantee for anything she might ad-

vance. She paid by means of a cheque on a
Parisian banker, signing the name of Augusta
CJusferJtehl ; and when she arrived at the villa

from the hotel where she had been staying, shj

brought trunks well filled with every variety of
t!ie handsomest and most elegant apparel. S!io

had no maid of her own; and therefore an addi-

tional female servant was engaged by Madanw
Durand to attend especially on the beautiful

lodger.

It soon became apparent to the elderly couple
that Mrs. Chesterfield was not altogetlier Irijjpy ;

and the keen eye of Madame Durand, with a
woman's power of penetration, also observed that

she endeavoured to conceal whatsoever cares were
gnawing at her heart. Sometimes, when Madamo
Durand ascended to Mrs. Chesterfield's apartment
to receive orders respecting the dinner or othei

matters, she noticed that the lady was sitting at

the window in a mood of deep abstraction—per-

hiij)s with a book rivsting on her lap, but her fine

dark eyes gazing vacantly from the window. Then,
on being addressed, she wouhl be startled back
into self-possession ; but the recovery of her com-
posure was instantaneous— and her countenance
would become animated with a smile which con-

trasted strangely with the mournful reverie whence
she had been aroused. She received no visits—

|

ai)pcured to have no acquaintances in Paris—and
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during the first few days of her residence at the

villa, received but one letter, which was in a beau-

tiful female hand, and bore the English post-

mark.

It was the same day on which Mrs. Chesterfield

received this letter, that after having perused it,

she went forth to waUc in the Bois de Boulogne.

The weather was serene and beautiful for that

season of the year; and the sun was shining

brightly in a climate where such mists and fogs as

those which are familiar to the dwellers in the

British capital, are almost entirely unknown.

Mrs. Chesterfield was well but unostentatiously

dressed : there was elegance without pretension in

her garb—every detail of her apparel indicated

the refined taste of a well-bred lady, without the

slightest desire for gaudy show. Yet it was im-

possible tliat a woman of her striking beauty and

gorgeous developments of shape could fail to

attract attention. It was in the forenoon that she

was thus rambling forth ; and there were but few

persons in the road intersecting the wood where

she was walking. She herself was plunged in deep

thought,—most probably pondering upon the con-

tents of the letter which she had that morning

received; and thus for some time she remained

unconscious of having become the object of ad-

miration and interest on the part of a young and

very handsome gentleman who was mounted on a

superb steed.

There was something distinguished in the ap-

pearance of this cavalier. Not only, as just stated,

was he remarkably handsome and possessed all the

advantages of youth—his age not exceeding that

of the lady whom he was admiring—but his de-

meanour was exceedingly prepossessing ; and there

was a certain mildness in his look, which without

detracting from a proper manliness of mien, be-

spoke an amiable disposition. He was followed

by a groom in a neat and elegant livery, and who
bestrode an animal well corresponding with the

beauty of the steed which carried his master. It

was evident by the way in which this gentleman

Buddenly reined in his horse on catching the first

glimpse of Mrs. Chesterfield's figure, as she was
walking in front, that he was at once struck by the

admirable symmetry of her shape—a shape which,

with an almost Hebe luxuriance, was of perfect

proportions. He walked his animal until, having

passed her somewhat, he was enabled to obtain a

view of her countenance ; and tlie impression made
by that face, enhanced the admiration already ex-

cited by her figure. He coul<l not immediately

take his eyes off her ; and she was so deeply ab-

sorbed in her own reflections, that she did not no-

tice how attentively he was surveying her. Sud-

denly smitten with the conviction that his gaze

was of a fixity and an ardour that might be con-

strued into ruiocess, he reluctantly averted his

eyes and quickened the pace of his liorse : but he

could not for the life of him continue his way with

the chance of losing sight of a being who had
thus so suddenly taken possession of liis lieart. He
again looked round : still she saw him not : he was
enabled therefore_to consider her more attentively

—and ho felt that this lovely unknown luid, all

unconsciously, become invested with a po\v<'r over

him which he could not possilbly shake ott". The
longer he contemplated her, the more fervid grew
his admiration. She appeared faultless in his eyes.

I

With all the straining of hypercriticism—if be
were inclined to be thus critical—he could not
have wished a single feature to be otherwise than
it was, nor a single contour of her shape to be dif-

ferently modelled. Every one has a j)articular

taste in respect to female beauty : every man has
his own heau ideal of feminine charms ;—and here

was a being who in every way, even to the minutest
detail, fulfilled that picture of loveliness which the

young gentleman had often drawn in his own
imagination as the one to be most worshipped
and adored.

Still she beheld him not. Again he feared to

be considered rude, and even grossly insulting ; for

she was evidently a well-bred lady—there was no-
thing in her appearance that could be taken as an
encouragement for libertine advances ;—and ab-

sorbed in thought as she now seemed, it was ut-

terly impossible to perceive in her demeanour the

faintest approximation to an overture. But that

very pensiveness on her part excited the interest

and piqued the curiosity of him who was thus ad-

miring her. Already enamoured of her beauty, ho
longed to know who she was : he longed likewise

to ascertain wherefore she was thus plunged in

melancholy thought. He could not therefore hurry
away from the spot where she was walking; and
yet, ii he thus continued reining in his own impa-
tient steed so as not to outstrip her pace, and at

the same time keeping his looks so fervently fixed

upon her, he would be guilty of a rudeness which
was altogether at variance with his sense of good
breeding. Eeluctantly therefore was he compelled
to ride onward ; but at a little distance he halted

again, and looked back. She had turned—she was
retracing her way : the idea of losing sight of her
was not to be endured. At any risk he must
know more of her : so he txumed like\vise—and
again walking his horse, soon overtook the object

of his admiration.

Suddenly she raised her eyes, and beheld his

own fixed thus ardently upon her. Her Ups,

riper and redder than the most luscious of fruit,

were slightly apart : he could discern the dazzling

brilliancy of her teeth—he saw that she was indeed

perfect in every feature, faultlessly fulfilling his

own beau ideal of feminine beauty. She averted

her eyes— it struck him, with a flush of dignified

indignation upon her countenance ; and she at

once turned into a diverging pathway, which
could not be pursued by any one on horseback.

He reined in his steed to a halt ; and sat for a

few moments in the saddle irresolute how to act.

But promptly making up his mind, he sprang to

the ground ; and as the groom immediately gal

loped up, he abandoned his horse to the man's
charge,—quickly striking into the same path which
the lady had entered.

In a few minutes he was by her side. Mrs.
Chesterfield neither looked to the right nor to the

left —nor quickened nor slackened her pa«e—but
continued her way with an air as if she were

I

ignorant that she had thus been followed ; or else

with the modest self-possession of a virtuous

woman who chose not to give the slightest en-

couragement to libertine boldness. The yoimg
gentleman longed to address her, but dared not

:

he passed on—and when a few yards in front,

looked hack. Mrs. Chesterfield at once turned

into another pathway,—so thvX if he now rcWaced
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his own way and followed her, there would be I

gomething unmistakably ' pointed in the proceed-

ing. For a few moments he again stood irreso-

lute . he thought to himself that this was de-

cidedly no adventure offering him any encourage-

ment to persevere with it ;—and yet it seemed as

if his whole happiness were at stake, so great was

the empire which her charms had within a short

half-hour established over his heart. He was how-

ever no frivolous-minded young man, such as Lord

Saxondale : he possessed a loftier intelligence

—

and yet he had not the moral power to iling off

tlic thraldom which had thus so suddenly en-

chained him in its meshes.

With a sort of desperate resolve he pursued the

lady : he passed her again—he looked round—but

with a gaze of the most respectful admiration

;

and perceiving that she stopped suddenly, as if

sorely offended, and was then about to turn and

retrace her own way, he accosted her without

farther hesitation.

" For heaven's sake do not be angry, madam !"

he said, in a tone of earnest entreaty. " Not for

worlds would I give you offence !"

He spoke iu the French language, which was

his own native tongue ; and his looks were full of

a deprecating tenderness, as much as to implore

that his words and conduct might be favom-ably

interpreted. Mrs. Chesterfield bent the full power

of her dark eyes upon him : there was mingled

anger and curiosity in that look ; and as he thus

beheld her close, he saw no need to alter the opinion

he had already formed of the dazzling splendour

of her beauty.
" If you would not offend me, sir," she answered,

after a few moments' pause, "you will at once

proceed on your own way and leave me to follow

mine :"—and as she also spoke in the French

language, it was with that slight foreign accent

which proved that France was not her native

land.
" My way is yours," returned the young gen-

tleman :
" for you lead me b^ a silken chain from

which there is no possibility of self-extrication."

" This, sir," rejoined Mrs. Chesterfield, in a dig-

nified manner, " is not the age of romance, and

you are not a knight-errant, with a prescriptive

privilege to throw yourself at the feet of any lady

whom you may encounter."
" No," he quickly responded, rejoiced at having

60 far succeeded as to hold her in discourse :
" but

though the age of knight-errantry may have passed

away, the admiration which is due to feminine

beauty belongs to all time—and love is confined

not to a particular century, but is coeval witl;

eternity itself."

A scarcely perceptible smile appeared upon the

rich red lips of Mrs. Chesterfield,—not exactly a

smile of scorn nor of anger, but one which was
evidently called up by the ingenuity of lier per-

severing admirer's repartee ; and his heart glowed

with a still deeper fervour, in satisfaction at not

having experienced a farther and more pointed

repulse.

" You arc an English lady," ho said. " Not
only do I judge by your accents that such is the

fact, fluently though you speak my own native

language,— but England alone of all European
countries can produce such a specimen of grand
beauty as yourbclf."

" I do not thank you, sir, for this compliment,"

answered ilrs. Chesterfield ;
" because I hate flat-

tery—and moreover you are holding me in conver-

sation against my will. Decide which path you

purpose to take : the otber direction will bo

mine."

Is it possible that you are resolved to view my
conduct with such severity?" he exclaimed, still

in a tone and manner of earnest entreaty : and so

truly handsome did he appear at the moment, that

even the most virtuous female heart could not

have remained altogether untouched,—especially

as there was nothing of the rakish libertine's inso-

lence in his looks ; but the admiration he displayed

was invested with the profoundest respect. " I

have abeady implored you not to take oifence. At
least permit me the pleasure of conversing with

you for a few minutes longer."

" If for a few minutes, wherefore not for an

hour?" demanded the lady, with a slight and

scarcely perceptible archness of look : and as her

countenance instantaneously became serious again,

she added, " Not for an hour—and therefore not

even for another moment."
Thus speaking, she turned and pursued her way

quickly. The young Frenchman felt bewildered

and excited to almost a maddening degree : the

brief discourse already holden with her, hadrivetted

the power of her charms : her voice, rich and fuU-

toned without in the slightest degree transgressing

the bounds of feminine harmony, had sunk like a

ravishing music into his soul. It was impossible

that he could tear himself away : he almost felt

as if some slight advantage were already gained

;

and if he were justified in so thinking, he resolved

to foUow it up. He was soon by her side again.

" Expend upon me all your indignation, if you

will," he said, in a hurried and excited manner;

"fling upon me all the lightnuig of your looks^

set me down in your mind as tbe most audacious

of men or the vainest of coxcombs—but enamoured

as I have become of your beauty in the space. I

may say, of a few brief minutes, I am resolved i-.ot

to prove altogetlier indifferent to you .' No— I

will even force you," he added, vehemently, " to

accept the homage of my heart
!"

Mrs. Chcstertii'ld once more stopped short : hor

splendid figure was drawn up to its fullest height

:

a dignified elegance characterized it : the crimsi-iv

mounted to her cheeks—her nostrils dilated—h<!r

bust, already so luxuriant, seemed to expand into

a still ampler volume; and her flashing looks were

flung upon the audacious young Frenclnuau. She

spoke not a word: but she gazed upon hiin as it

to assure herself that ho had indeed been bold

enough to address hor in that style —and perhaps

also to put his courage still farther to the test,

and see wlietlier he would quail beneath that Juno-

like aspect which she assumed.
" Oh ! if you mean to piny the goddess," he

cried, in a sort of mad enthusia-sm, " 1 will cheer-

fully Oh, so cheerfully fall down at your feet

in worship and adoration !"

" Do yon know, sir," said the lady, with a half-

supercilious, half-oompassionatc smile, " that I

begin to think your intellects are really deranged:

for there is sonielhing ludicrous in tliis proceeding

on your jjiirt. If I were reading it in a book, I

should smile over it as a monstrously overstrained

sketch : now that it is happening jKisitively and
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actually before me, I cannot treat it otherwise

than by the supposition that its hero must have

escaped from a lunatic-asylum."
" Sane in all other respects," responded the

young Frenchman, " I may indeed be goaded to

madness by the passion with which you have in-

spired me. Now listen ! That very attitude of

goddess-like indignation which you just now as-

sumed—that very aspect of ire which, with the

mien of the Olympian Queen, you put on—have

only exhibited your incomparable charms in a new
phase, and rendered me more completely your
slave. Aye !" he added, with a sort of fever of

exultation, " I could consent to endure taunts

—

Bcorn—even the direst outpourings of your wrath,

BO long as you do but allow me to remain in your
presence."

" And pray," demanded Mrs. Chesterfield, " who
is the audacious individual who is persecuting me
thus ?"

" I am the Viscount de Chateauneuf," he re-

sponded :
" and I may without vanity add that I

belong to one of the oldest and wealthiest families

of France."
" Most sincerely do I hope," immediately ob-

served Mrs. Chesterfield, " that you have parents

who will keep a watchful supervision over you ?"

" My parents have long been dead," rejoined

the Viscount :
" they perished when I was a

child."

"But you have guardians —you have relations,"

continued the lady, " who may take care of you ?

—for heaven knows that you require their atten

tive watching."
" I am my own master," he answered :

" and
no one has the power to exercise the slightest

control over me."
" I should not have thus remained in discourse

with you," observed Mrs. Chesterfield, " did I not

really believe that your intellects were slightly

unhinged. But if there be no ground for such

compassionate feeling on my part, then for the

same reason there exists no apology for your con-

duct ; and I beseech nay, I command that you
leave me without further molestation."

" Oh ! madam, reject me not thus !" exclaimed

the Viscount. " Yes—I am mad—my intellects

are unsettled—have your own way—anything

—

everything you wish or choose to suspect, so long

as you permit me to be near you ! I am not one
of those vain and presumptuous libertines who
fancy that they have merely to fling their looks

upon a woman in order to captivate her : but the

blaze of your beauty burst as it were upon me
with a power that was irresistible. I feel towards
you as never to any woman did I feci before

Would that this were a land of slavery, that 1

could be your slave
!"

" Now, my Lord Viscount de Chateauneuf,"
said Mrs. Chesterfield, with a coohiess which if not

actually supercilious, was at least sulficient to

damp the ardour and even provoke the irritation

of the young nobleman il" he really did not love

her as passionately as he had proclaimed,—" you
must confess that you are carrying the romance of

the present proceeding to a point at which it

be'omes ludicrously unnatural and preposterous.

I might — indeed, perhaps I oiight—U) exliibit

more anger : but with that impression upon my
mind, I really havp not the heart to visit your

silly presumption with any severer evidence of

my displeasure—and hope that you will now at

once pursue your own path."

"No, lady. By heaven!" he exclaimed, "if

love could be chased out of the heart by bitter

words, your's woidd have had that effect. It is

not however so with me. I have suddenly entered

into a new state of being : I feel as if I had a
certain duty to perforin,— a duty towards myself,

—a duty for the assurance of my own happiness

;

and it shall be accomplished ! I care not at what
sacrifice nor at what risk : it is my destiny—and I

will fulfil it. No : I will not leave you ! By
heaven, you shall not remain indifferent to me

!

My conduct shall be fraught with a perseverance

that will compel you to take it as most serious,

and not to stigmatize it as puerile silliness. You
may invoke the aid of the law against me—you
may consign me to a prison : but you cannot con-

quer the feelings of my heart. The term for my
release must come : and then would I follow you
all over the world—I would find you out, wherever
your place of concealment— I would tear you
away from the midst of your family—from the

embrace of father and mother aye, even from
the arms of a husband By heaven, lady ! you
shall be mine—and I swear it

!"

Mrs. Chesterfield's countenance gradually grew
profoundly serious; and then, mingling with that

seriousness, was a certain degree of trouble, as

the impassioned Frenchman went on speaking.

She looked anxiously around as if to see if succour

were nigh : but no one appeared—and they were
in the depth of the wood.

" And is it a French nobleman—a French gen-

tleman—a man of honour and of chivalrous mind
who thus addresses me P" she asked, her frame
trembling visibly. " Suppose, sir, that I do really

possess a husband who is devoted to me, and wlio

being absent, places the firmest reliance and the

fullest trust in the honour and purity of his wife,

—would you compromise me with him ?"

" Have you not ah-eady gleaned sufficient from
my words," exclaimed the Viscount, " to be con-

vinced that you are speaking to a man whom
excess of passion has goaded to frenzy ? and what
will not such a desperate man do ? Compromise
you with your husband! What does a woman
require, but the love of a man—a love which is a

worship and an adoration ? That love shall you
have from me. Rest assured that it will far

transcend any amount of love with which youf

husband can regard you. And, Oh ! if he be

absent—if for a single day—a single hour—he

could consent to separate himself from such a

being as you, it is that he loves you not with one

tithe of the fond ardour that my devoteduess

would display I"

" And do you seriously reflect, M. de Chateau-

neuf," asked Mrs. Chesterfield, her dark eyes

resting earnestly ujwn his flushed and excit<>d

count oniince, " that your words arc fraught with a

sovereign insult to a virtuous woman ? Once
more, sir, will you sutter me to depart ? I wish

for no scene—no exposure— nothing to compromise
cither of us in the more frequented parts of this

resort ; and therefore do I counsel you to take one

path, and leave me free to choose another. For
this reason also I do not abruptly break away from

you ; because I will not provoke you to hang upon
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my footsteps, and pursue me in such a manner as

will compel me to resent your conduct. You see,

sir, that I speak considerately, and even kindly to

you under the circumstances : I am willing to

forget what has occurred, if you will only suflFer

me to pursue my way without farther moles-

tation."

" I have already declared," he answered, " that

we shall not part thus. I have sworn that I will

compel you to regard me with some other feeling

beyond indifference '

"And therefore," interrupted the lady, "you
would inspire me with terror."

" No," he rejoined :
" with love

!"

There was a pause, during which Mrs. Chester-

field again seemed bewildered and troubled,—

a

pause, too, during wliich her impassioned admirer

drank in fresh draughts of fervid love. He
was literally intoxicated by the feelings where-

with she had inspired him. All this reMoning
on her part only maddened him the more fiercely

—rendered him the more desperate. He was
brought to that point at which he could commit a

crime rather than not succeed in winning her

whose grand beauty had so completely ensnared

his soul. And now the reader will probably be-

think himself of that description which we gave

in a recent chapter of the varied modes in which
young Cupid takes possession of the human heart

:

for, as in the case of Francis Paton and Angela
Deveril, the mischievous god had entered the

sacred tabernacle of tender feelings stealthily and
gradually—so in the present instance, had he all

in a moment stormed the heart of the Viscoimt

de Chateauneuf.
" I feel so exhausted and overcome," said Mrs.

Chesterfield, " by the excitement which for the

last hour 1 have gone through, that in mercy I

ask you to suffer me to return to my residence."
" Yes—if you permit me to know where that

residence is. It cannot be far ofiT," he added, as

an idea struck him :
" or you would not be on foot

in this wood."

"But," she replied, "what guarantee have I

against
"

" Molestation on my part ?" he ejaculated,

finishing the sentence for her. " Give me but a
single hope, however faint—however distant : pro-

mise that of your own accord you will meet me
again : name the hour and the place - and as a

man of honour I swear that those with whom you
are residing, shall have no cause to suspect that

your beauty has won the heart of an admirer who
will never be wearied of giving you proofs of his

dc\otcdnc88."
" You place before me, sir," answered the lady,

" certain conditions which leave me no alternative.

To-morrow at mid-day will 1 be in this spot : but
I conjure you to reflect well in the meantime,
whether you are acting wisely and well in respect

to yourBplf— honourably and chivalrously in respect

t« me. And now, sir, if you follow at a con-
venient distance, you will sec whore I reside."

A look of profound gratitude, totally unmingled
with overbearing; triumph, appeared upon the
co'intonancc of the young nobleman : he felt that i

he had gained a material point—hope was burning
'

in his breast -and with his glances did he thank 1

that splendid woman for not having driven him to

despair. She turned and walked in the direction

of the Durands' villa : she did not look back—but
she knew that the Viscount de Chateauneuf was
following at a certain distance. She reached the

gate of the enclosure in the midst of which the
villa stood ; and as she rang the bell, she did glance

round for a single moment. The Viscount wai
amongst the trees—and though visible to her, yet

beyond the range of view commanded by the win-
dows. He raised his hat in respectful salutation

—tarried there till he saw that she really entered

the house—and then plunging deeper into the wood,
remained watching in concealment for at least an
hour, to assure himself that she did not come forth

again. For he thought it just possible that she
might have merely called there upon some pretext,

so as to rid herself of his importunities. But the

hour passed : she did not make her appearance
;

and through an opening in the trees, he presently

caught a glimpse of her as she passed one of the

windows of the principal room on the first floor.

Then he felt assured that she was really and truly

an inmate of that house ; and he hastened away
with a heart full of exultation.

CHAPTER CXXXVIL

THE VISCOUNT DE CHi.TBAU:rEUy.

Punctually at noon on the following day, Au-
gusta Chesterfield repaired to the appointed spot.

The weather was again exceedingly beautiful and
remarkably mild. The sun was shining—and there

was a certain degree of warmth in the air which
produced the impression of Spring's advent rather

than of stern Winter's near approach. Mrs.
Chesterfield was dressed with perhaps still m^re
elegance than on the preceding day ; and certainly

her beauty was of a very superior character. The
masses of her raven hair hung in long luxuriant
tresses beneath the bewitching Parisian bonnet
that she wore : her dress, of rustling glossy silk,

fitted tight to her shape,— thus developing in

well defined reliefs and in rounded outlines the
rich contours of her form. As the pathway had
grass on either side, and waa exceedingly narrow
—and the herbage might be damp—she raised her
dress somewhat, as ladies are wont to do ; thus
aflording a glimpse of the shapely foot and the

well-turned ankle. There was a slight flush upon
her countenance—the mantling of a carnation hue
beneath the delicate olive of her pure skin ; and
her eyes appeared to swim in a lustrous languor.

The Viscount de Chateauneuf was at the rcmiez-

rous—which indeed he had reached half-an-hour

before the appointed time ; and on this occasion

he had come on foot, so as to avoid the possibility

of having his actions spied by the groom who had
accorap.anicd him on the preceding day. The
moment he beheld the object of his adoration ap-

proach, he flow towards her, and before she had
time to prevent the action—if she had the inclina-

tion—he had caught her delicately gloved hand
and pressed it in rapture to his lips.

" You have come," he exclaimed, in a tone of

fervid exultation !
" You have come—you have

kept your word—there is hope—and I am happy '"

'Yes— I have como, my lord," she answered,

quickly withdrawing her hand, and Bpenking in a
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verj serious tone :
" but it was with tlio cspncta-

tion of finding that you had thought better of your
yesterday's folly, and tliat in order to make amends
you would not bo hero to-day."

" Then you uaderstood me not ! you compre-
hended not tixe passion with which your charms
had inspired me ! Oh,, believe me when I declare

that not for one single moment has your image
been absent from ray mind. Not once did I close

my eyes in slumber last night : I lay thinking of you
—I did not wish to sleep—my reverie was delicious.

I knew that you would come to-day : I had no
doubt of it ! I felt that such a love as that which

I cherished towards you, could not fail to inspire

at least some small amount of compassion—some
trilling degree of sympathy—some particle of in-

terest. You must have reflected that a man who
offers to devote himself entirely to you—to elevate

you in his heart's tabernacle as the idol of his wor-

ship—is not one whose love is to be treated with

indifference. All this I said to myself; and there-

fore I knew that you would come."
" And is it possible," asked Mrs. Chesterfield

" that you are still in this frame of mind ? What
am I to do to reason you into a more rational

course ? Did I not tell you that I was married ?"

" And did I not assure you in return, that no
husband shall bar me from you ? But he is absent

—he neglects the treasure that he possesses
"

" Speak not of him thus," interrupted the lady :

"he is on his way to India, whither imperious
duties summon him."

"To India .!*" echoed the Viscount, enthusiastic

joy lighting up his featui-es, and rendering them so

supremely handsome that the lady's countenance

flushed with a deeper dye and her eyes swam in a

more voluptuous lustre, as she gazed upon him.
" To India, say you ? Then has he left the arena

open for another competitor to carry off the prize !

To India ?—and he could leave you behind him !

Oh, he loves you not ! believe me, he loves you
not— while I offer you the devotion of the ten-

derest heart and the adoration of a whole life-

time !"

The lady gave no answer—but bent down her
looks as she walked slowly by tlie side of the im-
passioned young Viscount. He gazed upon her—
that is to say, as much as he could discern of that

gloriously handsome countenance which was thus

bent downwaril : he gazed upon her with rapture

and with hope ! Then his eyes slowly wandered
over the sweeping length of her magnificent shape

;

and he felt that he could seize her in his arms—he
could strain her to his breast—he could cover her
lips, her cheeks, and her brow with kisses. But
he dared not yet go thus far : and yet he saw that his

triumph was assured. For if she intended to reject

him altogether, why did she continue silent now ?

why did she keep her looks bent down ? why was
she evidently reflecting P Ah ! says not the old

proverb that the woman who deliberates is K)st ?

—

and was she not deliberating at that moment ?

" Tell me— tell me," he said, after a long pause,
" that I am not altogether iudifl'erent to you."

" I know not how to adtlress you," she answered,
in a low murmuring voiw, as she gently raised her
blushing countenance. " If I beseech you to leave

me, you will not ; and if I were to lly stealthily

away from Paris, you would pursue me. If I in-

voke the aid of the law—which perhaps is my duty

—I nevertheless feel that it would be a too cruel

punishment for the love which you proclaim, and
which seems to have become your master. In every
way, therefore, do I find myself compromised witV
you. Four-and-twcnty hours have elapsed since

we parted
; you have had leisure to reflect upon

what yesterday took place—and yet you are still

the same. The strength of your passion is thus
shown—I cannot doubt it : and it were to take the
highest stand on the pedestal of female pride—or
shall I say to fall into the very extreme of female
afifectation ?—if I were to acclare tliat I am neither

flattered nor complimented by the tribute of such
a love as this."

The Viscount de Chateauneuf, literally trem-
bling with the thrill of ecstacy and wild delight

which shot through his frame, seized the lady's

hand again—pressed it in his own—and this time
found that it was not so immediately withdrawn.
As he thus pressed it too, he fancied that it qui-

vered somewhat to his touch: he likewise thought
that the colour heightened upon her cheeks—and
that therefore she herself was not inaccessible to

the emotions that throbbed in his own heart. Ho
offered her his arm ; and she took it,—her hand
however not leaning upon it, but merely resting

there liglit as if it were a feather.
" I will not therofore say," she continued, in the

same low murmuring voice as before, " that I am
altogether indifferent to the proofs of love which
you have oflered me : but still I feel as if standing

on the brink of a precipice into which one false

step will precipitate me, and whence all return is

impossible. Now, M. de Chateauneuf, it is no
light thing for you to seek the accomplishment of

this immense change in my circumstances : nor can
I consent, as if it were in a moment of frenzy, to

rush blindly and precipitately on such a new phase
of existence. Let not our present interview be
prolonged : it is for you to regard it as a proof

that whatsoever I may promise will be faithl'uUy

fuHillcd."

" Promise me, therefore," eselairacd the young
nobleman, " that to-morrow, at the same hour and
the same place, you will meet me. Promise me
this—and I am your slave, ready to obey you in

all things."
" I promise," answered Mrs. Chesterfield. "And

now leave me Go—let us separate : and above
all things, take care how you compromise me at

the respectable dwelling where I am residing."
" Compromise you !" ejaculated the Viscount, aa

if he thought the injunction seemed to throw a
damp upon his hopes. " Assuredly I will not seek

your presence imtil I receive your full permission :

but it' when you come to know me better—if when
you catch more of the inspiration of that love which
I feel for you,—if then, I say, you decide upon
abandoning yourself altogether unto me, you will

have to dare the opinion of the world—you will be-

come what is called compromised; and from this you
must not shrink. Do you understand me ? It is no
mere passing intrigue of gallantry wliich I propose:

I should loathe myself if I were capable of offering

you such an insult : I should loathe you if you
were capable of accepting it. No :—what I require

of you is the utter and total renunciation of all

other tics ; so that when your husband returns

from India, he may not find you ready to receive

him with open arms—but he may know the trea-
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sure he left behind him, has fallen into tlic pos-

session of one who is hotter capable of appreciating

it. I have wealth—immense wealth ; and it shall

be laid at yoav feet. Of my rank, under circum-

stances, I cannot make you the sharer : our union

cannot be sanctified at the altar;—but the ties

which arc to bind us, shall be strengthened by the

fondest love. And now you understand me ; and

you promise that to-morrow, at this hour and on

this spot, we shall meet again ?"

" I promise," was the reply, faintly and mur-

muringly given.
" And the name of her whom I adore ?" said the

young nobleman : " what name is it that I may
breathe incessantly with the secret voice of my
heart until we meet again ?"

" Augusta Chesterfield," was the response. "And
now that you have my promise, let us separate."

" Farewell, then, for the present, my own wor-

shipped Augusta!"—and M. de Chateauneuf would

have strained her to his breast ; but she sped away

from him in the direction of the Durands' villa.

On this occasion, however, she did look back for

a moment ; and she made a sign of adieu—so that

the young nobleman was enabled to congratulate

himself that the circumstances of their parting on

the present occasion were far more favourable to

his hopes than those of the preceding day.

In the afternoon Mrs. Chesterfield took an oppor-

tunity to walk with Madame Dui-and in the garden

attached to the villa ; and during a pause in the

conversation, she observed, as if quite casually,

" There are in this neighbourhood several very fine

mansions : I presume that they are occupied by the

elite of your nobility and gentry ?"

Madame Durand particularized several ; and

being of a loquacious disposition, she entered into

minute details relative to the reputed incomes and

family circumstances of those persons concerning

whom she was speaking.
" You behold that beautiful white chateau stand-

ing on yonder eminence about a mile distant?"

she continued. " It belongs to the Viscount de

Chateauneuf— a very wealthy young nobleman,

and as handsome as he is rich."

" I think I have heard the name mentioned be-

fore," said Mrs. Chesterfield.

" Oh ! it is a time-honoui-ed name in the history

of the French Aristocracy," proceeded Madame
Durand. " True, our Aristocracy is nothing now-

a-days : two revolutions and the Charter of 1830

have stricken down the prestige of nobility—and

no great harm either. Therefore great names are

only estimated now if associated with great wealth

—wuich is the case with M. de Chateauneuf. But

then," added the landlady, " the riches came by

marriage, and were not already in his own family,

which was very much impoverished
"

" Then this nobleman," observed Mrs. Chester-

field, stooping down to pick up her pocket-

handkerchief,—" this young nobleman of whom
you are speaking, is married ?"

" Oh, yes !—he has been married for the last

two years—and he obtained that beautiful chateau

and the annexed estate, together with another

chateau and another estate somewhere in the

south of France, and an income of five hundred

thousand francs * a year, all by this matrimonial
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alliance. I will tell you how it was," continued

the garrulous Madame Durand. "There was a

very opulent sugar-baker who retired from busi-

ness some three or four years ago. He was a

widower, and had an only child—a daughter named
Stephanie. This young lady is exceedingly beauti-

ful—one of the most perfect and angelic creatures

you ever saw in your life—highly educated and

brilliantly accomplished—of distinguished manners

too—and elegant deportment. Now, I must t^ll

you that the sugar-baker was a vulgar, coarse-

mannered, repulsive person— very fond of the

bottle—and when in his cups, most outrageously

insulting to all his guests. The consequence was
that, after retiring from business and mingling in

the gay circles of fashion for a few months, he was

completely shunned ; and being turned out of good

society, entailed the same penalty upon his haples«

and innocent daughter. His ambition was to make
for her a splendid match ; and thus he suddenly

found all his hopes, as he feared, completely frus-

trated. How was he to get back into society?

how to accomplish his aim on Stephanie's behalf

One of the few friends who remained to him
suggested a means. ' Yo\i, my good fellow,' he

said to the sugar-baker, ' can give your daugh-

ter a fortune : you need not therefore look out

for a young nobleman or gentleman who has

a fortune likewise ; because with such advan-

tages of his own, no such individual would imdcr

present circumstances espouse Mademoiselle Ste-

phanie. What you require, therefore, is a young
nobleman of brilliant connexions, ancient family,

but no wealth ; and who will consent to wed your

daughter for her riches. Such a son-in-law would

be able, by his position, to a certain extent to rule

the opinion of society in your favour.'—The sugar-

baker readily accepted this advice ; the kind friend

undertook to find such a nobleman as was wantoj
;

and the impoverished scion of the Chateauneuf

family was the fortunate individual thus selected.

Accordingly, after a courtship of six weeks, Made-
moiselle Stephanie became Viscountess de Chateau-

neuf. I must however observe that the young

nobleman would not consent to any particular

formality of marriage-settlements and so forth:

he was resolved to have the whole control over

whatsoever fortune his wife might bring him ; and

the sugar-baker was too eager to have the dream

of his darling ambition fulfilled, to throw any ob-

stacles in the way. Poor man ! when once he was

again introduced into society, and tolerated there

as the father-in-law of the yoimg and brilliant

Viscount de Chateauneuf, he did not long survive

the intoxication of his joy ; and in a tit of an-

other species of intoxication was suddenly cut

off."

" And the young couple," said Mrs. Chesterfield

inquiringly,—"are they much attached to each

other ?"

" Can it be supposed," asked Madame Durand,
" that such an alliance should prove 9 very happy

one ? The Viscount is a sufficiently amiable young

man : but it appears that he has conceived some-

thing bordering upon an aversion for his wife.

Perhaps it is that his pride is wounded in being

constantly reminded by circumstances that he owes

all he possesses to the sugar-baker's daughter.

Perhaps he feels that he sold himself, as it were,

to the selfish ambition of a vulgar upstart-, of



THE MY3TEE1K3 OP THB COTTHT. 243

perhaps there may be some infirmity of temper

on his own part, with which the world is not

generally acquainted. Certain it is, however,

that with all his other good qualities—and I

believe that he has several—he cannot brinj hiiu-

elt" to pay proper attention to the Viscountess."
" And does she pine at this treatment ?" asked

Mrs. Chesterfield :
" does she resent it ? or is she

indifferent to it ?"

" Indifferent—no!" ejaculated Madame Durand.
" She loves and adores her husband : she worships

the very ground on wliich he walks : she is too

amiable to comprehend in all its intensity the

fulness of his neglect — and much too sweet-

tempered to think of resenting his conduct. She
studies to make allowances for hiin : she cannot of

course blind herself to the fact that he loves her

less than she could wish—but she will not admit
to herself that he loves her as little as he does.

Slie attributes to faults or failings on her own side ,

that conduct on his part which really has its origin
!

in his invincible aversion for her. She fancies that

Blie is not beautiful enough—that lier manners are

not sudicieutly engaging —that her accoinplish-

flients are inadequate to her position ; and she

tlierofore strains and studies to render herself as

agreeable as possible. This very effort on her

part is distasteful to lilm : and her want of con-

fidence in herself, appears to the Viscount an ad-

ditional proof of her unfitness to be his wife.

Now, Mrs. Chesterfield," a Ided the loquacious but
iiitelligent Madame Durand, " I think I have fur-

nished you with a pretty tolerable insight into

the family and circumstances of the Viscount and
Viscountess de Chateauueuf."

" Have they any children ?" inquired the Eng-
lish lady.

" None," was the response. " Perhaps if their

union had produced issue, a tic which exists not
now, miglit have bound the husband more closely

to the wife."

" Then, I presume," observed Mrs. Chesterfield,

with an air of careless in lilference, as if she were
merely talking for conversation's sake,—'• that the

Viscount seeks indemnification for domestic un-
happiuess, in the dissipations of your gay
capital ?"

'•No," replied Madame Durand: "and this is

one of the most remarkable phases in his cha-

racter. So far from being dissipated, he is par-

ticularly steady : his ciiicf amusement is riding on
horsobiick -and lie may frequently be seen can-

ti'ring on a splendid steed, ami followed by a groom
iti an eleg.mt livery, througli the adjacent wood.

Whether he may liave a mistress on the sly, 1 (jf

course cannot say: but at all events he bears the

reputation of being as well-conducted ayoung man
in iiis private life as could possibly exist."

Here the discourse terminated, as a servant

came forth to announce that dinner was served

up.

On the following day, punctually at noon, Mrs.
Chesterfield repaired to the place of appointment.
Slie was now apparelled with a degree of elegance

that made her charms truly resplendent. If .she

had studied her toilet in order to set off the

grandeur of her beauty to the utmost advantage,

she could U(jt have succeeded more clfectually.

At the same time there was notliiiig outre or gaudv
in her apparel —uuthiug inconsistent with the most

exquisite taste. She seemed to know that she
possessed a superb figure ; and she had selected a
garb the best calculated to display its fine con-
tours. Under the circumstances in which she was
keeping the present appointment, it is natural to
suppose that there was a certain excitement of the
thoughts which gave a heightened animation to
the countenance ; and when the carnation tin<^e

did rest upon those soft cheeks—and when an
additional flood of lustre was poured into those
swimming eyes—it appeared impossible that the
splendour or brilliancy of her charms could ba
enhanced.

The Viscount de Chateauneuf was earlier than
the appointed hour at the spot ; and, as on the
preceding day, he had been waiting some little

time, when the object of his passion made her
appearance. He however had felt assured that
she would not disappoint him—that she would
keep her word—and that she would come. Hand-
some as she had appeared to him before, she was
now, if possible, handsomer than ever in his eyes;
and if she had studiously and deliberately intended
to consolidate the empire which she had won over
his heart, she certainly might congratulate herself
on the fullest success.

" A<lorable Augusta !" said the young nobleman,
hastening towards her: but to his surprise an(l

dismay, she suddenly assumed a cold and distant
look, and held back the hand which he attempted
in rapture to seize.

'•My lord," she said, " you have deceived me.
Frankly and candidly did I explain to you my
position—that I was married "

" Forgive me, Augusta—forgive me !" exclaimed
the Viscount, becoming terribly agitated :

" but I
had not the courage to tell you yesterilay that I
also am married. On my soul, that avowal would
have been conveyed in almost the very first woi-ds
issuing from my lips on the present occasion !"

' You did wrong thus to deceive me," said Mrs.
Chesterfield: "for deception it really w.s. You
sliould have been candid at once, and lot have
sullcred me to learn by tlie accident of conversa-
tion that such is the case. Do not think for a
moment that I have been purposely prying into
your affairs. No -heaven forbid ! I thought you
were all frankness and candour ; and I received as
g(^-ip.'l whatever fell from your lips."

" And not in one single woi-d have I deceived
you!" cwlaimed the Viscount with impassioned
vehemence. " It is true that I withheld a fact

:

but I have misrepresented nothing. I gave you
the assurance of my fervid and devoted love ; and
iieaven is my witness liow truthfully I spoke in all

that I tlius said. If not, wherefore am I iiere

now ? And when I yesterday bade you refiect

that there were s.icrilices which you would have to

make, -think you that I had not in view certain
sacrifices on my own side ? Tliink you that if you
would have to surrender a husband, I had not al-

ready made up my mind to suri-ender a wifei* Did
I not expressly and emphatically declare that, al-

thougii I could place my wealth at your foot, yet
that 1 onild not make you the sharer of my rank ?

And liow can this discovery of my marriage consti-

tute any dilfereuce between us, iuxsmuch as even
if 1 were unnnirried, you could not accompany lue

(o tlie altar i-"

" rerhaps," responded Augusta Cheaterlielil, " 1
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had a certain prospect in view while deliberating

whether I should accept your proposals : perhaps

I reasoned to myself that if I sacrificed everything

for you, a divorce might be obtained between ray

husband and myself, and that then you would

make me your wife. But now, under existing cir-

cumstances, the sacrifice you ask me to make is

far greater than I regarded it while deeming you

unmarried. Therefore," added Mrs. Chesterfield,

in a firm voice, and bending upon the Viscount an

ef|ually decisive look, " I have met you here now to

proclaim, emphatically and peremptorily, that

everything is at an end between us. As a man
of honour you will never breathe to a living soul

that for a single moment I had the weakness to

give ear to your words "

" My God, Augusta, speak not thus !—my own
adored Augusta !"—and the Viscount appeared the

very image of despair. " liccall those dreadful

words I — they are my doom— my death knell !

Oh, that the same hps from whence you learnt the

secret of my marriage, should have forborne tc

tell you that it was an unhappy one ! Or perhaps

that much was likewise explained to you ? If not

I declare it now. I never loved her who bears the

name of my wife : I never loved before until I

beheld you. Oh ! mine is a heart that craved an

object whereon to bestow all the immensity of that

love whereof it is capable ; and my imagination

had often depicted the beau ideal of her whom I

could thus love passionately and adoringly. There

was a void in this heart of mine to be filled up
and therefore was it that the very first moment
my eyes settled upon you, I beheld the idol of my
imagination—the beati ideal for which I yearned

—

the object which could alone occupy that place in

my heart ! Augusta, will you refuse such a love

as this ? No, you will not—you will not—it is

impossible ! I see that your looks are melting

—

their severity is dissipating—you will not di-ive

me to despair 1"

" "Wliat am I to do ?—Oh, -what am I to do?"
said Mrs. Chesterfield murmuringly, with all the

appearance of one who was cruelly bewildered

how to act.

" What are you to do ?" cried Chateauneuf,

Beizing both her hands and pressing them in his

own : " what arc you to do ? You are to breathe

the word which will confirm my happiness, and
thereby give mo the means of ensuring your
own !"

" Ensuring my own happiness ?" said Augusta,

in a musing strain. " Oh ! it is a tremendous risk

that I rim in abandoning my hvisband for the sake

of you ! Yos—it is a risk which I dare not en-

counter there is a reason "

" And that reason ?" ejacidatcd the Viscoimt

de Chateauneuf, full of the most anxious sus-

pense.

"It is that by remaining faithful to rny husband,"

answered Mrs. Chesterfield, averting her head,
" I scciu-e a name ior the child which I bear in

my bosom : but if I surrender myself into your
arms "

•' I will be a father to your child !" responded
the Viscount, in a low voice, but replete with a

concentrated joy that he was enabled thus to re-

move the last scruple which appeared to exist in

the mind of his adored one.

Then I am yoiq-'s," she answered : and she re-

sisted not, when rapturously catching her in hi*

arms, he strained her to his breast.

CnAPTER CXXXVIII.

THE ANATOMICAL MU9BUH.

It was midnight—midnight in the dull and gloomy
month of November; and neither moon nor star

pooped forth from the leaden sky. A drizzling

rain was falling,^so that the street-lamps looked

as if seen through a mist ; and no one was abroad,

save those whom duty or necessity, or other urgent
circumstances, compelled to remain exposed to the

inclement atmosphere. The tall stiff fwlicemen,

wrapped in their great coats, wore their oil-skin

capes : the daughters of crime stood shivering in

doorways; and houseless mendicants endeavoured
to draw their rags more closely around them.

The hour of twelve was being proclaimed by
the countless tongues of Time throughout the me-
tropolis, as Cbiffm the Cannibal entered Conduit
Street. His great shaggy coat was buttoned
close : his slouching white hat was drawn as much
over his countenance as possible ; and a dingy red
" comibrter," encircling his throat, reached up to

his very nose. His hands were in his capaciou«

coat-pockets,—the right one clutching the end of

his club, which reaching up to his armpit, was thus

concealed by the sleeve of the arm itself. He
walked quickly—did Mr. ChiiHn the Cannibal

:

for, as the reader may suspect, he was bent on im-
portant business.

Turning up a narrow alley which lay between
two houses and communicated with a mews, or

large stabling-yard, Chiifin proceeded with the

unhesitating air of one well acquainted—or, at

all events, well instructed in the topography of

the spot. Another diverging alley brought him
to the back of the particular premises which he
sought; and although there was a door in the

boundary-wall, he paused not to force it open—buf
speedily scaled the wall itself. He was now in a
garden of tolerably spacious dimensions, consider-

ing how thickly that quarter was studded with
dwellings : indeed it was the only garden of that

size in the entire neighbourhood.
" Old Bob Shakerly assured me there wasn't no

dog," muttered Chiffin to himself, as he threaded

the garden-walk : but still he kept his club in

readiness to deal a ferocious blow, should any
such defensive animal rush forward to attack

him.

On gaining the rear of the habitation, Chi/En
found—as he had been led to expect—that a few
steps descended into a sort of area, in which stood

the door opening into the kitchen-premises : while

over this area, and in the angle which one of the

giu-den-walls formed with the hcfUsc, there was a
narrow ascending flight of about a dozen stone

steps leading to another dixir.

" Old Bob Shakerly said as how this woiild be
the best," again muttered the Cannibal to himself t

and ho forthwith mounted those steps last alluded

to.

It was almost completely dark in the garden,—
no lamp being there to shed a ray upon the scene,

and no moon nor star, as already stated, appearing



THE MTSTEBIES OP THE COUBT. 2t:

on the face of heaven. But the lynx-ejes of the

Cannihal had no diffictilty in embracing every

feature of the premises ; and thus did he proceed

without delay or hesitation in the prosecution of

his task. Besides, it was evident enough, from his

own occasional mutterings, that he had been well

tutored by old Bob Shakerly, who though having

pocketted scores of Dr. Ferney's guineas, had not

scrupled to sell his knowledge of the physician's

premises for the bribe which his friend Chiffin had

offered him.

The Cannibal's pockets contained all the re-

quisite implements for house-breaking ; and in this

process he had a most wonderful experience. The
door was therefore speedily forced open, and in so

noiseless a manner that it could not have been

heard by any one a dozen yards off. Chiffin was

now inside Dr. Ferney's habitation. He listened

—and all was silent. One of his pockets furnished

a lantern of the description denominated a
" darky " by persons of the Cannibal's fraternity

;

and this was soon lighted by means of a noiselessly,

striking lucifer-match. The Cannibal found him-

self, as he had been led to expect, in a small passage

communicating with a private staircase ; and up
this staircase he forthwith began to ascend. Every
now and then he stopped and listened : but aU was

still silent. His club was xmder his arm—one

hand carried the lantern—the other, thrust into a

pocket, clutched a pistol : so, that should anything

happen to menace his safety, this desperate cha-

racter was fully prepared for such an event.

He gained the second storey : but here he sud-

denly found himself at fault. Old Shakerly had
described to him the arrangements of the house

just as he himself had been for years acquainted

with them : he had told ChiiBn which was the

doctor's bed-chamber— where the museum and

laboratory were situated—where the servants slept

—and where the spare rooms might be searched

for ; and it was these spare rooms that Chiffin had
purposed to visit,—naturally supposing that in one

of them Lord Saxondale would be located. He
carried in his head a complete map, so to speak, of

Dr. Ferney's dwelling, according to old Shakerly's

acquaintance therewith. Why then was he at

fault? For the simple reason that the altera-

tions which the phj-sician had caused to be made
when about to take lunatic-patients, had changed

tlie aspect of the landing on the second floor ; so

that the Cannibal knew not in what direction to

proceed. "Where he expected to find doors, there

was a i)artition-wall ; and where he looked for a

wall, there were doors. In short, the whole ar-

rangements, as described to him by Shakerly,

were reversed ; and the light of his lantern showed
Lim that these changes were entirely new—there-

fore unknown to his informant.

What was now to be done ? He dared not

remain loitering or deliberating there ; and if he
proceeded at random, he might enter a wrong
room and alarm the whole house. But Chiffin

was not the man to retreat when money was to

be gained ; and he resolved to continue his work
at a venture. He tried the nearest door: it

yielded to his touch—and the light of his lantern

showed him a narrow passage. Comparing the

position of this passage, with the arraugciiienls

described to hiiu by Sliakorly, he fancied tluit it

toiut lead to the spare apartments. He accord*

ingly entered it—and tried another door at the

extremity. This also proved to be open ; and that

it was so, must be attributed to an oversight on
the part of Dr. Ferney himself—for this door com-
municated with a suite of apartments which the

physician was almost invariably in the habit of

keeping carefully closed.

Where was it, then, that the Cannibal thus

found himself? In the museum of physiological

curiosities, anatomical preparations, and waxen
effigies. For a moment, as the light of the lan-

tern revealed these horrors to the Cannibal's gaze,

he was seized with the consternation of terror :

but this effect was not likely to remain long upon
the mind of such a hardened, desperate, care-

nothing individual as he ;—and the feeling was
therefore quickly succeeded by one of curiosity.

He stopped short, and looked around him. Here
an Egyptian mummy, standing upright in its

coffin-like box, met his view through the glass

door : there a corpse, embalmed by Ferney's own
hand, and wrapped in a shroud, glared upon the

Cannibal with its dull glassy eyes. Wherever his

looks settled, it was to alight upon some hideous

object—some ghastly spectacle—or some monstrous
curiosity. He passed on into the adjacent room,
impelled by a feeling which he himself could

scarcely imderstand. Here an array of em-
balmed heads upon a shelf first arrested his

vision : then his gaze settled on a skull grinning

on a table. He looked around : two waxen
effigies, as large as lite—representing human
shapes afflicted with dire and loathsome diseases

—appeared in their glass-fronted cases. Jars,

also of transparent glass, containing infant mon-
sters, were in another part of the room ; and a
colossal skeleton, with one of its fleshless arms
extended, next arrested his attention. But, Ah

!

over what other object did this gigantic atomy
appear to be keeping guard ?—was that a living

man standing in a colBn-like case, and seen

through the glass door ? or was it some fresh

object of horror apparelled in the raiment of a
gentleman ? Chiffin, still impelled by that same
irresistible feeling of curiosity, di-ew nearer ; and
holding up his lantern, threw its rays completely

uj)on this object in its receptacle. Dismay and
terror seized upon him : a subdued cry of con-

sternation escaped his lips—for it was liaiph Fare-

field that seemed thus to be gazing forth at the

Cannibal

!

The club fell from Chiffin's hand ; and it was a
marvel that the other still retained the lantern:

but the handle thereof did his fingers clutcii with

convulsive force, as if some intuitive spell pre-

vented him from losing the light which showed
him that pale countenance on which his dismayed
and horrified looks were rivetted. Yes: there

stood liaiph Farelield— to all ajjpearancc as if ho

had not been dead a cLiy— the same as Lady
Saxondale had seen him when, a few months back,

she was introduced to the mysteries of this

museum. There he stood — that same Kalph Fare-

field whom ChilHn had known upwards of nine-

teen years ago,—dressed, too, in the garb lie was
accustomed to wear, and with uotiiing to indicate

that he was dead save the wax-like pallor of his

countenance and the dull fixed stare of the glnssj

eyes! There lie stood -the corpse of that unin

who hud been one of C'hifiiu's cai'lieot patrons in
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the sphere of crime. No wonder that the re-

cognition should have smitten even that desperate

and hardened ruffian with horror and dismay

—

80 unexpected was the spectacle—»o ominous ap-

peared to be its presence there ! But not long

lasted the impression thus made upon the mind of

the Cannibal.
" It is but a dcad'un," he muttered to himself:

and picking up his club, he flung his rapid looks

around to assure himself that nothing moved—no

one was behind him ; for there was still a sort of

vague terror, though rapidly dissipating, hovering

in his soul.

He now advanced close up to the case which

stood by the colossal skeleton of the Kussian giant

;

and he surveyed the corpse of Ralph Farelield with

an earnest attention. He forgot, for tlie moment,
the purport of his visit to this house—forgot that

time was flying and that he had still much work
to do. As he stood gazing on the corpse, it almost

seemed as if it were becoming animated with a

real life, and that it meant to address him. Its

eyes seemed to gl&re as if vital existence were

lowly lighting up within them : the lips appeared

to move as if a deep hollow voice were about to

come forth from the throat. But these cHects

were only caused by the oscillating play of the light

upon the features ; and Chiffin knew that it was
80. Still, as he remained rivetted there by a sort

of spell, he again felt as if there were something

ominous in his thus encountering the dead of otlier

times. It looked as if his former patron in ini-

quity stood there to warn him that his own career

was drawing to an end, and that the time was

abort ere he would meet that other who had gone

to the world beyond the grave upwards of nineteen

years back

!

It was with a sort of desperate effort that the

Cannibal tore himself away: but as he reached

the door, he could not help looking over liis shoul-

der to assure himself that Ralph Farefield was not

following him. On entering the next room—the

first of the suite constituting the anatomical mu-
eeum— Chiflin drew forth a flask from his pocket,

and poured a copious draught of brandy down his

throat. It appeared to do him good : or, in other

words, it revived all the hardihood of the finished

ruflian. Now he was once more equal to the task

which he had in hand.

Issuing forth fronj the museum, and threading

the passage, the Cannibal was again on the lauding

—again, too, bewildered which direction to take.

But now it suddenly struck him that the altered

arrangements of that part of the doctor's dwelling

must have been eft'octed for the reception of luna-

tic patients; and he naturally judged that the

apartments assigned to them would look towards

the rear of the premises, so that the iron bars at

the windows should not afford an unsightly spec-

tacle in the street-front. Guided hy this conjec-

ture, Chiflin proceeded to try one of the newly

constructed doors. It opened: he peeped in—
and at the same instant a man, who was lying

in a bed there, started up. The light of the lan-

tern streamed full upon his features; and Chilfin

at once saw that it was not the countenance of

Lord Saxondalc. Quick as thought did the ruf-

fian's club descend upon the head of the man thu.^

etartied from his sleep; and the stunning h\o\\

wrested the cry of alai-m which was about to buibt

forth from his lips. He sank back insensible upon
his pillow : but the experienced eye of Chiffin saw
that he was not dead—merely stupified by the

blow he had received. Not that the Cannibal
would have cared overmuch if the consequences
had been of a more fatal character.

The man thus disposed of, was in reality a keeper
whom Dr. Forney had "hired in the course of that

day, soon after his interview with Lady Saxondale,
— this interview, as the reader will recollect, having
resulted in the complete triumph of that wily
woman over the physician, who had accordingly
promised that Lord Saxondale should remain be-

neath his roof. Immediately upon having dealt

the blow which thus effectually stunned the keeper,

Chiflin the Cannibal looked into the adjoining
room, the intervening door being open. There he
beheld young Lord Saxondale, lying fast asleep in

the couch.

A grim smile of satisfaction now appeared upoa
the features of the Cannibal : for he felt assured
that his night's work ^v»uld be crowned with tri-

umph. Throwing back a look to ascertain that

the keeper continued in a state of imconscioiisness,

Cliiflin passed into the chamber where Edmund
slept ; and laying his hand upon the young noble-

man's shoulder, he shook him gently. Edmund
opened his eyes ; and of a surety the countenance
of the Cannibal, seen by the light of the lantern,

was no very agreeable spectacle to greet the first

regards of any individual so waking up. Awful
dismay seized upon Lord Saxondale: he was stricken

speechless with consternation ;—and this was for-

tunate for the scheme then in progress, inasmuch
as everything would have been spoilt if the cr/
which rose to his very lips had found vent.

"You have nothing to fear, my lord," said

Chiflin in a whisper, albeit a hoarse one—and like-

wise in as reassuring a tone as he could pos-

sibly adopt. "I know I am not .a very great

beauty "

" But who are you ?" inquired Edmund, now
recovering just a sufficiency of courage to break

the seal which horror and dismay had in the first

instance set upon his lips : for perhaps it will be
as well to remind the reader that when the scene

took place some months back at Madge Somcrs*

cottage in the neighbourhood of the Seven Sisters'

Road, Lord Saxondale did not behold the Cannibal

at all ; and therefore his features were now utterly

unfamiliar to him.
" Who am I ? Why, a friend of your'n," at

once responded Chiffin.

" A friend P" echoed Saxondale, recoiling with

visible horror; and he trembled likewise with

apprehension.
" Well, at least I am employed by some

gcnclmen which is interested in you," resumed

the Cannibal :
" so don't be frightened—but get

up quick—put on your toggery—and let's be

off."

" Is this possible ?" csclaimed Edmund, joy and
hope suddenly sjiringing up in his soul.

" You will see, my lord, it's so possible that a
post chaise-and-four is waiting for you in the

Square. Jump up, I say, and look sharp."
" But the keeper ?"

" He's all right :"—and the Cannibal displayed

his club siguilicantly.

" You—you— have not mur—mur—murdcrcd
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him ?" aski'J EiLuond, with statiiineriiig speech

:

and his countenance was white as a sheet.

"Not I! Don't be afraid, my lord: only a

gentle tap on his sconce, just to mend his manners

a bit. But you get up ; and I will go and stand

by the feller, so as to give him another tap if he

opens his eyes too soon."

Thus speaking, ChifEn returned into the other

K)om ; and Edmund, springing out of bed, pro-

reeded to huddle' on his garments. He naturally

longed to ask his liberator a, thousand questions,

—

who the gentlemen were to whom he alluded as his

employers—whither he was to be taken—how
Cbirtin himself had got into the house, &c., &c.

:

but ho felt there was no time to pause for such a

purpose ; and moreover the Cannibal, being at the

extremity of the other room, was at too great a

distance to be spoken to otherwise than with a

certain degree of loudness ; and this would be dan-

gerous to the enterprise. On the other hand,

Chiffin himself was stationed close by the keeper's

»uch—one hand grasping the club in readiness to

deal another blow, if needful ; and his left hand
holding the lantern in such a way as to fling its

beams on the man's features. But fortunately for

the keeper, he remained in a perfect state of un-

consciousness until Lord Sasondalc had finished

dressing : for it was by no means certain that a

second blow, if dealt by the Cannibal, would have

been so comparatively innocuous as the first.

In less than three minutes Edmund was dressed

:

never in all his life had he apparelled himself in so

Bliort a time ; and yet his hands trembled—indeed

his entire form quivered—with the most nervous

anxiety and suspense.
" Now, my lord, follow me," said Chiffin ;

" and
mind you tread just as if you was walking on eggs.

I feel pretty certain this chap"—pointing to the

keeper—" will remain quiet for a couple of minutes

or so ; and that's all the time we shall want."

They issued forth from the chamber : noiselessly

they stole along—the private staircase was de-

icended—and they reached the garden. Edmund,
who in the meanwhile had continued in almost a

frightful state of trembling nervousness, now felt as

if he began to breathe the air of freedom; and
when the Cannibal helped him to scale the wall

and he alighted in the lane outside the barrier, he

could scarcely prevent himself from sending forth

an exultant cry to celebrate his escape.

" This way, my lord," said Chiflin, who had
•poedily clambered over the wall after Edmund :

and he led him into Hanover Square.

There they perceived a post chaise-and-four

waiting at a little distance—and two gentlemen,

muffled in cloaks, standing near it.

" It's all right," said the Cannibal, approaching

Mr. Lawson and Count de St. Gerard :
" here's his

lordship."
" To whom am I indebted for so much kind in-

terest ?" ejaculated Edmund, rushing forward to

seize the hands of the French nobleman and his

English friend.

" No matter, my lord—no matter," quickly re-

sponded Lawson :
" another time, perhaps, you

will know indeed, your wife will give you suf-

ficient explanations : for you must hasten and join

her ladyship at Saxondale Castle."

" Ah ! my wife ?—she has done this ? and she h
in Lincolnshire ?"

"Yes, my lord," replied Lawson, in the same hasty

manner as before : " and you are enjoined to pro-

ceed with the utmost speed to meet her there. She

has had a conversation with your mother, who is

in London ; and it is of vital consequence to your

interests that you should see her ladyship your

wife I mean—without delay."

Thus speaking, Mr. Lawson pushed Saxondale

into the post-chaise, which instantaneously drove

rapidly off. It will be observed that the Count de St.

Gerard took no part in this conversation : nor did

he make himself known to the young nobleman.

The reader will fully comprehend and appreciate

his delicacy of feeling in this respect : but it was

not because he thus remained silent and suffered

his friend Lawson to be the spokesman, that he

was an uninterested ^vitness of the successful re-

sult of the Cannibal's enterprise at Dr. Forney's

House.
" Now, my man," said Lawson, turning towards

Chiffin the moment the post-chaise had driven

away, "you have acquitted yourself so admirably

in the business entrusted to you, that you merit a

liberal reward ; and it shall be forthcoming. We
said something about fifty guineas—and I believe

you had a tew in advance. But this purse con-

tains a hundred : and now we have nothing more
to do with each other. Good night to you, Mr.
Brown."

" Good night, genelmen—and thanlt'ee kindly,"

responded the Cannibal, as he pocketted the heavy

purse which sent forth the familiar chink of gold

pieces.

He now made the best of his way, by the most

secluded route, towards Hammersmith,— purposing

to remain at the sign of the Three Cadgers until

his arrangements for embarkation should be com-

pleted. He reached the neighbourhood where the

boozing-ken was situated : it was now verging to-

wards three in the morning, but was still quite

dark in that November season. He was entering

the narrow street at the extremity of which the

Three Cadgers stood,—when, by the light of a

lamp, he suddenly found himself face to face with

Tony Wilkins.

CHAPTER CXXXIX.

THE TWO MUEDEREE8.

It was thus that Chiffin the Cannibal and Tony
Wilkins met :—thus unexpectedly did they en-

counter each other. Both stopped short: an

ejaculation, not loud, but subdued and gloomy,

escaped the lips of each. Then there was a pause
;

and they stood eyeing each other by the light of

that lamp which had mutually revealed their fea-

tures. Both felt that some terrible crisis was at

hand; and yet neither appeared exactly to com-

prehend what was to be done—nor how whatsoever

was to take place, should be commenced. The
idea of becoming friends was scarcely possible :

the idea of parting without a mortal struggle a»

enemies, seemed equally impossible. Both the

men appeared to comprehend this ; and thus tor

nearly a minute did they stand gazing upon each

other.

The reader is aware that Chiffin wa^ of great
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strength : Tony Wilkins was many years younger,

but was also endowed with considerable muscular

power. The Cannibal possessed a degree of brute

courage which was equal to any emergency : Tony

Wilkins, though less daring and venturous on

ordinary occasions, had a spirit which if goaded to

desperation, would flame up, investing liim with a

more than natural energy. Therefore if these two

men engaged in a mortal struggle, it would be a

terrible one.
j

As they looked at each other, they-were both '

i'lrprised on a certain account, and for the same

reason. Chiffin was surprised to observe that Tony
|

Wilkins vis apparelled in the meanest manner, i

notwithstanding the immense sum he had robbed
[

him of at the boozing-ken in Bethnal Green. On
;

the other hand, Tony Wilkins was surprised that
J

Chiffin, with a reward set upon his head, should

go about in his wonted costume, which was rather

of a conspicuous character.

" So we meet," said the Cannibal, in a hoarse

voice, indicative of a concentrated rt»ge : and his

jyes literally glared upon Tony Wilkins.
" Well, it seems like it," answered the latter.

" And what then ?"

" Why, we are not likely to part again in a

hurry, I think," responded Chiffin, " without a

mischief being done to one or t'other of us."

" If you choose to begin, you'll find me ready,"

rejoined Wilkins, with a determined air. " But

in course, if we make a row in the street, we shall

both on us get took up ; and then"—lifting his

neck-tie in significant allusion to a halter—" we
bhall have this for the affair in Agar Town."

" I know it," answered the Cannibal :
" but

whatever happens, you and me must settle" old

scores. I teU you what : let us go to the Cadgers

—and whatever's done, shall be done there."

"With all my heart," responded ^, Ukins. "You
keep this side of the street—I'll go t'other

"

" Not a bit of it ! We'U go <irm-in-arm," in-

terrupted Chiffin, with a diabolical expression-

half leer, half grin :
" we shall then be certain sure

that one or t'other of us can't run away."
" Wery well," said Tony Wilkins; "let it be so."

They linked themselves arm-in-arm—this pair

of ruffians who were mortal enemies—this couple

o( murderers who were bitter foes ; and in that

manner, without speaking another word, they pro-

ceeded along the narrow street till they reached the

boozing-ken. All the inmates ol the house were

at rest •. but inasmuch as the patrons and customers

of the place were wont to call at all hours, the

pot-boy slept just inside the front door, so as to

be ready to answer any summons ; and a bell was

hung immediately over the spot where at night-

time he was thus accustomed to make his bed.

T'lie bell was pulled—the door was speedily

opened—Chiffin and Tony Wilkins passed in ; and

the pot-boy closed the door again. It was pitch

dark inside the boozing-ken : Chillin stood on his

guard with his pistol and liis club—Tony Wilkins

with a clasp-knife which he took from his pocket

;

and though neither could see the defensive pro-

cautions thus adopted by the other, yet they both

mutually knew that such precautions were taken.

" Get us a light," said Chiffin : and the moment
the lucifer, which the pot-boy struck, blazed up,

tlie Cannibal on tine one side lowered liia club and

droppad the pistol into his pocket -while Tun}

Wilkins on the other hand as quickly c1'>««d bis

.:lasp-knife and secured it about his person.

Then the two miscreants exchanged a fierce,

malignant, cunning look,—as much as to imply

that the one know what the other had been doing,

and that they were mutually on their guard against

any sudden and treacherous attack. %\'hcn the

pot-boy had lighted a candle, Chiffin took it from
him; and ordering some liquor, passed into the

tap-room, followed by Wilkins. The pot-boy asked

whether they did not mean to go to bed ?—to

which query the Cannibal replied that they in-

tended to have a little conversation first. The
pot-boy supplied them with the liquor ordered;

and then crept back again into his own bed near

the street-door—where he soon fell asleep. He
was too much accustomed to the presence of the

queerest and vilest characters in that boozing-ken,

to have any curiosity to listen to the conversation

hich might take pbice between them.

Cljiftn and Tony Wilkins seated themselves on

opposite sides of the table on wliich the candle

and liquor stood ; and each helped bimself with a

sort of gloomy coolness to the brandy thus sup-

plied. They draiik without the slightest eicl>.aage

of any of those compliments wliijh under other

circumstances would have passed ;— and when
they set down their glasses again, they eyed each

other with a sort of sullen, dogged, menacing
defiance.

They both felt that the moment was coma
when something must be said or done, in order to

settle the past or establish the terms on which
they were to be for the future.

" Now, don't you think that you was a very

pretty feller," asked Chiffin, " to walk off with all

the blunt I had been saving up to keep me in my
old age i"

" Old age indeed !" ejaculated Tony Wilkins,

with a sneering laugh :
" you talk as if there

wasn't no such a thing as a gibbet, and no such ft

chap as Jack Ketch."
" Well," responded the Cannibal, " he has got

two hiilters—and when he has strung up one feller,

he won't be too tired to do the work for another.

But you hav'n't answered my question."
" I will answer it with another," replied Tony,

"Don't you think you are an exceeding pretty

feller—a reglar out-an'-out proper kind of a chap

— to stick to all the swag got by doing the business

Oi Sol Patch and his wife ?"

'• It's a lie !" interrupted Chiffin fiercely. " If

you have seen a newspaper siuce, you must have

read that after you and me parted I was chased by

a lot of chaps, and had to jump into the canal to

swim away and save my lite. Didn't I meet you

at the boozing-ken ? and didu'i you bolt away like

a shot ?"

" Well, I thought you was arter pLiying me a

trick," replied Tony ;
" and so, as I had helped

myself to your blunt, in course I stuck to it."

'• And much good it seems to have done you,"

retorted the Cannibal.
" Well, it didn't do mc no good—and that's the

fact !" answered Wilkins. " 1 got blazing drunk
— fell amongst a set oi ragamuflius—and was robl»ed

ot every mag."
" That's a lie !" again ejaculated ChilBn. " You're

got it about you; and I'll have it—or I'll cut your

lioart out."
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"Two can play at cultlng," gftli Tony: "but
it's no lie, Cliifim, I can tell you. I shouldn't be

togged as I am if it wasn't true ; and I shouldn't

have been such a fool either, to come wandering
into London again to see what's to be done, arter

having tramped about in the country for these

weeks past—starving and sleeping under hedges or

haystacks "

" If I thought you waa telling me the truth,"

observed Chiflin, looking very hard in Tony's face,

"I think Ir should perhaps be inclined to forgive

you. But I don't believe a syllable of it."

" I tell you what it is, Chiffin,—you. may be-

lieve it or not, just as you like ; and as for your
forgiveness, I don't care a rap for it. You led

me into that precious business in Agar Town ; and
I have never knowed what it was to be easy in

my mind since. If I go to sleep, it's to dream of

gibbets, •nd hangmen, and shcrifls, and chaplains,

XiTo. 81.—TUIUD SElilES.

and white night-capg, and immense crowds gaOior*!
round ; and all the while a deep bell seems to be
tolling in my ears. That's always when I'm
asleep ; and when I'm awake and wandering about,

I'm always afeard of being suddenly grabbed by
anybody I meet. I can't look no one in the face

without thinking that he surveys me just as if bo
was going to say, ' You are Tony Wilkins the mur-
derer.' So you see, Chiflin, there's no thanks to

you for leading me into that there business."
" Why, what a puling, sneaking, white-livered,

chicken-hciirted chap you are !" growled the Can-
nibal, with a look of contempt. " I couldn't have
believed it!—a feller that was always ready for

any kiud of business
"

" Aye ! —but there's a precious deal of differ-

ence," interrupted Tony Wilkius bitterly, "bC'
twixt mere prigging and t'other kind of job. I

was born and bred to prigging, as on« xa\j say

«
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eo it come quite nat'ral, and there wa-s no feeling

here about it
:"—and he laid his hand upon his

breast as he thus spoke. " But t'other thing was
done all in a minute : it was a sort of plunge from

a puddle into the great deep sea. In course yoti

can't understand all that I'm saying
—

'cause why,

you're hardened to it. A chap that when he was

a mere lad, could kill a feller and eat him, must
be up to anything."

" Well, and so I am," responded Chiffin, with

another grim smile, as if he took Tony's words as

a most flattering compliment and gloried in it.

" Why, there was a time when you was as proud

as a peacock to be noticed by Mr. Chiffin Esquire
;

and you would have given one of your eyes to

have earned the name of Cannibal."
" Yes—and a precious fool I was for letting you

lead me away like that," answered Tony Wilkins,

with a remorseful bitterness that was most un-

feigned. " I only wish I had a chance of altering,

and doing myself some good in the world. My
thoughts and feelings has drove me to have this

wish : but in course I know it can't be done.

Besides, it would be useless. I should always see

them folks with their throats cut and their brains

beat out, rising before me. So you see, it matters

little what becomes of me ; and if you mean mis-

chief—why, I'm your man, and we'll fight it out

in any way you like. Only don't let us make
more row than is necessary: let's start oflf and
get into the open fields, if you like, and settle

the business there : 'cause why, I don't want to

get took up and sent to the Stone Jug."
" Well, Tony, you deserve anything I could do

to you," answered Chiffin: "but I really don't

see any use in our being bad friends."
" Can we be good 'uns ?" asked Wilkins, eyeing

the Cannibal suspiciously.

" Why not ? Just now I said something about
forgiving you : but you wouldn't have that word at

no price—and so there's an end of it. Suppose we
•ay we'll let bygones be bygones, have a new start,

iind work together for the future ? Now, Tony,"
asked Chiffin, " what do you say to that ?"

" I say that I'm in such a precious plight, I
must do anything to get a crust. Now, do you
think, Chiffin, that if I had had twopence or three-

pence in my pocket to pay for a bed, you would
have found me wandering about the streets at this

hour ? I haven't eaten nothin' since the middle of
the day yesterday; and so this drink is getting
into my head."

"Well, Tony, shall we be friends P" said the
Cannibal.

" With all my heart," was the quick response

:

" and here's my hand."
The two rulEans accordingly shook hands,—sur-

veying each other with scrutinizing earnestness at

the same time, to assui-e themselves that no
treachery lurked beneath this display of reconcilia-

tion. It would soem that thoy were mutually
satisfied with the way in which they met each
other's looks ; and raising their glasses, each nodded
in tlio accustomed style of familiarity.

" Now, my boy," said Chiffin, " you shall have
isonio grub ; and I myself am as hungry as a
hunter—for I have been out on business all night,
and had precious little sleep last night either. It's

getting on for four," he added, glancing up at the
immense clock in the tap-room ; " and I sha'n't go

to bed yet awhile. I must eat first. I know
where the food is kept ; and if you'll lend me th«

light, I'll go and help ourselves."

Thus speaking, Chiffin took the candle—and left

the room. In a few minutes he returned, laden

with a dish containing cold meat, a losif of bread,

and half a Dutch cheese. These comestibles he
spread upon the table, and bade Tony Wilkina
commence an attack thereon. This the younger
ruffian was by no means backward in doing ; and
for the next half-hour there was very little said,

both being too busy in satisfying their appetite to

indulge in discourse.

" Well now," said Tony Wilkins, when his

ravenous hunger was appeased, " what's to be
done ?—for if you and me is to work together, the

sooner we do summut, the better
—

'cause why, as I

said just now, I'm altogether aground."
" You have been unfortunate, then ?" observed

the Cannibal.
" I can't exactly say how I have managed to

live at all," rejoined Wilkins. " It wasn't Uving
—it was downright starving. I never had such a

time of it ! I raly used to think it was a judgment
for that there business

"

"Don't talk no more of it," interrupted the

Cannibal :
" it makes you quite chicken-hearted.

Look here, Tony," he continued, pulling a sove-

reign out of his pocket and shoving it across the

table: "when I say I'm friends with a chap, I
mean it ; and you sha'n't want a little blunt as

long as I've got it to give you."

"Well, you're a good feller arter all," ex-

claimed Tony, as he took up the money. " I begin
to feel summut like myself again."

"Aye—and you shall be like yourself again
too, very soon," said Chiffin :

" for I've got a

good thing in hand for to-night ; and we'll talk it

over presently. Then I'll let you know what my
plans are; and we sha'n't be in London many
hours."

"I like you again, Cluffin, as much as ever,"

said Wilkins, on whom the brandy had taken mora
or less eflfect.

"Well, I'm getting rather sleepy," said the

Cannibal: "and yet I don't know that it's worth
while going to bed. Half-past four," he added,

with another glance at the clock. " Suppose we
lie down on these benches and take a nap for an
hour or two : then we shall wake up refreshed

—

we'U have some precious strong coffee, and talk

over different matters."
" With all my heart," answered Wilkins : and

he proceeded to lay himself down on one of the

seats.

The Cannibal did the same, and in a few minutes
appeared to doze off. Then he sent forth a low
snoring noise : but the man slept not in reality

;

and every now and then he slightly opened one <rf

his eyes and looked in the direction where Tony
Wilkins lay. He could not however discern whe-
ther the latter was asleep, or whether he also was
pretending to bo so, but was keeping on the watch
for fear that the reconciliation might not be
genuine. The Cannibal accordingly retained his

recumbent posture : but not one wink of actual

slumber did he take ;—and thus the time passed

on until the people of the house began to move
about soon after seven o'clock. The pot-boy en-

tered to sweep out the tap-room ; and the Caimibai
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raised himself slowly up with an air of extreme

drowsiness. Tony Wilkins, who had really been

sleeping, was awakened by the entrance of the

pot-boy ; and Chiffin was keen enough to perceive

that he had actually slumbered.

"He thinks it's all right," said the Cannibal

to himself : then speaking aloud, he exclaimed,
" Well, Tony, do you feel better for that snooze ?

Mine has done me a world of good ; and I'm as

fresh as a lark. Let's go and have a bit of a wash
in the yard; and meanwhile they shall get us

some breakfast."

Tony Wilkins followed the Cannibal into the

regions, and which has been before alluded to in
the history of Elizabeth Paton.

Spanish feminine beauty for the most part exists

more in novels and romances than in reality : at

the same time beauty is to be found in Spain as

well as elsewhere ;—but in no part of that immense
country, may female charms be so frequently

encountered as in the principality of Catalonia.

The women belonging to the band of which we
have above spoken, were assuredly the choicest

specimens of this feminine loveliness. The pic-

turesque apparel set off to admirable advantage

the luxuriant contours of their forms : the fresh

little yard at the back of the boozing-ken, and
!
air and their own lightness of heart gave the ear-

where there was a well, the mouth of which was
j

nation glow of animation to their countenances :

unprotected by the usual wooden lid, which had their eyes sparkled brightly^and the smiles of

recently been broken ; and the landlord had neg- i their rosy lips displayed, in each individual in-

lected to have it repaired. stance, teeth of the most perfect ivory-whiteness.
" Wait till I get a basin and a bit of soap," said i The men were as fine a set of fellows as ever wore

the Cannibal, retra<;ing his way into the house for broad-swords at their sides or shouldered muskets

:

the purpose.

In a few moments he re-appeared, with the ob-

jects which he had been to fetch ; and he placed

them in a window-ledge, telling Wilkins that he

might have the first use of them. The unsuspect-

ing Tony was advancing towards the window-ledge,

—when, just as he neared the mouth of the well,

Chiffin sprang upon him with the force and fury of

a tiger, at the same time giving vent to a subdued
growl of diaboUcal savageness. Wilkins—instan-

taneously nerved with a preterhuman strength,

which was inspired by the horrific danger to which
he was thus all in a moment exposed—saved him-
self from being plunged headlong into the well,

and made the Cannibal reel a few paces back. But
Chifiin relaxed not his hold : he also felt himself

armed with the power of a thousand : the struggle

lasted but for a few brief moments—and the infu-

riate monster, hurling his miserable victim back-

ward with a terrific impulse, sent him toppling

over the brink of the yawning hole.

Whether it were that Tony's head struck against

the windlass and thus instantaneously stunned him
—or whether it were that he was stupified with
awful horror—we know not : certain however it

their sun-burnt complexions displayed the rich

hues of vigorous health : their long dark hair clus-

tered in natural curls about their heads : their

glossy moustaches and beards added to the martial

manliness of their looks.

It was in the forenoon of a bright and superb
day, in the middle of October, as already stated

—when these individuals, male and female, were
thus grouped on the bank of the stream. Three
or four tents were pitched close by ; and in the

shade of an overhanging crag, a cauldrtn was
seething, in true gipsy-fashion, above a fire fed

with logs of resinous firs. An elderly woman

—

serving as cook to the band—was watching the

culinary process: while the men, stretched in

lounging positions, smoked their pipes and chatted

with their mistresses, two or three of whom were
diligently plying the needle. It was altogether a
picturesque spectacle,— that group of Catalans

amidst the wUdly beautiful scenery of their own
native hills

!

If their conversation were listened to, it would
have been found to run as follows :

—

" I would give much to know what occupies

your thoughts, Eamon," said one of the young
females, gaily and merrily addressing herself to

there was a heavy splash—and as Chiffin with I the chief of the band,—who, amongst those fine

gloating looks bent over the opening, he saw that

all was still

CHAPTER CXL.

BAMOM DE COLLAKTES.

We must now go back for three weeks, in order to

relate the first incidents of an episode which will

however eventually be found to fit into this portion

of our narrative,—inasmuch as its closiing circum-
stances will bring us down to the date already

reached : namely, the first week in November. It

was therefore in the middle of October, that about
• dozen well-armed men, and about half that

number of very beautiful women, wore grouped
upon the bank of one of the streams flowing
through the wild valleys of Catalonia. The males
wore the half. military, half- mountaineer dress

which was peculiar t« that district and to thoir

owi* special avocations : the females were clad in

the elegant costume also characteristic of those

men, was decidedly the finest—the handsomest in

features and the tallest in stature : while his age
did not exceed six-and-twenty.

" You shall know my thoughts, pretty one."

responded Jiaraon. " I was envying Gronzalez the

poisession of such a sweet mistress as yourself

—

and wondering how soon accident or fortune would
furnish mo with another to supply the place of

her who fled three months ba<'k."

" Surely the redoubtable Ramon de Collantes

cannot long be at a loss for a lovely one as his

partner?" answered the same female who had
before spoken. " He has but to make an incur-

sion into some hamlet and carry off hor who
pleases his fancy best."

"Yes— this might bo done," rejoined Ramon:
"and has been done before," he added, with a
smile. " But wliat has been the result ? We have

made enemies of those villagers whom it is our

interest to keep as friends. No— it is not by such

means that I must look to find a suitable partner

of my fortunes."

" Then what project have you in your head ?"
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inquired (Jonzalcz, now joining in the discourse

which his mistress had commenced: "for it is

erident that you are revolving something in your

thoutrhts."
" Kight !" exclaimed Ramon de Collant€3. " I

have determined that the first lovely damsel whom
we may intercept travelling by coach or chaise,

•hall become mine—no matter how high her de-

gree, nor what amount may be offered for her de-

liverance. Now, friends, will you make this con-

cession to your chief?—will you pledge yourselves

to forego the prospect of sharing a large sum for

the ransom of such female, so that my desire may
be fulfilled ?"

" Agreed !" was the general cry on the part of

all the male members of the band: while the

females expressed their approbation with their

arch looks and their smiling lips.

Scarcely was this singular convention thus set-

tled, when Eamon de Coilantes, suddenly starting

up, pointed to an eminence on the summit of

which stood a knot of trees, and whence a survey

might be taken of all the circumjacent district for

several miles. From a bough of one of those

trees a small flag was seen to wave ; and as the

chief of the band pointed towards it, his comrades

at once appeared to understand its meaning.

Snatching up their weapons, which lay scattered

on the ground, they were in readiness to obey

whatsoever orders might be given: but all eyes

were kept fixed on the knot of trees on the sum-

mit of the eminence. The Uttle flag disappeared

;

and from the midst of the trees an individual came

forth,—hastening down the somewhat precipitate

slope, so as to join his comrades. He was ap-

parelled and armed in the same style as them-

selves—and had evidently been on the look-out

from the spot where he had hitherto remained

concealed,
" What tidings ?" demanded Ramon, when the

watcher was near enough to be thus questioned.

"A post-chaise approaching along the road!"

was the quick response,

" From which direction comes it ?"

"From the north," was the answer. "It is

doubtless bound to Barcelona."

"Then march, comrades!" ei^claimed Ramon:
and placing himself at their head, he led them

quickly away from the spot.

Those to whom the females belonged, waved
their hands in token of temporary farewell ; and

the fair ones themselves wished them success in

their present enterprise. In a few minutes the

band was beyond the view of the females; and

turning into a narrow gorge, from which one side

of the eminence rose abruptly, they pui-sued their

way for about ten minutes, until they reached a

grove at the farther extremity of the chasm, and

which concealed as well as separated it from the

main road. The grove was quickly threaded ; and

at the very instant that the banditti—for suoh

they were—reached the road, the post-chaise,

drawn by mules, was lumbering slowly past. The
drivers offered not any resistance ; and as the sole

occupant of the vehicle was a female, there was no

need to use violence—much less was there any

fcason for a conflict. Ramon de Coilantes,—who
)iad been chosen chief of the band as much on
acpount of his proficiency in various languages, as

£u bis valour and martial experience,—at once

addressed the affrighted lady in the French tongoe

:

for he saw that she was not a Spanish woman ;—
and he bade her have no fears for her life. Then
he threw a rapidly significant glar.ce around upon
his comrades, as much as to imply that accident

had just sent him the object of those very wishes

which he had so recently been expressing. The
lady,—who was indeed remarkably handsome,

though evidently somewhat careworn, and now
paler still with terror,—did not reply in the French
tongue : but in a few broken sentences uttered in

English, she besought the bandit-captain to let her

proceed on her journey, as her object was of life

and death importance.
" Ah ! madam, you are English, I perceive,"

said Ramon de CoUantes, now speaking in the

traveller's own native tongue : " and if Dame For-

tune had intended to confer upon me some special

evidence of her favour, she could not have chosen a

better mode : for I love and adore you beautiful

English ladies
!"

The fair traveller appeared much alarmed at the

libertine flippancy of the chieftain's words,—accom-

panied, as they were, by looks of gloating desire

wandering over her face and form, as she sat in the

chaise. She evidently apprehended the very worst

at his hands: but being a woman of naturally

strong mind, she subdued her terrors as well as

she was able, and addressed him in these terms :

—

" I have gold in my purse—and you perceive

that I have some little jewellery about my person.

Take all these ! My trunk contains but some ne-

cessary changes of apparel : take them also if you
will—but I beseech you to suffer me to proceed on
my route ! Oh, senor !" she added, a flood of tears

suddenly gushing forth from her fine eyes ;
" you

know not how important it is to me to reach Bar-

celona with the least possible delay !"

"No doubt of it, madam," answered Ramon:
" every traveller, whether male or female, tells us

precisely the same story. In the present instance

it is not your gold nor your jewellery which we
wOl lay hands upon : as for your trunk, one of my
men shall take charge of it for you :—but it is ab-

solutely necessary that you should aUght and

accompany us elsewhere,"

Again did an expression of acute alarm appear

upon the lady's countenance ; and joining her

hands in an earnest manner, she said in a voice of

corresponding entreaty, " Once more do I beseech

you that I may be sufi'ered to proceed ! There is

a person, dearer to me than life, in sore trouble

—

on whose behalf I have undertaken this long, long

journey
"

" Madam," interrupted Ramon de Coilantes, " it

is somewhat inconvenient for us to stand bandying

words upon the public highway: I therefore re.

quest that you lose no time in accompanj'ing u«

whither we shall lead."

" Goo<l heavens, what a frightful calamity !"

she exclaimed, all the remnants of her fortitude

appearing to abandon her, and her countenance

becoming expressive of a mingling anguish and

despair.
" I am grieved, madam, to distress you," re-

joined Raj-mond :
" but it cannot be otherwise.

You must come !"

"No—you may kill me first!" ejaculated the

fair traveller: "you must dray me hence b^

force '"
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"Whicli I shall assuredly do," responded the

bandit-cbief, in a decisive fone. " Come, madam !

Tou would do well to alight of your own free

will : it is simply absurd for you to offer resist-

ance against a dozen strong men."
" One word moi-e !" cried the afflicted stranger,

now sinking upon her knees inside the vehicle, at

the open door of which Eamon stood thus parley-

ing with her. " Have you any being on earth

<rho is dear to you ? If so, by the name of such

loved being, I adjure you to have mercy upon me !

Again I declare that there is one whom I love

more dearly than life, now the inmate of a gaol

—

perhaps doomed to die—and if I hasten not to

console him "

" Madam, it goes to my heart," interrupted

Ramon, " to be compelled to reject your prayer

:

but it cannot be avoided. I am resolute—I am
determined—you must come with us."

" Then may God help me !" said the xmhappy
stranger, covering her face with her hands and
bursting into another torrent of tears.

One of the men, on a signal from Ramon de

Collantes, shouldered the trunk,—while he himself,

throwing his arms round the fair traveller's waist,

was about to drag her forth from the chaise,

—

wlien suddenly regaining her presence of mind,

she said with mingled dignity and indignation,
" Touch me not, senor ! K I must accompany
you, I win at least escape as much outrage as

by my own conduct I may be enabled to avoid."

With these words she descended from the

vehicle : but the moment her feet touched the

road, she again bent a look full of the most earnest

supplication upon the bandit-chief,—saj-ing, " I

had heard much of the chivalrous magnanimity of

Spaniards—Oh ! let not my faith therein be de-

stroyed now !"

Even in the depth of her affliction, she ap-

peared so exceedingly handsome—with her dark

blue eyes, her vermilion lips, her beautiful teeth,

and the luxuriant ringlets of dark brown which
clustered on either side of her countenance—that

Ramon de Collantes was ravished with her charms.

Then too her form was so fine,—her stature so

tall, her shape so richly and yet so symmetrically

modelled,—that the bandit-chief thought he could

not obtain for himself a more fitting mistress;

and though not entirely without generous senti-

ments, he could not possibly bring himself to

renounce the splendid creature whom accident had
thus thrown in his way.

" Madam," ho said, again assuming a resolute

look, "you must accompany us !"

For an instant the afflicted fair one glanced

rapidly around, as if in the last wild hope of

observing some succour near : but that was
scarcely to be expected in the mountainous re-

gions of Catalonia. She would have appealed to

the muleteers for aid—only that she now beheld

them in friendly discourse with three or four of

the banditti, and accepting drams from the flasks

of these lawless individuals. All hope died within

her : and in order to avoid outrage, she motioned
that she was ready to accompany the inexorable

chief.

He led the way through the grove, back into

the gorge,—his men following at a little distance,

and one of them bearing the trunk. As the party

wiUked along, the fair traveller again used all her

eloquence to move Collantes to mercy : but he stUl

proved resolute in his purpose. Now that he had
still more leisure than even at first to contemplate

her, he saw that she must be about four or five-

and-twenty ; and though not perhaps a lady in the

strict meaning of the term, yet of genteel appear-

ance, good manners, and graceful bearing. She

was well-dressed ; and altogether of an appearance

full well calculated to make an impression upon
the heart of Ramon de Collantes. Her voice was
of flute-like harmony—rich-toned without being

masculine ; and when modulated to the accents of

passionate entreaty, it had something that ravislied

rather than moved the soul of the bandit.

" No, fair lady," he said ;
" it is impossible I can

accede to your prayer. With me and my band

must you remain : but you may bo assured of

worthy treatment. May I ask whether it be a

lover, a husband, or a brother, whom you were on
your way to see at Barcelona ?"

This allusion to the object of the fair traveller's

journey, threw her into a fresh paroxysm of grief,

—so that she threw herself down on the slope of

the gorge ; and again covering her face witli her

hands, gave way to an outburst of woe so deep, so

anguished, that it well nigh moved the heart of

Ramon to compassion. But as his eyes slowly

wandered over the fine symmetry of her form, he

again felt how impossible it was to surrender the

prize thus thrown in his way ;—and moreover, if

he himself were induced to do so, he knew that he
should only incur the ridicule of his comrades.

Having some tolerable amount of experience in

respect to the female lieart, he thought it better to

permit that gush of aOliction to expend itself ere

he addressed her again;—and thus, for some
minutes, there was a halt at that spot. None of

his companions could speak a syllable of English:

they therefore understood not what had been pass-

ing between himself and her ;—but they of course

judged that she entreated him to grant her free-

dom—and that he refused. By their looks they

encouraged him to persevere: while they likewise

congratulated him, in a similarly significant man-
ner, on the prize which he had obtained.

" For what am I destined ? what is to be my
doom ?" she suddenly demanded, as she sprang up
to her feet, her cheeks bui-niug with indignation

which her last thoughts hail evidently inspired.

" If you think to bend me to your vile purpose,

you will be disappointed ! I will die sooner ! Yea
—there is one whom I love, and who is in a dun-

geon Perhaps his life will be forfeited to the

laws of your country and ye arc not men —ye
are monsters in human shape, if ye hold me back

from the accomplishment of my sacred object

!

Oh ! once again do I conjure you, senor—suffer me
to depart ! Take all I possess— tell me what far-

ther ransom you require, and it shall be paid

honourably and duly paid —I swear that it shall !

—

even though my parents beggar themselves to raise

the sum which y»)u may demand !"

Whether in the moments of her indignation, or

in those of her pathetic entreaty, she appeared »o

handsome in the eyes of Ramon de ('ollantes, that

he was more tlian ever determined to keep posses-

sion of her. She read this decision in his looks

;

and suddenly becoming quite calm,—yet it was the

calnmcss of desperation,—she said in a low deop

voice, " Tell me, sonor, for what am I destined P"



25-i THB MTBTERrEB OV TSB COTTBT.

" To be my bride," responded the bandit-chief.

" Teur bride ?" she ejaculated. " And where
ifl the priest who will join our hands ?"—these last

words being spoken with a sort of bitter irony

which arose from desperation itself.

" By the Holy Virgin, lady," exclaimed Collantes,

" it is a comical question that you put ! Soothly

Bpeaking, however, I must confess that there is

no chaplain attached to my band ; and therefore

we must be content with the marriage festival,

without the religious rites. But in me will you
have a brave, a fond, and an indulgent partner.

We live a happy life : the whole range of the wild

Catalan mountains and their picturesque valleys is

our own : we pay neither tax nor tribute : the

purses of travellers furnish our revenues. Some-
times we dwell in tents in truly patriarchal style

:

at others we seek our baronial tower. We dance

—

we sing—we eat and drink of the best : we have

no cares. Such is the life which you have now to

embrace ;—and in truth it is not a destiny which
need vn-ing tears from those bright eyes of

four's."
" I have listened with attention," responded the

fair traveller,—pale with that same desperate calm-

ness which she still maintained,—" because I would
know every detail and minute particular of the

doom which you purpose to be mine. But it shall

not be ! You see before you a woman who, if she

have hitherto displayed in your presence the weak-
ness of her sex, will afford you proofof its strength.

Heartless robber, I will not be your bride !—soul-

less and implacable brigand, you shall not triumph
over me ! It shall be a struggle until the very

death between you and me, if you dare attempt
coercion or outrage ! Around us there are preci-

pices, a leap from any one of wluch is certain death:

or in these wilds there are waters, flowing rapid

and deep—and they shall engulf me sooner than I

will abandon myself to your arms ! Now, as you
have given me your decision, I offer you mine ; and
if you seek to make me the victim of your per-

secution, it will not be a triumph which you
accomplish—but a murder which you perpe-

trate !"

"Beautiful lady," exclaimed the bandit-chief,

scorn wreathing his moustached lip, "in every

respect are you fitted to become my bride. It is a
woman of spirit, such as you, that I have sought

;

and again I repeat that Dame Fortune has
favoured me this day. Have the kindness to ac-

company us yet a little farther; and you will

find charming females to welcome you amongst
them."

The fair stranger said not another word—but
moved forward, the bandit-captain walking by her
side. No doubt she was resolute in her purpose
of seeking death, should the moment come when
she must either adopt that alternative or else re-

tain life at the price of her honour : —and perhaps
she was not yet without the hope of either bending
the hitherto inflexible brigand to compassion, or

else of discovering amidst the chapter of accidents

some opportunity of escape. As ho watched her

countenance, he saw that he indeed had to do with
a female of strong mind.

In a few moments the encampment was reached
;

and the Catalan women, gathering around the

new-comer, cndeavourtHl to make her comprehend
by signs—when they found she understood not

their language—how welcome she was. Then
too, their dark eyes flung congratulatory looks

upon Ramon de Collantes, who had thus succeeded
in obtaining the gratification of those wishes he
had tbis very forenoon been expressing. As for

the fair stranger herself, she received the women's
attentions with a sort of distant courtesy,—as if

she did not choose to offend them outright, nor
yet to show the least evidence of being reconciled

to her fate. In this latter respect it was useless to

dissimulate,—inasmuch as by no sudden change in

her manner towards Ramon de Collantes, cotdd
she possibly hope to deceive him in so short a time
with regard to her feelings, or throw him off his

guard.

The contents of the cauldron were emptied into

vessels ready for their reception : other articles of

food, accompanied by bottles and jars of wines
and strong liquors, were produced ; and the ban-

quet was spread upon the grass. Meanwhile the

captive stranger had sat down on the tronk of a

felled tree ; and as she contemplated the tents, the

females, the arrangements for the repast, and the

aspect of the brigands themselves, she began to

associate all these appearances with some circum-

stances which the present adventure itself had
brought back to her memory.

" Are there many such bands as you *t in tha

mountains of Catalonia P" she asked, adaresding

herself to Ramon de Collantes.
" There are several such bands," he responded,

evidently well pleased that she should thus of her

own accord have renewed the conversation.

The lady remained absorbed in thought for a

few moments—and then said, " I presume, by the

air of authority which you wear, that you are the

acknowledged chief?"
" I think, lady," he responded, " that I have

already given you to understand such to be the

case."

"How long have you been with this band?
how long have you acted as its chief?"

" I have been with the band for some eight

years," was the rejoinder. " You may therefore

judge, lady, that I was only a stripling when I

joined it. As for the captaincy, I have held the

post about five years."
" And are the captains of the various bands

generally known to each other ?" was the fair tra-

veller's next question.
" For the most part," replied Ramon, surprised

at these queries: for he more than suspected that

they were not put tlirough mere idle curiosi^,

but that the stranger had some ulterior object in

view.
" It must occasionally happen," she continued,

" that there are names amongst you which acquire

the potency of spells from being assot-iated with

daring deeds and generous actions. What if I

wore enabled to mention some such rame as this ?

—what if I were to tell you that I have a slight

acquaintance with one who a few years back com-

niauded a band in these mountains—it might even

have been your own—and that were lie here now,

I feel convinced he would use his influence on my
behalf? If such a name pass my lips, I say, would

it induce you to have compassion ujxm me ?"

While the fair stranger was thus speaking,

liamon de Collnntos contemplated her with an in-

creasing degree of bieudca ailerest and curiosity.
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It naturally surprised him that an English female

whom accident had thus placed in his power,

should allude to an acquaintance with any former

bandit-chief such as he himself now was : and he

knew not at the instant how to reply. While he

was still hesitating, one of his comrades suddenly

gave vent to an ejaculation ; and starting to his

feet, grasped his musket. All eyes were at that

instant turned in the same direction towards which

the brigand was looking : and they beheld a per-

son, evidently dressed as a gentleman, approaching

from near the entrance of the gorge. Perceiving

that he wa-s unattended, and that no followers made
their appearance, the tire-anns which in the first

moment had been caught up, were deposited on

tlie ground again,—all save tliat of Eamon him-

si:lt, who retained his musket as he advanced a few

paces to meet tliis new-comer, at the same time

significantly nodding to his men to keep a sharp

look-out upon the fair captive and anticipate any

attempt which slie might make with respect to an

escape.

But strange indeed was the expression which

rapidly lighted up her handsome countenance with

blending joy and amazement, as that new-comer

/*rew near. Anxious uncertainty speedily changed

nto positive conviction : for she saw that she

was not wrong—that the individual who was ad-

vancing, was indeed he whom she had conjectured

at the first glimpse of liis form and features ;—and
springing from her seat, she cried in a tone of

thrilling exultation, " Count Christoval !"

" Christoval !" echoed every voice, as every one

likewise started up again : and there was a general

rush towards Don Diego—for he himself this new-
comer proved to be.

But the instant his eyes settled upon the coun-

tenance of the fair captive, he stopped short with

as much amazement as was depicted on her own
features ; and he exclaimed, " Good heavens. Miss

Marshall ! is it you ?"

CHAPTER CXLI.

A FBIEND Iir KEBD.

Yb8—it was indeed Don Diego de Christoval who
thus made his appearance. This too was the very

band he had once commanded;—though neces-

sarily, during the interval of about five years since

he resigned his post, there had been changes as to

a few individuals, w-nught by violent death on the

one hand and by fresh membership on the other.

But six or seven males and two or three of the

lomales were still the same whom Don Diego had
known and who knew him. To all the icst was
his name familiar as a loved and an honoured
one ; and thus was it that the moment it was
mentioned, there was a general rush, prompted by
enthusiastic feelings, towanls him.

It wivs now the turn of Ramon do CoHantcs and
all the members of the band, male and female, to

be astonished at the recognition which took place

between Don Diego Christoval and the captive

lady, as the latter flew towards the former for

protection. The Spanish nobleman shook her

kindly by the hand: he could not forget that it

was through her, ea his arrival in England ten

weeks back, he had obtained a clue to the dis-

covery of Elizabeth Paton's residence ; and more-
over he instantaneously knew by the manner in

which she bounded towards him, that she was the

captive Englishwoman whom he had expected to

find with the band. He was aware that his in-

fluence would suffice to effect her liberation; and
he was well pleased at having the opportunity of

rendering her a service.

We will pause for a moment to explain how it

happened that the Count thus made his appear-

ance upon the scene. As the reader is aware, he
had loft England soon after he was formally ac-

cepted as Elizabeth Paton's suitor—to settle some
afl'airs in the Spanish capital, and procure such

documents as would convince the Marquis of

Eagledean he was the wealthy individual he re-

presented himself to be. Being desirous to get

back again with the least possible delay to England,
so as to enjoy the society of his well-beloved Eliza-

beth,—he brought his business at Madrid to a

speedy termination, and set off in his travelling-

carriage on his return. Scarvjely had the banditti

quitted the spot from which they bore off Kate
Marshall, when the equipage of Count Christoval

dashed up. From the muleteers he learnt an ac-

count of what had taken place ; and though they

were unable to tell him the name of the English-

woman whose abduction had thus been forcibly

effected, they nevertheless made him aware that

she was in a state of the most cruel tribulation.

The muleteers were well acquainted with the band
led by Ramon de CoUantes ; and from the in-

formation they gave, Don Diego thus discovered

that it was the very same which he himself had
once commanded. Anxious to perform an act of

generosity, he ordered his equipage to await his

return ; and judging from his topographical know-
ledge, that the band would be encamped at the
extremity of the gorge, he proceeded in that di-

rection,—making his appearance under the cir-

cumstances already described.

When the first greetings had taken place be-

tween himself and the lawless tribe, he made s
rapid sign for Kate Marshall to retire to a little

distance, while he spoke aside to the bandit cap-

tain. Ramon de CoUantes revered his late chief

with truly enthusiastic devotion ; and it therefore

required but little suasion on Don Diego's part to

induce him to consent to restore Eate Marshall to

freedom. The reader can be at no loss to compre-
hend that it was the name of Don Diego Christoval

wliich Kate was about to pronounce, in the hope
that it would have a certain effect in her favour
upon CoUantes,—at the very instant when the

nobleman himself so timeously made his appear-

ance.

The conference between Christoval and CoUantes
lasted but a few minutes ; and when it was over,

the former drew forth a pocket-book containing a
number of bank-notes,—a large portion of wh.ch
he insisted tliat Ramon should accept as tlie ran-

som money for Kate Marshall and to bo shared

amongst the band. CoUantes at first positively

refused to receive the bounty of his former chief;

but Dim Diego insisted ;—and when Rimon mad«
known to Jiis foUowers the amount thorool, they

once more surrounded the liberal donor, pouring
forth their heartfelt gratitude.

In a few hasty wordji Don Diego informed Kata
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Marsliall that she was free—for which announce-

ment she proffered the sincerest thanks and exhi-

bited the liveliest joy. Chriatoval assured her that

her post-chaise was still waiting in the road,

—

adding, " We must stay a few minutes to partake

of refreshments with these people ; or they will

consider me churlish and unfriendly—and for the

Bake of old associations I am unwilling to earn

their displeasure. Besides, you perceive, Miss

Marshall, how advantageous it may be under cer-

tain circumstances to wield an influence over these

wild Catalonian bands. Tarry you therefore until

I take my departure ; and I will escort you back I

to your vehicle."
j

Kate could not of course refuse ; and Ramon de

Collantes, now accosting her, expressed a hope that

she would not bear him any ill will on account of

his conduct towards her. She was in too good a
'

humour at having regained her freedom, to give an
|

unfavourable response ; and she proflfered him her

hand as a proof that all was forgiven. The entire

party then sat down to the banquet ; and at the

expiration of half-an-hour, Don Diego Christoval

took his leave of his former friends, Miss Marshall

accompanying him.
" And now, might I ask," he said, as he con-

ducted her through the gorge, " how it is that I

find you a traveller in my native land ? Perhaps

I may be of some service to you : for I presume it

must be more on business than on pleasure that

you are joui'neying thus alone ?"

" Ah ! my lord," responded Kate, a sudden

gleam of hope lighting up her handsome features,

which had become clouded as Christoval questioned

her relative to her object in visting Spain,—" I

am certain you could assist me ! Your rank—^your

influence—your connexions, might be used for the

best and kindest of purposes, and to save my hap-

piness from becoming a total wreck !"

" Rest assured. Miss Marshall," responded Chris-

toval, " that if I can thus forward your aims, I

shall be truly delighted. But pray explain the

peculiar circumstances to which you thus allude."
" I must inform your lordship," answered Kate,

bending down her eyes, while a blush mantled
upon her countenance,—" that I am engaged to be
married to as gallant a sailor as ever dared the

perils of the ocean. And a handsome man, too,—

a

generous and kind-hearted one,—is Edward Rus-
sell. He is the owner of a small trading-vessel,

and commands it as its captain. By several

voyages up the Mediterranean ho has acquired

some little property; and when he set out upon
this present voyage, it was understood it was to be
his last, provided success shc«ld still attend his

ventures. It appears that poor Ned, anxious by a
bold stroke to realize a considerable profit ere

settling down in married life, freighted his vessel

with a quantity of those English goods for which
there is always a considerable contraband trade on
the coast of Catalonia. It was in the middle of

the night that he endeavoured to land his cargo
about ten miles north of Barcelona : but it would
appear that the revenue-officers had obtained an
intimation of the design—for Russell and his crew
were attacked while landing on the Spanish coast.

Tlicy made a desperate defence—several of the
Spanish officers were killed—but my unfortunate
lover wa« overpowered by numbers and taken pri-

•oaer ; while his men managed to reach the boat,

push it off, and effect their escape to the vessel.

The vessel itself got away after being chased by
some Spanish cruizers ; and poor Ned Russell waa
conducted a prisoner to Barcelona. There he Ues

in a dungeon ! His trial will shortly come on
Alas ! my lord, I dare not even allude to the pro-

bable result -or I should rather say the result

that is inevitable, unless you will kindly interest

yourself on our behalf. Yes—our behalf," added
Kate, weeping ;

" because I feel that the death of

him would be the death of me And, oh ! such

a death—it is madness to think of it
!"

" And you have journeyed all the way from
England to see your lover?" said Don Diego,
gazing with admiration upon the heroic young
woman.

" The moment he was plunged into the gaol at

Barcelona," responded Kate, "he wrote me a letter,

breaking as deUcately as he could the dreadful in-

telligence : for poor Ned feared that he shou d
never see me more. And yet though in that

letter he asked me not to come to hiai, his heart

must have told him that I should do so Ye?,

I should have come, were the distance even tin

thousand times as great ! he knows it, and expecls

me—I am sure he does !"

" Magnanimous young woman !" exclaimed the

Count; "you shall have whatsoever little assist-

ance I may be enabled to render you. But this, I

fear," he added gloomily, "will scarcely avail

under the peculiar circumstances of the present

case : for as you tell me, there has been a conflict

—blood was shed—lives were lost "

" But Ned Russell's broad-sword slew not one of

those unfortunate men !" Miss Marshall hastened

to observe. " His weapon was drawn only in self-

defence : he parried blows, but dealt none. His
men took those lives that were lost "

" This may be a consolation for him and for you.

Miss Marshall," observed the Count j "but in the

eye of the law it will scarcely be deemed a pal-

liative of the offence, inasmuch as Captain Russell

was the leader of those men who took these lives.

However, the best that I can do shall be done."
" And my eternal gratitude is your lordship's

due," answered Kate, with fervid enthusiasm.
" Surely, Miss Marshall," observed Don Diego,

" you had some other hope of being enabled to in.

terest yourself on behalf of your intended husband ?

If so, leave no stone unturned "

" I had indeed some slight hope in a certain

quarter," responded Kate. " The Marquis of

VillebeUe, the French Charge d'affaires, at th

Court of Madrid, is under some obligation to ms
on account of a certain matter wherein I was en-

abled a few months back to render him a littlo

" The Marquis of VillebeUe ?" ejaculated Dob
Diego, to whose ear the name was well known, in-

asmuch as Elizabeth Paton had told him all her
past history.

" Yes, my lord—it is he," rejoined Kite, " on
whom I did somewhat reckon for succour in this

dreadful dilemma. I know wherefore the namo
has thus startled you "

" By all means," said the Count, " fail not to

communicate with the Marquis—or see him—as
soon as possible. Wherefore should you proceed
lli-st of all to Barcelona P wherefore not repair

straight to Madrid?"
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" I was bewildered, my lord—I knew not how to

act," answered Kate, weeping. " Methought that

the best course would be to visit poor Russell first

of all—to ascertain precisely how matters stood

for I am even in ignorance whether the trial

has yet taken place or not "

" Ah ! if so
—

" interrupted Christoval : but he

Budd(!nly stopped short, fearing to shock the af-

flicted young woman ; for what he was about to

say was that the execution of the sentence would

speedily follow its pronunciation.
" I know what your lordship means," murmured

Kate. " What would you advise me to do ?—shall

I proceed to Barcelona ? or shall I pursue the

road to Madrid ?"

Don Diego Christoval reflected for a few minutes

;

and then he said, " I have made up my mind what

course I will pursue in the matter, and the line of

conduct I shall counsel you to adopt. I will my-
self repair to Barcelona "

" You, my lord ?" cried Kate, with enthusiastic

gratitude. " Oh, this kindness !—it can never be

repaid
!"

" Cheerfully will I interest myself on your be-

half," responded Christoval. " Yes—I will proceed

to Barcelona : the newly appointed Captain

General of this principality is an acquaintance of

mine ; and I think I may faithfully promise that

everything shall be suspended until after the resuK

of the Marquis of Villebelle's appeal in Captain

Eussell's favour, "to the supreme authorities al

Madrid. For the Marquis must make this appeal

at your intercession
"

" Oh ! he will, he will !" exclaimed Kate :
" I

know that he will ! And now there is hope ! there

is hope!" — and her countenance became radiant

with joy.

By this time the gorge was passed— the grove

was threaded—and the road reached. The two
equipages were waiting ; and after a little more
conversation, during which Count Christoval gave

Kate instructions how to proceed when she reached

Madrid,—they were about to separate, when one

of the brigands suddenly emerged from the wood
with Miss Marshall's trunk upon his shoulder.

Tliis, in the liveliness of her joy at being rescued

from Ramon's power, she had altogether forgotten

:

the banditti themselves had likewise forgotten it

when she and Christoval had taken their leave

:

but scarcely had they departed from the spot,

when Collantes remembered that the trunk was in

his possession, and he lost no time in despatching

one of his men in the direction of the road. It

came just in time ; and Miss Marshall, having once

more expressed her fervid gratitude to Don Diego
Christoval for the kindness he was showing her,

proceeded in the post-chaise in the direction of

Madrid, wliilc the Count took the road to Barce-

lona.

On arriving in this city, Don Diego at once

i

made inquiries respecting Captain Russell; and
was much shocked on learning that the trial had
takei} place on the previous day—that sentence of

; death had been pronounced—and that the culprit

was to be executed, by the strangling process of

I

the garotte, on the following morning : that is tp

say, the morning after the Count's arrival in Bar-

celona, lie lost not a moment in visiting the

I

palace of the Captuin-Gcncral—not the same, bo

I

it well understood, who was governor of tjjo priu-
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cipality at the time when Christoval was aa out-

law amongst the mountains. The present Captain-

General had only recently been appointed to his

present jKJst ; and Don Diego had met him in

society at Madrid. The General knew everything

in favour of Don Diego, and nothing to his dis-

credit : or if he were at all informed on the latter

point, he did not choose to remember it on the

part of one who was now possessed of considerable

wealth. He therefore received the Count with

becoming courtesy : but he shook his head when
the latter unfolded to him the nature of his

business.

"It is impossible, my dear Count," answered

the Captain-General :
" I dare not suspend the

execution of the sentence. You are aware the

smuggling on this coast has of late years reached

a pitch perfectly intolerable; and even without

collateral circumstances of a dark nature, it would
be necessary to make an example. But in the

present iuetance there are these circumstances;

and they are of the blackest dye. _ Three lives

were lost
"

" I am aware of it—too painfully aware of it,"

responded Chi-istoval :
" but your Excellency must

bear in mind that the unfortunate prisoner only

acted in self-defence, and could not restrain his

own men."
" All this was alleged on his behalf at the trial

yesterday," responded the Captain-General :
" but

it could not be denied that he was the leader of

the men by whom the slaughter was perpetrated

:

it was his own vessel whence the landing was
effected—his own go<xls that were attempted to be

run ashore. No, Count Christoval—it ia impossi-

ble—I cannot suspend this sentence !"

" I know not how I can persevere in beseeching

your Excellency to gi-ant me the boon I sdicit,"

resumed Don Diego :
" but nevertheless, I am

emboldened to be thus urgent, because I have

before me the imago of the young woman who
said so emphatically that his death would be her

death likewise."

" And you tell me. Count," said the Captain-

General, evidently deliberating within himself,

" that this young woman feels confident of being

enabled to enlist the interest of the French Em-
bassy on behalf of the prisoner f"

"I have the positive certainty that she will thus

far succeed," responded Christoval :
" therefore,

again do I conjure your Excellency to adopt a

merciful view !"

The Captain-General paced to and fro in the

spacious apartment for several minutes ; and at

length stopping short, he said, " Count Christoval,

I grant your request. I will order the execution

of the sentence to be suspended. Do you wish to

see the prisoner ? If so, you shall yourself convey

to him the announcement that he is respited for

the present—that is to say, until the result of an
appeal which is being made on his behalf at

Madrid, can be known in Barcelona."

"I thank your Excellency for this additional

proof of kintbioss," answered Christoval ;
" and I

will lose no time in visiting the prisoner."

The Captain-General furnished Don Diego with

the necessary authority to see Russell ; and the

Count proceeded at cnco to the gaol in which the

prisoner was incarcerated. He was escorted by a

turnkey to the massivcly-built dunjeoa where
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Kate's lover, heavily ironed, was seated in gloomy

reflection. The unhappy man had heard his dcath-

eentence pronounced : he saw not the slightest

hope of escape from the dreadful doom thus de-

creed. But it was not that he feared to die on

his own acoount : he knew that his limbs would

not tremble, nor his nerves quiver, when ascending

the ladder of the scaffold : it was on behalf of

Kate—handsome and well-beloved Kate, once so

gay £ind mirtliful—that he was thus deeply de-

sponding. He was, as she had described him, a

fine handsome fellow—somewhat coarse-featured,

it is true, but with the frank, open, honest look of

an English sailor, and with a form the manly
eymmetry of which was not even concealed by the

loose apparel that he wore. He was accustomed,

on board his vessel, to wear the simple habiliments

of a British tar ; and it was in that raiment he

had been captured—this raiment that clothed him
now.

Count Christoval was, as the reader is aware, a

perfect stranger to Ned Russell : but tlicy were not

many minutes alone together, before the generous-

hearted Spanish nobleman won the grateful esteem

of the English mariner. And tears, too, trickled

down Ned Kussell's sun-burnt countenance, on

learning that his own Kate had travelled all the

way from England, not merely to see him, but

likewise to interest herself on his behalf.

CHAPTEE CXLII.

THE LONELY INN.

Thb reader cannot do otherwise than admire the

courage of Kate Marshall, in having undertaken

this journey from her own native land to foreign

climes on behalf of her lover. Though perfectly

ignorant both of the French and Spanish tongues,

she had nevertheless made her way through almost

the entire length of France ; and we now bcholil

her pursuing her travel in Spain. She had sot

out with no companion to cheer her—with no
friend to succour, guide, or defend her. Her
father was laid up with a severe attack of the gout

at the time she left Dover—otherwise he would
have accompanied her : her mother was compelled

to remain at homo in superintendence of the

establishment ; and it would have been useless, as

well as expensive, for Kate to bring any one of

her sisters with her. Therefore was it that she

travelled alone,—her only aids being a courageous

spirit and a well-filled purse.

As may be supposed, her fortune at meeting
with Don Diego Cliristoval had cheered her con-

siderably,—not merely because he was the means
of rescuing her from the power of the Catalan

bandits, but likewise because he had so generously

volunteered to interest himself to the utmost of

his power in the cause of Ned Kussell. Kate
therefore pursued her journey with brighter hopes
tlinii tihe had previously entertained ; and what
with the good oflices of Count Christoval at Bar-
celona, and the succour which she expected to

KHcivc from the Marquie of Villebelle at Madrid,
the heroic young woman was very far from de-

•puiriiig of ultiinale success in saving her lover's

lii'e. There wad much in hei character lo udmire.

notwithstanding that, by the way in which phe hnd
been brought up, she was not over nice nor par-
ticular in certain respects. For instance, smug.
gling in her eyes was no moral offence ; and we
have seen her laugh approvingly at the dashing
exploits of her former friend and school-companion
Elizabeth Paton. But in that virtue which con-

stitutes the chief ornament of the sex, Kate Mar-
shall's character was unimpeachable : never had
she strayed from the path of chastity—never ha<l

she given encouragement to any libertine look that

was fixed upon her. Even before she was engag(^d

to Ned Russell, her behaviour in this respi'ct whs
most scrupulously proper ; and the same may be

said of her sisters. She moreover possessed a
generous heart and kind disposition : tiie reader is

already aware that she did not Jack courage : and
thus if her merits were weighed against her faults,

it would be impossible to refuse her some slight

meed of admiration.

Having parted with Don Diego Christoval in

the manner already described, Kate pursued her
journey in the chaise. Hours passed—the even-
ing came —and as the dusk closed in, she could
not help observing that the road was mucii nar-

rower than the highway had hitherto appeared to

be : indeed, it had rather the appearance of a lane

than of the main route. In a few minutes the

chaise entered the precincts of a forest : the shade
of the huge trees completely shut out the twilight

:

she was enveloped in darkness. The position

was far from an agreeable one. Utterly uniic-

quainted with the Spanish language—and the two
muleteers being equally unable to answer her in

her own native tongue—she could not question

them as to whether they were pursuing the right

road. At the several places where the cattle were
changed since she parted from Don Christoval, tho

single word " Madrid," pronounced by her lips,

had served as an indication of the direction in

which she was to be borne: but she wivs now
seized with misgivings as to the good faith of tUe

muleteers belonging to the last relay— all the ter-

rific tales she had ever read of travellers being

murdered in lonely places on the Continent,

trooped into her memory—and notwithstanding

her courageous disposition, she could not prevent

the darkest suspicions,from arising in her mind.

She had no defensive weapon ; and she regretted

that she had not provideil herself thorewilh: for

though she might be certain to succumb beneath

the murderous attack of the muleteers, if such

were intended,— it would ncvertheh-ss be some
satisfaction to possess the means- of selling her life

as dearly as possible.

AVhile all these reflections were passing through

her mind, she suddenly perceived through tho

chaise-window a light glimmering at a little dis-

tance on the right hand ; and in a few miuutca

the lumbering e(piij)age stopped in front of what
appeared to be a small inn or public-house. Kate's

spirits instantaneously rose again, as the thought

struck her that her fears were groundless after

all, and that this must he the place where fresh

cattle were lo be obtained : for she ha<l resolvol

to tarry not ojkJUue route, but lo journey straight

on with the feast p»)ssil>le delay towards the

S]>iiiiisli capital. She diti not theret'ore intend to

alight,— but remained seated inside the vehicle,

hoping; that it would soon be in motion again.
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A. man and a woman—both of about middle age,

and by their appearance evidently the master and

mistress of the little inn—came forth with a lan-

tern. Some conversation took place between these

persons and the muleteers ; and then one of the

latter, approaching the vehicle, opened the door

and made signs for Miss Marshall to descend.

The innkeeper and his wife saluted her with as

much courtesy as it was in their nature to display,

and also by signs testified their readiness to con-

duct her into the hostelry. Thinking that it was

imagined she needed refreshments,—but having

partaken of some at the previous halting-place,

—

she intimated by signs as well as she was able that

she was in a hurry to proceed: whereupon the

muleteers,—pointing to their own cattle, and then

in the direction of the stable joining the inn—
ehook their heads, as much as to imply that there

was no relay to be had. Kate understood what

was meant, and felt sadly perplexed. Oh ! if she

could but converse with these people in their own
language, so as to ascertain how long she was to

make up her mind to be delayed : but she could

not glean this information—and her only resource

was to conjecture that the journey might be re-

newed at the expiration of an hoiu* or two, when
the mules had enjoyed rest and bait. She accord-

ingly Ibllowed the innkeeper and his wife into the

house, where she was shown to a room on the

ground-floor ; and without any sign or intimation

from herself, a young servant-woman began to

Bpread the table for supper.

Spain is notorious for the indifferent accommo-
dation of its hotels, inns, and taverns, even in the

largest and most populous cities : but the secluded

and inferior kinds of hostelries are of the very

worst and poorest description. The one where
Miss Marshall now found herself, was decidedly no
exception to the general rule. The room was only

lighted by a single candle, and wore the most
poverty-stricken appearance, without even the re

commendation of cleanliness as a set-off against

its sordid aspect and poor accommodation. A few

ricketty chairs, a rude table, and a dilapidated

eide-board, constituted the furniture : while a few
miserable prints, representing scriptm-al scenes,

served as embellishments for the walls. There
was no drapery to the window ; and two of the

panes being broken, were stopped up with rags

stuffed through,—recourse not even being had to

the expedient of pasting paper over the apertures.

Kate sat down, dispirited and uneasy. She
liked not this halt in so lonely a place : she could

not prevent her previous suspicions from reviving

in her mind : for she felt almost convinced that

the high road had been deviated from—and the

longer she reflected on this circumstance, the more
ominous did it appear. By the light of the lan-

tern when she first descended from the vehicle,

she had observed the countenances of the inn-

keeper and his wife ; and they were not over pre-

possessing. She now studied the features of the

attendant who was spreading the table. This was
a girl of about eighteen—decidedly pretty—but
with one of those countenances which are too in-

expressive, too quiet and reserved, to afford much
indication of the individual's character. She was
attired in a very homely manner, but yet with a
certain degree of neat nose: her (igure was light

and graceful ; and the short petticoats revealed all

the lower part of her symmetrical limbs. Indeed,
the skirt of her dress did not descend below the
middle of the swell of the leg,—thus completely

displaying the well-turned ankles. She walked
with steps of elastic firmness—carried her head
and shoulders well—and, altogether, in personal

appearance, was far from uninteresting. She said

not a word,—probably having been already in-

formed that the lady-guest was a foreigner and
spoke not the Spanish tongue : but every now and
then she fixed her dark eyes with an apparent
curiosity upon Miss Marshall.

The viands which the girl placed upon the table,

were by no means calculated to provoke an appe-

tite ; and indeed Kate was in no humour to touch
them at all, even if they had been more inviting.

She however took something on her plate, so as
j

not to give offence by altogether repudiating the
i

fare ; and when the supper was over, the mistress j

of the inn made her appearance. Her coun- j

tenance was very much flushed—she had a strango ,

vacant look—and for the first few moments, Kate
could not comprehend what was the matter with
her. She was not however long at a loss to dis-

cover the cause of the woman's excitement : for the

smell of her breath and her unsteady movements
showed that she was considerably under the in-

fluence of liquor. Disgusted beyond expression.

Miss Marshall recoiled from the woman's approach:

but the latter was too far inebriated to notice the

sentiment of loathing which her presence thus in-

spired. Taking up the candle, she beckoned Kate
to follow her : but as Miss Marshall hesitated—

>

not exactly understanding what this new proceed-

ing meant—the woman made signs to show that

she purposed to conduct her to a bed-chamber.

Kate was now more than ever a prey to un-
pleasant misgivings, when she found it was in-

tended that she should pass the night at that

lonely inn in the depth of a forest. She issued

from the room ; and repairing to the place which
had already been pointed out to her as the stable,

found the muleteers attending to their animals by
the light of a lantern suspended to the roof. She
pointed to the mules, and then to the chaise which
remained standing in front of the hosteby : but

the drivers gave her to imderstand, as well as they

were able, that it was their intention to pass tho

night at the inn. _ She assumed a peremptory air,

again indicating the animals and the vehicle, and
making every possible sign to show her anxiety to

proceed. The manner in which they shook their

heads, was that of dogged determination ; and
Kate, finding that it was useless to urge them
farther, beckoned them to bring her trunk from

the chaise into the hostelry. This was at once

done ; and the inebriate lanilJady guided the follow

who bore the bos, up the narrow and dilapidated

staircase. Kate followed; and in a few moments
was left alone in a wretchedly furnished little bed-

room. The candle, which the mistress of tho

tavern had placed upon the table, dimly lighted

that gloomy-looking and poverty-stricken chamber.

Kate sat down, and abandoned herself to her re-

flections. Her mind was still full of misgivings :

but with her natural courage, she endeavoured to

reason herself out of them. She had already

received experience to the effect that the roadt

were bad, and the posting-arrangements for travel-

ling wretchedly incomplete, in Spain :—might il
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not therefore be, after all, that the highway did

really run in the form of -a narrow road through

this forest ? and that previous travellers on this

particular day had exhausted the relays of cattle ?

She had noticed that the stable was a spacious one,

and such as might be expected to belong to a

posting-house : she had likewise observed that the

mules recently unharnessed from the chaise in

which she travelled, were the only cattle at present

in that stable. Then, too, she argued that the

muleteers might not choose to carry their beasts

another stage until the morning : or else that the

arrival of fresh animals, which might be expected

in the night, must be awaited in order to furnish

a relay. Such were the conjectures by means of

which Kate endeavoured to reassure herself: and
then she again thought of the people of the house.

It was true that the master and the mistress were
of no very prepossessing countenances: but it did

did not follow that they should be criminal on
that accoimt. The woman was evidently a

drunkard : but it was not to be thence inferred

that she was anything worse. Besides, there was
something interesting about the servant-girl : it

was scarcely possible for any crime to be com-
mitted beneath that roof without this girl's know-
ledge ; and Kate Marshall did not think so ill of

human nature as to suppose that one of her years

and appearance was an habitual accomplice ia

deeds of turpitude.

These were the reflections which her natural

courage and intelligence suggested : but still they

were not potent enough to reason away the dark

suspicions and gloomy apprehensions which had
forced themselves upon her mind. What, however,

was she to do ? To ensure her safety by flight,

was out of the question. She could not quit the

hostelry unperceived ; and if she were indeed in a

nest of robbers and mui'derers—she shuddered at

the idea—they would not hesitate to pounce upon
her and consummate their pm-posed criminality at

once if she were to make an attempt at escape. It

was therefore absolutely necessary to remain and
risk whatsoever perils might menace her. As for

putting off her apparel and retiring to rest—as she

had at first intended when ordering her box to be

brought into the "hostelry—it was out of the ques-

tion. She felt that ff she went to bed, she

could not sleep ;—and moreover, haiuited by mis-

givings as she was, she must sit up so as to be pre-

pared for anything that might occur.

She rose from her seat to examine the door : but

fastenings there were none. This was a circum-

Blance that did not however tend to confirm her

apprehensions, inasmuch as it was by no means
likely that such a poverty-stricken place would be

furnished with any means of security of that kinil.

She looked at her watch : it was now half-past ten

o'clock ;—and the sound of voices reached her cars

from below. She gently opened tlie door, and lis-

tened : the muleteers, tlie master, and mistress of

the hostelry were laughing and talking—most i)ro-

bably drinking together. Yes, they were drinking:

for Kate now caught the sounds of bottles and
mugs ; and the odour of tobacco smoke likewise

reached her. Sbe thought to hei self that if those

persons were thus indulging in an orgie, it was by

no means hkcly they had any criminal inten-

tions.

Still she resolved not to be thrown ufl' her guard.

The window was at the back of the house : she
opened it gently and looked forth; the giant-

trees of the forest were dimly seen through the

deep gloom of night. Again the thought of escape

entered her mind : but she knew not what might
be the height of this window from the ground in

the rear of the dwelling. The level of that ground
might be much lower than in front : the descent

from the casement would therefore be perilous to a

degree ;—and besides, the savage growling of a dog
now reached her ears. She shut the window, and
sat down again. Notwithstanding her courage,

poor Kate was much dispirited. Even if she were
assui-ed of her own personal safety, the delay thus

experienced in her journey was sufficient to trouble

her sorely. Was it not a matter of life or death

on which she was bound ? was it not to save one
who was dearer to her than her own existence ?

—

and therefore, was not her time most precious ?

And how, too, was she to while away the long mor-
tal hours that must elapse ere morning dawned ?

She felt fatigued—but dared not lie down to rest

:

she needed slumber to enable her to sustain the

fatigues of the long journey which yet lay before

her—but she felt hke a person benighted amongst
the snows of Alpine regions, where to yield to sleep

is to meet certain death. And then, too, she was
tortured with the reflection that even if this night

should pass away in safety for herself, and that the

advent of the morn should enable her to smile at

the fears which had haunted her,— she niigbt,

after all in the meantime undergone, experience

failure in her attempt to save the man whom she

loved so well : she might in the end be doomed to

encounter the saddest and bitterest disappoint-

ment! A few hours back her heart had been

elate with hope : but now this hope succumbed
beneath the dispiriting influences which surrounded

her, and became absorbed in the general despon-

dency which engulfed her soul.

Wearily, wearily did the minutes drag their

slow length along : again she looked at hi>r watch

in the bope that at least au hour had elapsed

smce last she consulted it : but only half that

period had fled—it was eleven o'clock. Tiic

sounds of voices still came from below : once more
she opened the door to listen ; and she heard the

mistress of the hostelry talking in the thick,

stammering, hiccupping manner of coinplete in-

toxication. Closing the door again, she took from

her trunk a book for the purpose of whiling away
tti<ytime in its perusal: but she could not sctlio

her attention upon its pages; and once more she

found herself debating upon the circumstances in

which she was placed. She remembered that

these muleteers who accompanied tliis last relay,

had seen her draw fortli her well-filled purse: slie

regretted that she had thus displayed it;—and yet

she reasoned that even if she had not d"ne so,

they must nalurally sui>pose she had ample fundo

to inert the ex]>enses of her mode of travelling.

Another half-hour passed; and Kate Marshall

no longer heard the sounds of voices coming from

below. She was almost incline<l to lie down and

repose her wearied frame : she was deliberating

with herself whether by pili"g ber trunk and what

little furniture there was in the room a:;ainst the

door, she might not be enabled lo guard against a

surprise,—when she heard light footsteps approach-

iiij^ across the lauding outside.
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The latch was raised gently—the servant-girl

appeared upon the threshold—and as tUte light of

the candle burning upon the tabic, reached her

countenance, Kate immediately saw that it was
Tery pale. Indeed there was something of sub-

dued horror and deep dismay in the hitherto in-

expressive features of the young Spanish woman

:

so that Miss Marshall was at once smitten with

the conviction that peril menaced herself, but that

she had found a friend in this girl. The latter

—

whose name we may as well state to be Paquetta
—laid her finger upon her lip, which was naturally

of bright vermilion hue, but now asliy colourless,

and quivering also : then advancing into the room,

she made a sign for Kate not to be alarmed, and
extinguished the light. At the same moment she

took Miss Marshall's hand, and gently led her

forth from the chamber. The crazy boards creaked

beneath their feet, light though their steps were

;

and Paquetta squeezed Kate's hand as an inti-

mation that everything depended upon the noise-

lessness of their tread. They ascended another

flight of stairs : the girl opened a door, still main-
taining the utmost caution; and Miss Marshall

waa guided into a miserable attic where a light

was burning. This was evidently Paquetta's own
chamber.

Having closed the door as noiselessly as she had
opened it, Paquetta made Kate sit down upon the

mean and sordid bed : then placing herself by her

side, she gazed upon her with a look of mingled
compassion, interest, and affright. Having now
more leisure to contemplate the girl, Miss Marshall

saw that there was evidently a profound horror

and dismay influencing her ; and, Oh ! how ear-

nestly she wished that they could understand each
other by means of language, so that explanations

on Paquetta's part might relieve Kate from the

terrible suspense which was devouring her. She
however comprehended sufficient to be aware that

the girl was acting a friendly part towards her,

and that the present proceeding was undertaken
with the hope of rescuing her from some danger

—

but of what nature, could not be exactly conceived,

though it was scarcely difficult to surmise that it

was threatened on the part of the people of the

house. Kate, taking the girl's hand, pressed it

warmly ; and by her looks endeavoured to show
the amount of gratitude she felt towards her.

Paquetta, again making a sign that the utmost
caution must be observed, went to the door

—

opened it gently—and listened. All however ^'as
still ; and having closed the door again, she made
another sign to the effect that it waa necessary to

extinguish the light, t)ut that Kate must not sus-

pect her of any treachery. She took Miss Mar-
shall's hand—pressed it to her bosom—and with a
look full of eloquence, gave her to understand that

he would lay tfown her own life sooner than injure

her. She then extinguished the candle ; and the

chamber was enveloped in total darkness.

Almost immediately afterwards, steps wore heard
ascending the lower flight ot stairs ; and by their

uneven pace, and the sounds of a person stagger^
ing and stumbling about, Kate had no dilFiculty in

judging that it was the drunken landlady. A door I

opened and shut on tl\e landing below—the same
landing as that on which was situated the chamber

,

whence Miss Marshall h.-vd been so mysteriously
'

and ominously feU-hed away. Then all was still

again; and half-an-hour elapsed, during which !

Kate and Paquetta sat side by side upon the bed,

—the latter holding the -hands of the former with

a kind of firm convulsing pressure in her own. By
the way the girl breatiied—by the frequent quick

starts she gave, as she doubtless fancied she heard

some ominous sound—Miss Marshall conjectured

that she was expecting something terrible to take
]

place ; and it may eaaily be supposed that her sus-

pense was of the most poignant character—her

feelings wrought up to a pitch that was scarcely
|

tolerable. Indeed, the sensation she endured,

transcends all power of description : the hideous

conviction of imminent danger was excruciating to
i

her soul ; and the torture thereof was still more !

exquisitely refined—rendered still more keen and
goading—by the vagueness of her ideas as to what
the precise nature of that danger could be. That
she was really in a nest of murderers, she could

scarcely doubt : whether she should ever go forth

thence alive, was involved in a horrible uncer-

tainty : how the Spanish girl hoped to save her by
the mere change of one room to another, she could

not possibly imagine.

We said that about half-an-hour passed from the

moment that the ascent of the inebriate mistreas

of the hostelry was heard,—half-an-hour of com-
plete silence through the house, but of torturing,

rending, excruciating suspense for Kate Marshall

—and likewise, as it appeared, for her Spanish

companion. At the expiration of that interval, a

faint sound—like the creaking of a footstep upon
the stairs below—reached their ears. Kate's breath

was suspended : nor could she catch the breathing

of the girl, which was evidently suspended also :—
j

but she felt the clasp of her companion's fingers
j

tighten spasmodically on her own hands, as if un-

der the influence of intense and awful horror,
i

They listened, we say, with suspended breath

:

Miss JIarshall felt her bosom upheaved, as it were,

with that terrible state of mind,—upheaved, and
remaining so ; for a fearful consternation was upon
her. Paquetta drew closer to her—now clinging

to her as if conscious that something dreaaful was

occurring or about to take place. And there, in

the darkness were they enshrouded,—in the black

darkness which the shade of the trees produced,

shutting out whatsoever glimmering light there

might be of moon or stars on the face of heaven.

And that darkness appeared to be of even Egyp-
tian depth—a darkness that might be felt : for it

was associated with the idea that some crime of

congenial blackness was about to be consum-
mated !

And now a door was heard to creak on its hinges

on the landing below : all was still again for a few

instants—and then followed stifling, sulfocating

sounds, accompanied by strugglings, as of two
[

hvLinnn beings together, one endeavouring to smo- t

ther out tlic life from the other. And therewith i

was blended the noise of a bed agitating, and creak-

ing, and swaying to and fro, beneath the weight of
;

the strugglers ;—and this lasted for more than a

minute, dtiring which Paquetta clung with the

tenacity of horror and allVight to Kate Marshall,

—thus clinging with her left arm, while hor right

hand was placed upon Kate's mouth— a dread and

signific:int intimation that no word nor cry must

go forth thence. But from the girl's dreadful

condition, of mind altogether, Kate could not help

i
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fancying, even amidst her own horrible thoughts,

that something was taking place diflferent from

what her companion had at first apprehended, and

of a nature which, though fully sustaining the

tenseness of her feelings, had nevertheless turned

them all into another channel.

Those sounds had ceased : stillness prevailed

again for a few moments ; and then a sudden eja-

culation of horror rang through the house. But
at the very same moment, the rapid trampling of

horses reached the ears of the appalled and dis-

mayed Paquetta and Kate. Those steeds gallopped

up to the front of the tavern ; and then the Span-

ish girl, with an exclamation of joy, sprang to the

window—threw it open—and looking forth, cried

out something, which, by its rending tones of en-

treaty, struck Kate as being a prayer for succour.

She also flew to the little latticed casement, which

was in the front of the house ; and flinging her

glances forth, she felt that she was saved : for the

rays of a light gleaming from one of the lower

windows, were reflected by the sword-hilts of a

body of mounted police.

The door of the hostelry was immediately burst

in by these officials ; and Paquetta, flinging her-

self with wild joy upon Kate's bosom, fainted in

her arms,

CHAPTER CXLIII.

BXPLANATI0N3.

Infinite were the confusion, the din, and the

bustle which followed tlus forcible entry of the

Spanish gendarmes into the tavern. Kate, while

doing her best to restore her companion to con-

sciousness, heard the rush of footsteps up the first

flight of stairs—also the loud and menacing voices

of the police, and the desi>airing ejaculations of

the landlord. In a few minutes hasty and heavy

footsteps ascended the flight to the attic—the door

opened—and a gendarme, with a candle, appeared

upon the threshold. lie spoke to Kate Marshall

:

but she understood him not—and shook her head

to make him comprehend that she was a foreigner

unacquainted with the Spanish tongue. At this

conjuncture Paquetta came back to consciousness:

the light which the oflicial carried, showed Kate
where there was a pitcher of water in the room

:

she hastened to give tlie young woman some of it

to drink—and in a few minutes more she was
completely recovered. Then Paquetta and the

gendarme excliangcd rapid observations ; and the

official beckoned her and Kate to descend.

They obeyed his signal; and on reaching the

landing below, they perceived the innkeeper in

tlie custody of two of the police. Despair and
horror wore doj)icted upon his countenance : ho
looked the most abject wretch alive. A glance,

flung down the staircase, sliowcd Kate that the

two muleteers were also in the hands of other

officers ; and thus was it but too evident that she

liad experienced a truly miraculous escape from
the hands of a set of murderous monsters. But
there was yet another phase in the night's pro-

ceedings to meet her view. For on the bod in

••.he room originally allntled to herself, and whence
Paquetta Lid so noiselessly and mysteriously con-

ducted her away—upon that bed was stretched
the corpse of the landlady, her countenanc«
blackened and swollen, presenting a hideous and
loathsome spectacle, with all the evidences of

having been smothered or strangled. Now did

the terrific truth flash to the comprehension of the

horrified Kate Marshall—the mystery was cleared

up—she comprehended it all

!

The measures of the gendarmes were promptly
taken. A couple of them hastened to attach the

mules to the vehicle ; and into this Kate Marshall
and Paquetta, by their direction, entered. Kate's

trunk was not forgotten : indeed she was treated

with the utmost courtesy and respect; and she

comprehended that it was as a witness her pre-

sence was thus to be requu-ed elsewhere. One of

the gendarmes drove the chaise : the muleteers

and the innkeeper^ their arms pinioned with cords,

were compelled to march on foot in the midst of

the mounted band of police, who took good care

to keep a firm hold of the long ends of the ropes

which bound them. We should add that no other

persona belonged to the hostelry besides those

already mentioned,—the landlord himself having
been accustomed to act as his own hostler—the

murdered woman and the servant-girl performing
all the domestic duties of so limited an establish-

ment. Before the party quitted the house where
the terrific tragedy had occurred, the doors were
carefully secui-ed, the police taking the keys away
with them,—thus leaving the corpse of the mur-
dered woman behind.

As the chaise rolled on through the darkness

of the forest, Kate Marshall testified to the utmost
of her power the immensity of that gratitude

which she experienced towards her young com-
panion, to whom she indeed deeply felt that she

owed her life. She embraced her—she pressed her
hands to her lips—she caressed her in the most
afl"ectionate and endearing manner ; she could not

lavish too many proofs of friendship, love, and
attachment upon one to whom she lay under such
incalculable obligations. Paquetta had by this

time recovered her fortitude and presence of

mind ; and the joy she experienced on account of

the providential arrival of the gendarmes, ab-

sorbed a portion of the otherwise stupendous
horror which the tragedy was but too well calcu-

lated to excite. Such was also the case with

Miss Marshall ; and her deliverance from tho

dreadful dangers which had evidently menaced
her, appeared to have the force and significancy

of an omen of good in respect to the enterprise

which she had in hand on behalf of her lover.

The equipage and the police, with their pri-

soners, proceeded to the nearest town, which was
about three miles distant,—beyond the verge of

the forest, and situated on the highway. Indeed,

as Kate subsequently discovered, this was tiio

town where she ouglit to have halted, had not tho

muleteers diverged from the proper route to take

her to a den wliore nmrderous work was purposed

to be ihmo—and where indeed a victim had boon

made that night, tliough not tho one whom
blackest turpituile had intended to immolate to

its greed for gold. On reacliing this town, tho

equipage stopped at a tavern, tlic inmates of which
wore summoned from their bods to receive tlie

guests: for Pa(juctta remained tlicre witii Kate
Miu-shull. A chamber woa spce^iily provided tar
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tliem ; and they shared the same couch—while the

police conducted their prisoners to the gaol.

On the following morning Miss Marshall and

Paquetta were summoned to tlic ofTice of the

Alcalde, or Mayor, who was prepared to examine

into the occurrences of the preceding night. An
interpreter was present to assist Miss Marshall in

making her deposition ; and through this medium
she explained how the mulotoers had borne her to

the lonely hostelry in the forest—how she was

compelled to remain there— and the incidents

which had subsequently taken place, until the

arrival of the gendarmes. From this same in-

terpreter she afterwards learnt those particulars

which we shall proceed to record. But first of all

we must observe that the muleteers, confessing

their guilt, revealed such details as threw ad-

ditional light upon the character of the hostelry

and the previous night's tragedy.

It appeared that the innkeeper and his wife had

tenanted that hostelry for about a dozen years,

during which time they were in league with

several muleteers of the district, who were fre-

quently in the habit of conveying unwary foreigners

to that den of iniquity, where the unfortunate

victims were murdered for the sake of whatsoever

they might have about them. Until within six

months of the date of which we are writing, no

servants were kept at the hostelry : but in conse-

quence of the intemperate habits of the woman,
her husband was at length compelled to take a

female assistant. Througli the recommendation of

a shopkeeper in the town—who little knew, how-
ever, to what a place he was sending a servant

—

Paquetta obtained the situation ; and during those

six months that she was there, she saw nothing to

excite her suspicions as to the evil character of her

master and mistress. On the particular night to

which we are referring, Paquetta overheard some
observation between the innkeeper and his wife,

immediately after Kate Marshall's arrival, which
suddenly filled her with the darkest misgiving.

She however had presence of mind sufficient to

conceal the suspicion which had thus been engen-

dered ; but she resolved to remain on the watch.

Though the words which had caught her cars, were
vague and indistinct, she nevertheless felt assured

that Miss Marshall's life was menaced : and this

idea, agitating in her mind, will account for those

looks of interest which she fixed upon Kate when
laying the supper-cloth, and which Kate mistook
for regards of curiosity. At one moment Paquetta
thought of flying from the hostelry and hastening

to the town, to give information to the police :

but at that late hour she feared to venture through
the forest—she moreover dreaded lest she should

be pursued and overtaken by the landlord, who rn

that case would have secured his own safety by
making away with her : and in addition to these

reasons for abandoning her first thought of flight,

was the consideration that she might, after all, be

mistaken, and had put a wrong meaning on the

few vague and indistinct words which her car had
caught. So she tarried at the hostelry—and kept
upon the watch. After Kate had been conducted
up to the bod-chamber, the girl listed to what
was going on, but without being observed ; and
her worst fears were speedily confirmed. She
heard her master speak to the muleteers m a wa^
which corroborated her dark suspicious : she caught

the whispered explanation which the landlord gare
of how the plan was to be carried out.

" JIc said,"—quoting Paquetta's own words in

giving her deposilion to tlie Alcalde,—"care mtist

be taken that I should obtain no inkling of what
was going on : it was therefore too dangerous to

cut the Englishwoman's throat, as it would be
impossible to eff"ace the stains of blood. He ac-

cordingly declared his intention of stealing into

her chamber when she was asleep, and smothering
her with a bolster. This, he said, he felt con-

vinced of being able to do without any noise to

alarm me. The remainder of the plan was thus

laid down :—the muleteers were to get the equi-

page ready at about two in the morning; the

corpse should be placed inside the vehicle, to be

borne into the depths of the forest, and there

buried : and when I came down at the usual hour
in the morning, I was to be told that the tra-

veller had taken her departure, leaving a gratuity

for me, which trifling sum the landlord would ac-

cordingly place in my hand. Such was the hor-

rible project which I overheard : and for a while I

was utterly bewildered how to act. I was never-

theless determined to do all I could to save the

English lady, even though the attempt should fail

and my own life should be forfeited to my mas-

ter's vengeance. I saw that there were no means
of issuing forth unpereeived from the house—no
means therefore of getting Miss Marshall off in

safety. The only chance of accomplishing my
pui'pose," continued Paquetta, " was to induce

Miss Marshall to remove stealthily up into my
own chamber. I calculated that when my master

should penetrate into her room and find she was
not there, he would conclude that she had by some
means or another suspected his design and made
her escape. I also reasoned to myself that if he

should come up to my door and ask whether I had
seen her, he would be contented with the denial

which I should boldly and firmly give ; and as he

had no reason to suppose that I had been a list-

ener to his plans, there was the greater proba-

bility of his putting faith in that denial on my part,

and adopting the conclusion that the lady had es

capcd of her own accord and unassisted by any
one else. I accordingly entered Miss Mar-
shall's chamber, expecting to find that she

had at least laid herself down, even if she

wore not disapparelled : I was therefore sur-

prised to find her sitting up. It was however all

the more suitable to my purpose, inasmuch as

there was no need for delay ; and as I saw at once

that some suspicion was agitating in her own
mind, I had not the slightest trouble in making
her comprehend the necessity of following me. I

extinguished the light in her room, so as to create

as much confusion as possible on the part of my
master when he should proceed thither ; and by
bewildering him to the utmost of my power, render

him all the more accessible to the belief that Misa

Miirshall had fled. For a moment I entertained

the idea of putting open the window of her room
—tying the bed-dothos together—and letting them
hang forth, to confirm the impression that she had
escaped : but a second thought convinced me
that this stratagem would defeat itself, inasmuch
as there was a savage dog in the back premises

I
that would have torn her to pieces if sho had

I
really sought to fly in that direction. I therefo*
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tfcandoned that idea. Wlien Miss Marsliall and I

were seated together in my own chamber, wo
heard the landlady scramble up the staircase to the

first landing ; and methought that she entered her

own room, which was next to the one which Miss

Marshall had so recently quitted. Half-an-liour

afterwards we again heard footsteps upon the

stairs : then I knew the crisis to be at hand— or at

least I fancied that my master would steal into th«

room, to find no one tliere. My emotions may be

conceived when to my ears were borne the subdued
and stifling sounds which but too intelligibly pro-

claimed that murder's work was being done. I

comprehended it all : the miserable wretch was
killing his own wife ! For an instant I was on the

point of shrieking out—of rushing to the door—of

tearing it open—and at, all risks of raising so.

alarm. But then to my mind flashed tlie con-

Tiction that such a course on my part would be

followed by the murder of Miss Marshall and
myself. Oh ! it was terrible to be thus compelled

to remain silent and quiet while a human life was
b«ing taken : but there was no aUcmative. Life
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is dear to me : I had vowed also to do my best to

•ave Miss MarshaH'e ;—and shocking tiough it

wore to adopt such a course, it was absolutely

li'^cessary to suffer one life to be smothered away,

rather than ensure the certain taking of two—and

one of these two my own ! The wild cry which

burst from the landlord's lips bore to my ears the

conviction that he had Just then discovered his

horrible mistake; and wliile that cry was yet

rinjjing through the house, the body of gendarmes

gnllopped up to the door. Not an instant did I

iojie in speaking to them from the window, and

imploring succour, as murder was being done

beneath that roof : and it must have been Provi-

dence itself who sent them at that critical mo-

ment to bait their horses at the inn,—for it was

the means of ensuring our safety and uprooting a

nest of assassins."

But little more remains to be told in order to

make the reader fully acquainted with the details

of that tragedy in the Spanish forest. From the

staloraent of one of the muleteers it was gathered

—as indeed previously surmised—that the inn-

keeper's wife, being completely overcome with

li juor, was ordered by her husband to get up to

bed, 80 that the house might be quiet and the

murderous scheme carried into execution as soon

as possible. It was but too clear that the miserable

woman staggered into the first chamber to the

dix>r of which her uncertain steps brought her;

and throwing herself upon the bed, at once fell

into a profound sleep. From this slumber she

was only awakened for a few swift brief passing

moments, to struggle and writhe in death-agonies

beneath the bolster which her miscreant husband
retained with tremendous force over her counte-

nance. There can be little doubt that on her

censing to move, he felt amongst her garments for

the purse which he supposed to be concealed there
;

and that the texture of the raiment suddenly sent

ihe hideous, horrible, blasting conviction to his

mind that it was his own wife whom he had thus

assassinated

!

All the depositions being duly taken down in

the presence of the Mayor, Miss Marshall inti-

mated, through the medium of the interpreter,

that it was of vital consequence for her to be
allowed to continue her journey to Madrid ; and
she therefore hoped that the purposes of justice

might be served without any farther detention on
her part. This request was promptly acceded to,

—there being ample evidence against the accused
to ensure their conviction. The Mayor was so

much pleased with the conduct of Paquetta
throughout the transaction, that he introduced
her to his wife, who proposed to take her into her
service in the capacity of lady's-maid. The girl,

being an orphan, and entirely dependent on her
own resources, joyfully and gratefully accepted the

proposition. Before parting from Paquetta, Kate
Marshall—speaking by means of the interpreter

—

offered to make her a present of as large a sum
from her purse as she could possibly spare : but
the young Spanish girl replied, through the same
medium, that there were services which one fellow-

creature could render to another of too holy and
sacrcil a character to be recompensed by gold ; and
that the service she had been enabled to afford

Miss Marshall was one of these. In ehort she
pusilively declined to accept anything; and Kate

I parted from her with the most affectioDAte WbA.

lively demonstrations of gratitude.

In order to finish this episode without th«

necessity of recurring to it, we may as well

I

observe that in the course of a few weeks after

I

the tragedy in the forest, the innkeeper and the

two muleteers expiated their crimes upon the

scaffold,—death being inflicted by the infamous

process of the garotte.

CHAPTER CXLIV.

THB UINI8TBB OV THB IICTBBIOB.

Eate Maeshall arrived safely in the Spanish

capital ; and took up her residence at a modest

but respectable tavern to which Count Christoval

had directed her amongst other parting instruc-

tions which he had given her in Catalonia. One
of the principal reasons which he had for recom-

mending her to this hostelry, was that the land-

lady spoke English with tolerable accuracy; and

being a good-hearted woman, was certain to afford

Miss Marshall all necessary aid and information.

It was night when Kat« arrived at Madrid on

the day after the examination by the Alcalde ; and

on the following morning she repaired, with the

hotel-porter as her guide, to the residence of the

Marquis of Villebelle. Infinite was her disappoint-

ment on learning that this nobleman had left the

day before for Paris, in company with the Mar-
chioness ; and that they were likely to remain

absent for six weeks—even if the Marquis should

return to that diplomatic post at all, he having the

prospect of a higher and more lucrative appoint-

ment. This was a terrible blow for poor Kate

:

she knew not what to do : but dispirited and de«

spending, she retraced her way to the hostelry.

She was not hov/ever a young woman likely to

abandon herself to utter despair ; and though seri-

ously a'flicted, she summoned all her energies to

her aid, that no time should be lost in adopting

some specific course. She sat down and wrote two
letters,—one to Count Christoval at Barcelona,

beseeching his advice—the other to the Marquis ol

Villebelle, which, at the landlady's suggestion, she

addressed to the care of the Minister of Foreign

Affairs at Paris, it being certain that to this func
tionary Villebelle's first visit would be paid on his

arrival in the French capital ; and as he was not

likely to travel day and night without intermission,

the letter would in all probabQity reach its desti-

nation before him.

On the following day Kate had the satisfftction

of receiving a letter from Don Christoval at B.ir-

oelona,—written however before he could of course

have received hcr's. It was to the effect that he

had completely succeeded with the Captain-General

in procuring a respite for Edward Russell until the

result of her proceedings on her lover's behalf

should be made known. Don Diego moreover in-

formed Kate that the Captain-General was vested

with sulfieient authority to extend this respite for

three weeks, which ho had no doubt would be

done ; and therefore the Count expressed a hope

that in the interval Miss Marshall would find her

endeavours crowned with complete success. The
intelligence thus conveyed in Count Christoval'i
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letter, was satisfactory even beyond her hopes,

under present circumstances : for there was

ample leisure in the meantime for the Mar-

quis of Villebelle to interest himself in her

lover's behalf. She felt assured that he would do

so: and she awaited in confidence the arrival of

letters from that nobleman in due course. But

before any came, she received another communi-

cation from Don Diego Christoval, in answer to

her own. It was to the eflfect that he himself pos-

sessed not the slightest interest with the Ministers

then in power, their politics and his being at ex-

treme variance : otherwise he would have before

Toluntocrcd to exert himself in those quarters.

He gave Kate to understand that if he were thus

to take up her cause, such a step would only pre-

judice it and lead to a certain refusal. It was

therefore useless for him to make the attempt

:

while on the otlier hand, it was of the highest

consequence that he should remain at Barcelona

in order to prevent the Captain - General from

signing the warrant of execution until the full

period of respite which he was enabled to grant,

should have elapsed. The Count's letter, which

was penned in a strain of true brotherly sym-

pathy, concluded by encouraging such hope as he

dared hohl out, and proffering such condolence as

it was proper for him to express.

A few days afterwards, Kat« received letters

from Paris. One was from the Marquis of Ville-

belle, couched in the kindest terms, and enclosing

a note of the most xirgent entreaty to the Minis-

ter of the Interior, beseeching that the boon

which the bearer thereof might solicit should be

granted. The other letter was from Constance,

whom we suppose we must call the Marchioness

of Villcbello ;—and this was penned in the warmest

and most affectionate strain,—assuring Kate that

neither herself nor her husband would ever forget

the services they bad received at her hands when
at Dover, and proffering the sincerest sympathy.

This letter also contained an enclosure; it was ad-

dressed to the wife of the Minister of the Interior,

beseeching this lady to espouse the cause of Miss

Marshall and to use her influence with her husband
to procure the grant of the boon which would be

requested. Both these letters—we mean that of

tlic Miirquis to the Minister, and that of the Mar-
chioness to the Minister's wife—were written in

English ; thus proving that those for whom they

were intended, were conversant with that language,

—and also serving to convince Kate (they being

left unsealed for her perusal) that the cause which
she had at heart v/as espoused in no lukewarm
manner by the generous friends whose interest she

bad thus secuccd.

Miss Marshall arrayed herself in the handsomest
garb she had brought with her from England ; and
indeed she looked uncommonly handsome. Her
fine shape, rich in its modelled but well-adjusted

pniportioni, was set off to the best advantage :

while the flutter of hope and suspense sent up a
carnation hue to her cheeks. When her toilet was
computed, she repaired in a hired vehicle to the

private residence of the Minister of the Interior,

—

this being about noon, and her kind-hearted land-

!:nlj' informing her that it was the best hour for

wailing upon tliat functionary. On arriving at the

Minister's house. Miss Marshall was conducted to

it waiting-room, where some half-dozen other per-

j
sons desirous to see the great man, were seated

;

and each of these was summoned in turn to the

reception-apartment. At length Kate found herself

alone in the waiting-room ; and her heart palpitated

with still more anxious flutterings than hitherto,

as she said to herself that the next time the door

opened, it would be to admit the usher who was to

summon her into the presence of him who with a

breath could restore her to perfect happiness or

plunge her into the deepest abysm of woe. Half-

an-hour elapsed while she thus remained alone;

and it appeared to her the longest half-hour she

had ever passed in her life. But at length ths ,

door opened—the usher made his appearance—she I

was conducted across a spacious landing—a door
|

was thrown open—and she entered a large and
i

splendidly furnished cabinet, where the Minister of

the Interior was negligently lounging in a large

arm-chair, and a secretary sat writing at a desk.

When a person is about to enter for the first

time into the presence of a celebrated or highly,

placed individual, the imagination invariably de-

picts to itself some portraiture as the ideal of such

individual's appearance ; and with the possessor of

Ministerial functions, is generally associated the

idea of at least a mature age, if not an advanced

one. Thus was it tliat Kate Marshall had fancied

she was about to behold an elderly or an old man,
with gray hair—a calm and dignified expression of

countenance—and sedate manners, accompaiucd
with a certain degree of awe-inspiring reserve.

The portraiture she had thus in imagination

drawn, was not justified in any one single point by
the actual reality. The Minister of the Interior

was a young man, scarcely thirty years of age

—

with a profusion of raven black hair— a glossy

moustache, and well curled whiskers. His features

were regular—his countenance pale, with a slight

tinge of sallowness : his e^-es were dark and full of

fire —whilo the somewhat bluish circles in which
they appeared to be set, denoted either the wear

and tear of close application to basiness, or else

the \vorkings of strong passions combined with

habits of dissipation, lie was of slight figure—
short of statui-e, but well made. His looks had a

certain vivid keenness : his glimees were of pene-

trating sharpness, as if he sought to pierce tluoigh

and through the soul of anyone a^ecosfing him. He
was dressed in deep black—but with a certain air

of fashionable elegance not altogether devoid of

pretension.

We may here as well observe that the Minister

was one of those unscrupulous and ambitious po-

litical adventurers, who, taking advantage of the

disturbed state of Spanish politics, and attaching

themselves to the faction which was then dumi-

nant, had suddenly arisen from comparative ob-

scurity into power and importance. Only a year

had elapsed since the storm of insurrections, sweep-

ing over Spain, had terminated in the abdication

j

of the Kcgency by the liberal-minded and mug-
' nanimous Espartero : and tlie reign of military

I terrorism, established by Narvaez and the ad-

axlhcrcnts of Queen Christina, was now rampant.

I Men of unscrupulous dispositions were required as

I

the chief political agents of this revived despotism;

I

and the present Minister of the Interior w<« one

I of these. He had been the editor ol' a iuiu-nnl

I
nofe<l for its violent animosity to Enparttrv': at

1 the beginning of the insurrection he hod done hia
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best to defame the character of that true-hearted

patriot; and his services were rewarded by a port-

folio in the Cabinet. But his induction into the

Ministry was not merely a recompense for his past

conduct : it had likewise been brought about by
the want of such personages as himself to carry

out the views of the new regime. Of all these

circumstances Kate Marshall was ignorant,—she

.knowing but little of Spanish politics; and the

landlady of the hotel, being too much accustomed

to behold mere adventurers suddenly rising into

high places, had not thought it worth while to

give her English guest any detailed information

upon the subject.

It is not the custom for persons seeking an in-

terview with a Spanish Minister at his own pri-

vate residence, to send in their cards, nor make
any previous announcement of the object of their

visit. Thus, until Kate Marshall entered that

room, the high functionary whom we have de-

scribed, had not the least notion who was about

to appear before him. He was evidently struck

with the handsome person of the English woman

;

and his dark eyes, having surveyed her from head

to foot, settled upon her countenance, where the

colour was coming and going in rapid transitions

according as she was swayed by the varied emo-
tions excited in her heart. She would much rather

have found the Minister to be a personage cor-

responding with the portraiture which her imagi-

nation had drawn, than what she now found him
to be : for there was something about him but

little encouraging to one who had so important

a boon to solicit. In a word, he seemed an indi-

vidual who could be merciless and implacable if he

chose ; and poor Kate was for the first few in-

stants tortured by her apprehensions. He did

not at once address her ; but with his eyes fixed

upon her countenance, evidently waited for her to

give an explanation of her business. "V^ith trem-

bling hands she drew forth the letter which the

Marquis of Villebelle had sent, addressed to the

Minister ; and as she presented it, her looks fell

beneath the searching—almost burning and gloat-

ing gaze, which he rivetted upon her. Then his

eyes settled upon the paper ; and having perused

it, he made a sign for the secretary to retire. The
command was obeyed; and Kate was now alone

with the Minister of the Interior.
" And you are Miss Marshall, I presume ?" he

eaid, speaking in very excellent English. " Be
seated :"—and he indicated a chair close by his

own, and nearly opposite,—so that by turning

slightly round, he could still survey his fair appli-

cant from head to foot, as she tremblingly took

that seat. " The Marquis of Villebelle," he went
on to observe, " has written very strongly on your
behalf. Will you explain the nature of the boon
you seek at my hands ?"

" Your Excellency may perhaps be aware," re-

sponded Kate, speaking in tremulous accents, and
still with looks bent down beneath the ardent gaze

which was fixed upon her and filled her mind with

a vague trouble,—"your Exellency is perhaps
aware that an English sailor named Edward Rus-
pell

"

" Enough, Miss Marshall I" he gently inter-

rupted : "I am acquainted with all the incidents:'"

—then, pomting to the dpbk at which his secjefarv

had been writing, he added, " Amongst those

papers, lie the documents connected with the case.

I learn from his Excellency the Captain- General
of Catalonia, that by virtue of the authority in-

vested in him, he has temporarily suspended the

execution of the sentence. Can you point out to

me any substantial reasons wherefore a commuta-
tion of the sentence should be effected or,"

added the Minister, more slowly, and as Kate
thought, with a strange significancy of look, " a
pardon should be granted? But first of all I
should perhaps inquire wherefore you yourself are
so interested in this man ? The Marquis of Ville-

belle merely represents you as being thus deeply
interested—but leaves all explanations to be given
by yourself."

" Edward Russell is my affianced husband," an-
swered Kate, the colour now mantling vividly upon
her cheeks, down which tears were at the same
time trickling.

" Ah ! the romance of a love-afiTair !" ejaculated

the Minister, with a smile : and as Miss Marshall
raised her eyes at the moment, she thought that

smile was somewhat encouraging.

"Oh, sir!" she exclaimed; "I have travelled

from my native place in England, with the hope
of saving a life which is dearer than my own ! I
have endured and sufiered much—I have journeyed
day and night—I have deemed no fatigue too

great, no peril too menacing, to be encountered ii

the prosecution of my object ! In the midst of a
forest my life was within a hair's breadth of
succumbing to the murderovis designs of aa<

sassins
"

" Ah, I recollect !" exclaimed the Minister.
" The papers have been forwarded to me ; and me-
thought when I ere now read your name in the

Marquis of Villebelle's letter, it was not altogether

unfamiliar. Yes—I have perused those official

documents, sent by the Alcalde of the town where
the investigation took place ; and from the depo-

sitions it is indeed but too clear that you expe-

rienced a very narrow escape. But you must love

this Edward Russell very much that you have
dared such fatigues and so many dangers on his

behalf?"
" Oh ! I have endured more than has come to

your Excellency's knowledge," cried Kate, thus

alluding to her arrest by the Catalan bauditti

:

but instantaneously recollecting that this was
an episode to which, for Count Christoval's

sake, she ought not even to have glanced, she

quickly added, " But no matter, sir ! All that I

have undergone, will be esteemed light indeed, if

the result should prove favourable to my object.

Oh, let me not implore your Excellency in vaia I"

The young woman—full of acute suspense, and
not knowing what to hope at the hands of this

man who gazed upon her in a way that filled her

heart \\-ith vague uneasiness—spoke in vehement
and impassioned accents ; while the tears con.

tinned to trace their crystal pathway down her

cheeks. The Minister still surveyed her with an
attention which might bo merely replete with

couipa-'sionate interest, but which nevertheless had
a certain expression of hbertine ardour ; and this

expression it was that caused the trouble which
was ra.'king the afflicted applicant.

" You are too intelligent. Miss Marshall," h«
said, " not to comprehend that this offender—to

use no harsher term—has rendered himself ob-
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noxious to the severest crimiual laws of the

countrr. I am aware it was argued in his defence

that no life was taken by At* special hand : but he

i»as the leader of a party committing an unlawful

act—and the weapons of his followers spilt the

blood of Spanish subjects. Were he a Spaniard

himself—were he possessed of high interest and

influential connexions—I should still be unable to

listen favourably to any appeal made on his behalf.

What, then, can I say to you ? With every dis-

position to attend to the strong and urgent re-

commendations of my friend the Marquis of Ville-

belle —with every disposition, too, to serve a young

lady of your appearance—I am afraid
"

" No, sir—do not crush me with despair at

once ! Do not—do not, I entreat you !"—and
Kate Marshall fell upon her knees before th«

Minister.
" Eise," he said, taking her hand : and as she

obeyed him, he still continued to hold that hand in

his own—while at the same instant an immis-

takable expression of passionate desire glowed

upon his features. "Perhaps," he went on to

observe, "a means may be foimd "

Kate understood him in a moment. It was no

longer possible to doubt his meaning: it was
conveyed in the significancy of his look—the

pressure which she felt her hand was sustaining

—

his entire appearance. In short, that high public

functionary had revealed himself as an unprin-

cipled libertine, about to make an overture which

was comprehended even before it was uttered.

Kate snatched away her hand : the flush of in-

dignation glowed upon her features ; and she was

turning away, when, suddenly smitten by the

idea—it was a last faint hope—that she might
possibly have misinterpreted his meaning and
done him an injustice, she fixed her eyes steadily

upon his countenance, saying, " Surely, sir

—

•urely, you will not suffer me to depart with the

conviction that there is no mercy in the soul of a

Spanish statesman !"

" Sit down once more, Miss Marshall," responded

the Minister, suddenly becoming cold and haughty :

then, as she resumed her seat, he went on to ob-

serve, " I explained to you ere now, that even if

the plea for mercy on behalf of this offender were
backed by high family interest, I should not know
how to concede the point. You yourself must
comprehend the difliculty of obtaining such a con-

cession. There are no grounds upon which, a

pardon can be accorded, or a commutation of the

sentence be decreed. But if it would be diflicult

to yield to an interest really powerful, how can

you expect me to give an alBrmative answer to

the intercession of a stranger ? Should I not be

seriously compromising myself? should I not be

liable to the attacks of those ill-conditioned per-

sons who are ever ready to hold up public men
to scorn and hatred, to suit their own factious

aims ? In a word, should I not be running an
immense risk by diverting the tide of justice from
its course, in a case which presents not the least

ground for such a proceeding on my part 'f"

" 1 am aware of all this, sir," responded Kate :

"but, Oh! the satisfaction which your own heart

will experience "

She stopped short, as a half-scornful- smile

began wreathing the moustached lip of the Minis-

ter. Hope, which had again been rising—though

faintly enough, it is true—in her bosom, sank
down again, like the wing-wearied bird from some
ineffectual soaring into a celestial region ; and she

felt that her heart was weeping tears of blood, at

the same time that a fresh gush of the crystal

tide poured forth from her eyes.

"Yes," the Minister resumed; "great indeed
is the risk that I should run : and permit me to

remind you, Miss Marshall, that the days of

romance are over. We live in times of stem
reality—in times when the actions of individuals

are necessarily influenced by a certain degree o*

personal selfishness. The Marquis of Villebelle,

were he now present, would himself assure you
that the boon you solicit is one which no Minister

would be likely to grant—save and except under
circumstances of an extraordinary character. In a

word, you ask a life. What if I grant it ? Is

there to be no recompense for me P"
" Yes, sir," responded Kate, now speaking with

renewed firmness :
" your reward will be found in

the consciousness of having performed a deed
which will raise up two of your fellow-creatures

from the abyss of woe, to the height of exultant

happiness. And in the warm gratitude of our
hearts "

"Oh, that universal vord gratitude!" exclaimed
the Minister scornfully: "it is uttered by every one

who has a favour to ask. Young lady, do you not

reflect that every criminal now in a Spanish gaol,

might send a relative, a lover, or a friend, to

demand of me a similar boon, and offer a similar

reward,—the boon being a life which is implored
—the recompense, gratitude! In good sooth I

should thrive upon so much gratitude, were it of a
substantial, a tangible, and a serviceable value.

But it is nothing—a mere airy word—an empty
name ! Must I once more remind you that indi-

vidual actions are now ruled by selfishness ? You
ask me a life : the favour you demand is immense
—the greatest, the highest which it is in mortal's

power to bestow. And in return, you offer a
recompense the meanest, the pooresH; the paltriest,

the most contemptible !"

" Oh, sir !" murmured Kate, rising from her

seat, and almost convulsed with afl'.ictiou ;
" if tlio

treasures of the whole world were at my disposal,

I would lay them at your feet : but, alas ! I have
not wherewithal to give you such reward as may
be commensurate with the boon that I imjjlore."

"Gold?—who spoke of gold ?" said the Minister,

contemptuously. " I have enough. It was not
to paltry dross that I for a moment alluded.

Were you an old wrinkled hag, and if you were
enabled to lay at my feet countless sums of the

yellow metal, I should at once return an abrupt

negative to your demand. But is there no reward
which a young and beautiful woman can be-

stow ?"

" Now, sir, I dare not for another moment sock

to blind myself to the true nature of your mean-
ing !" — and as Kate Marshall tims spoke, her

whole appearance inilicatcd the sudilrn uprising

of womanly pride and dignity. " You wifid

great and almost sovereign power—you have au-

thority of life and death : but your pn'M-ut con-

duct towards a friendless foreign woman who im-

pioros a IxMjn at your hands, is not the linest

chapter in your career. He whom I Inve mui4
perhaps die—and my own heart will bo broken i
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but the time may come when your Exctlkncy
j

wUl Uwk back with remorseful sorrow upon the '

incident of this day, and when pcrh^s you will

rcgfret that you have thus planted a dagger into

a bosom already too deeply wounded."
Having thus spoken, Kate Marshall was moving

tow;ard8 the door, when the Minister exclaimed,
" Stop ! Perhaps you may yet think better of

your own conduct—and then it will be too late.

Kemember that with one stroke of the pen I can

give you the life which you demand : but also

with a stroke of the pen, I can order it to be

be taken away within the week that is passing !"

" But you will not do this deed of cruelty
!"

eried Kate, once again having recourse to int«rces-

sion. " No—you will not do it ! Ah, sir ! you
are a married man—you have a wife who doubt-

less loves you "

" It is useless, young lady," interrupted the

Minister, " for us to continue arguing thus. Un-
derstand well your own position—think not of mine.

Your lover lies under sentence of death : with the

least sacrifice on your part you can save him

—

a sacrifice, too, the secret of which need never be

known to him "

" Enough, sir 1" ejaculated Kate Marshall, once

more displaying all the prideful dignity of an in-

jured, outraged woman :
" I have already heard

too much. Edward Eussell must die " She

paused for a few moments, as the tide of unutter-

able feelings surged up into her throat, and the

tears came to the very brims of her eyes : but

with an almost preterhuman effort she kept them
back ; and in a voice of unnatural calmness, went
on to say, " Yes—he must die ! for he would not

consent to be saved at such a sacrifice as that which

you have dared to suggest. Ah! you spoke of

keeping the foul atrocity away from his ears ?

Think you that I could look him in the face with-

out the tell-tale blush of shame revealing my dis-

honour ? No : I am not the adept in dissimu-

lation which your Excellency may be. And as for

him whose life' I am come to ask,—I repeat that

he would scorn to accept it on such conditions: he

would execrateyoM—he would loathe me—he would
refuse to retain a life that had been purchased by

80 much villany on the one hand, and so mucii

pollution on the other. Yes, sir—the contemned,

the branded, the doomed smuggler has his own
fine ieclings, at least in one sense ; and those

feelings finer than you, who are a gieat Minister,

can possibly boast of possessing ! These feelings,

sir, shall not be wounded nor outraged by me !

Oh, in my eyes, infinitely superior is that coa-

tcmned, branded, and doomed smuggler—though
wearing the felon's chains in a dungeon-cell

—

infinitely superior is he, I say, than the great

statesman who stands before me now, proposing in

his dastard cowardice, and abhorrent meanness of

soul, to make a human life the subject of barter

for a woman's honour ! I leave you, sir : I leave

you to the enjoyment of such I'eeluigs as you may
be enabled to experience after a scene such as this.

I leave you for the purpose of writing to the Mar-
quis of VilleboUe, and informing that generous
nobleman how his well-meant letter has been
received, and the treatment it has procured me at

your hiuids. But that is not all : —for where-
•oever words may proclaim the infamy of your
conduct, shall I make it known ; and there is in

my heart the conviction that the day must come
when you will shrink appalled and in utter loathing

from the contemplation of your villany."

I'he Minister of the Interior had listened coldly

in one sense, but with impassioned feelings in an-

other, to the long, the eloquent, and the reproach-

ful address which Kate Marshall thus delivered.

He listened coldly, we say, because he was un-

moved and unaffected by the bittcmese and terri-

ble satire of her remarks : he was not even angerrd

by them : the words, though barbed like arrows,

fell innocuously away from a soul too much indu-

rated by an utter unscrupulousness of character to

be penetrated by them. But on the other hand
the Minister was more than ever excited by tl e

beauty of Kate's appearance. Indeed, superbly

handsome did the young woman seem then,—with

the flush of indignation upon her cheeks -her blue

eyes lighted up with tire—her nostrils dilating

—

her ivory teeth looking brilliant between the coral

lines that were wreathed with the strong accentua-

tion of her language—her fine bust swelling as if

about to burst tlu-ough the corsage which impri-

soned it—her whole form appearing to erpaud
into a nobler stature and more magnificent propor-

tions, as she thus boldly stood, dealing forth the

t-errible invective of her outraged feelings. The
Minister had likewise risca from his seat ; and
though his attitude seemed indicative of a cool

nonchalance, yet there was a burning fire of lust-

fuJ^assion in his eyes—the hectic of that same
gloating desire upon his cheeks—and the hot

breath came thick and almost panting from his

parched throat and between his quivering lips.

Strange and striking was the contrast between
those two beings,—the tine form of the English-

woman expressing the prideful indignation of her

sex— the short slender figure of the Minister seem-
ing as if it might be overwhelmed by the immen-
sity of that anger. And yet the one whose aspect

was so glorious, was impotent for all such purpose :

while the one whose presence was so insigniticant,

was endowed with the mightiest power.
" Stop yet one moment. Miss Marshall !" said

the Minister, as she was turning away :
" it is not

the proposition which I am about to renew—but
a piece of advice that I am about to give. Be-
ware how you write to the Marquis of Villebelle

aught that shall be derogatory to myself. Ke-
member that I have the power of intercepting

your correspondence at the Post-oiBce, and of

suppressing it if unpalatable to me. Beware like.

wise how, on going forth from this cabinet, you
breathe a single word to my prejuilice : for again

I say, remember that I Imve powers whereof I

should not fail to make use. Ajid tliose powers I

would exercise ruthlessly — mercilessly. Your
chamber should be invaded by gendarme* : igno-

miniously should you be hurried through Spain

in their custody—and turned adriil on the frontier

of Portugal or of France. If therefore you have
a friend, a confidant, or an advisor in the Spanish
capital, see that you explain in guanleil terms
the particulars of this interview. Madrid is vast
— its buildings are numerous but there is not a
wall which hath not cars to dt.oL in whatsoovcr

may be spoken to the disadvanfjige of those who
^•cupy high phices. Follow my counsel—and you
will not be molested : disobey me in only a single

ti'.tle, and you shall be made to rue the cou4«"
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quences. And now one word more ! From a cer-

tain date the Captain-General of Catalonia had
power io suspend your lover's sentence ft)r three

weeks :—of that period ten days have already

expired ! It would not be safe for you to suffer

more than another week at the very outside to

elapse ere you definitely resolve upon the course

you will adopt. During this week, therefore,

which is now to ensue, I shall at any instant be

prepared to receive another visit from Miss Mar-
•hall. But if you come again and you loill

come let it be with the fore-knowledge that

argument is useless, intercession vain, upbraiding

a mere airy nothing. If you come, therefore, let

it be ynth the firm resolution of adopting the

only alternative that may save your lover's life."

During the delivery of this infamous speech,

Kate Marshall's countenance expressed, as she

listened, every variety of feeling which the several

portions thereof were but too well calculated to

excite. Pain the most mentally acute—indigna-

tion the most highly wrought—astonishment the

most confounding—disgust the most ineffable

—

abhorrence the most intense,—all in their turn

were these experienced by the young English
woman. When the speech was over, she was
about to turn away, and in silence take her de-

parture : but she felt that she could not thui

withdraw unavenged by the only weapons which
she had to wield—namely, word* !—and therefore

she tarried a few moments longer to give ex-

pression to her sentiments.
" I had read and I had heard," she said, with

iSashing eyes and flushing cheeks, " that Spain is

degenerate : but sunken indeed it must be below
the uttermost extreme of my conception, when
amongst its rulers it reckons such a man as thou

!

What ? you would violate the sanctity of corre-

spondence entrusted to the very means of convey-

ance which the Grovemment itself monopolizes,

leaving none other open ? You commit a hideous

crime by proposing to barter a human life against

a woman's honour ; and yet if the injured one
dares speak of your enormity, you threaten to

treat her as if she were the culprit and you
were the law's vindicator ? And you tell me that

you know I shall come back to you—and that

when I do come, I must be prepared to surrender

myself without another murmur to your arms ?

Oh, sir ! is it possible that you could address

me thus and not avert your looks in shame ?"

Having thus spoken, Kate Marshall turned
away from the Minister's presence, and issued

forth from the cabinet. Had she paused another
moment to observe his countenance, she would
have seen that so far from being moved or affected

by tlie way in which she had spoken, there was
only a slight perceptible scornful wreathing of his

lip ; and as the door closed behind her, he said to

himself, as if in allusion to her prideful indigna-

tion, " Nevertheless, she wUl come back again."

And in the afternoon of that same day, the

Minister of the Interior appeared in the Chamber
of Deputies ; and in an eloquent speech proposed
a measure for giving an impulse to the moral and
religious improvement of the people. And any
one to have heard him dilate with all his oratorical

power upon the necessity of encouraging lofty, re-

Hned, and honourable notions amongst the

would have thought that he himself must be
deeply imbued with the sense of his high and im-
portant subject.

CHAPTER CXLV.

THE MI5ISTEB'S TTIFE.

Miss Mi.bshall issued from the private dwelling

of the Minister of the Interior with mingled feel-

ings of anguish and indignation. Such was indeed
her state of mind, she forgot she had about her
the letter of the Marchioness de Villebelle, ad-

dressed to the Minister's wife. She entered the

hired vehicle which had brought her thither, and
was already half-way back to the hotel, when the

circumstance of this letter flashed to her mind.
Hope for a moment sprang up within her : but it

vanished almost as quickly, as a second thought
suggested that no wife, however excellent-hearted,

could possibly wield any influence for good over
such a husband as the man whom she had just left.

She was almost inclined to abstain from delivering

the letter altogether,—when she reflected that not
a single stone should be left unturned that might,
even by the remotest possibility, tend to the

accomplishment of the aim which was dearer than
her own life: and she resolved to present thi«

letter.

Not choosing, however, to return to the Minis-
terial abode in the vehicle which might be recog-

nised by the Minister himself from the windowi
—supposing that he had watched her departure,

—and being alao unable to make the driver iinder-

stand that she wished to return thither, Kate
stopped the chaise and alighted. She remembered
the proper direction to be pursued; and after a
quarter of an hour's walk, came once more in sight

of the mansion. At that very instant she beheld
the Minister issue forth and enter his carriage,

which immediately rolled away : for he was now
proceeding to the Chamber of Deputies. She waa
glad that he had thus left his house, at the time
that she was about to seek an interview with his

lady ; and when the carriage was out of sight, she

proceeded to the private entrance of the dwelling.

Mentioning the name of the Minister's wife, she

was at once conducted up a handsome staircase,

into a large and elegantly furnished apartment,

—

where the domestic, perceiving she could not speak
the Spanish tongue, politely motioned her to be
seated. She waited in tliat room for nearly half-

an-hour—at the expiration of which interval, the

door opened and a lady made her appearance.

The Minister's wife was a remarkably tine wo-
man, of about Kate's own age—namely, between
four and five-and-twenty. She was tall, well made,
and of similar proportions to those of Miss Mar-
shall. Indeed, her contours were precisely of that

same Hebe-richness adjusted to the most admirable

syrametry, which characterized the Englishwoman.
To be more particular still, a dress that was made
for the one would have exactly fitted the other.

But if in the height of stature and in the modelled

forms of shape, there existed this similitude be-

tween the Minister's wife and Miss Marshall, the

personal resemblance went no farther,— the former
being of Spanish duj-kincss of complexion, witt
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raven hair and large dark eyes. Unlike tUc

Spanish women generally, however, this lady wore

her hair in a profusion of ringlets and tresses,

which admirably became the perfectly oval sliape

of her countenance. She was handsome,—with

regular features, bright red lip^, and a superb set

of"teeth : while the rich carnation blood appeared

on the checks beneath the diaphanous olive tint of

the skin. Altogether she wa.s a lady whose beauty

might be termed brilliant ; and she waa as com-

manding and gracefully majestic, as her husband

in stature and appearance was insignificant and

Inister-looking. There was however upon her

(ountenanee a certain air of pensive melancholy,

which seemed to denote that she was not altogether

happy in her mind ; and notwithstanding the affa-

bility of her manner, this spirit of thoughtfulness

—almost amounting to mournfulness—displayed

itself in a certain degree of languor. Kate was

inynediately prepossessed in her favour : for she

felt convinced that the wife was very different from

the husband.

"Pardon this intrusion, madam," she said,

thus addressing in her native English the Spanish

lady : " but I have been emboldened to wait upon

you in order to present a letter from the Mar-

chioness of Villebelle."

"Ah! my English friend, the Marchioness

—

that sweet amiable creature !" said the Minister's

wife, a smile appearing at once upon her lips ; as

if she heard with unfeigned pleasure the name of

one whose acquaintance she valued. " Pray be

seated : for whosoever comes with a letter of in-

troduction from either the Marquis or the Mar-

chioness of Villebelle, must be truly welcome

here."

Kate presented the letter : and in so doing she

sighed audibly, through fear that the present pro-

ceeding would prove useless, as all the incidents

of her interview with the Minist€r swept vividly

through her memory. The lady's ear caught that

sigh; and fixing her large dark eyes intently

upon Miss Marshall, she said in a low murmuring

Toice, but still speaking in the English language,
—" And you too are unhctppy I"

Kate hastily averted her head to conceal her

tears : and the Minister's wife, thinking that the

letter would no doubt afford her some insight into

the cause of that sorrow which her visitress but too

evidently experienced, addressed herself to its

perusal without saying another word.
" Miss Marshall," said the Spanish lady, when

she had read the letter, " it is impossible for any

one to appear before me more strongly recom-

mended than yourself. To the extent of my
limited power, you may command my services.

Not merely on the ground of this recommendation

will they be cheerfully afforded—but likewise be-

cause you belong to a nation for whom I entertain

an esteem amounting to an affection. I was
educated for some years in England, and received

the kindest treatment from every one with whom
I came in contact. Delay not therefore to give

me such explanations as may enable me to tell you
at once to what extent you may reckon on my
influence."

Kate Marshall's talc was soon told: but in

speaking of the interview which had so recently

passed between herself and the lady's husband,
she did not of course allude to the infamous pro-

posal he had made her—but merely stated that

his Excellency had declined to grant her request.
" Profoundly grieved am I, Miss Marshall, to

enhance your affliction," said the lady, speakin*

in a voice indicative of the most compassionate

sympathy :
" for it would be wrong on my part

to encourage a hope the realization of which I

cannot foresee—much less promise. Yofc cannot

disguise from yourself—I am sure you are too

intelligent to make such an attempt—that tho

case of the unfortunate man in whom you are so

deeply interested, is no ordinary one ?"

" I know it—alas, I know it but too well, lady !"

responded Kate, with profound mournfulness. " In-

deed, I have been made to understand that it is

so. But surely, surely, there is mercy to be shown
even to one who has so grievously offended

against the laws of your country as he ?"

" Did my husband hold out no hope ?" inquired

the lady :
" none ?—not the slightest whatsoever ?"

" None, madam," answered Kate : but as sho

thus spoke, the colour mounted to her cheeks an
instant before so pale ; and if her own life had
depended on it, she could not have prevented her-

self from looking troubled and confused— this

trouble and this confusion, too, being enhanced

when she perceived that the Minister's wife was
now gazing upon her with a peculiar manner of

penetration.
" And his Excellency held out no hope ?" said

the lady, slowly emphasizing her words, and look-

ing with keen earnestness at Kate, as if she did

not altogether believe the response that had been

given, and bade her tax her memory for something

tbat lurked in the background.
" Madam, I entertain no hope at the hands of

your husband," replied Miss Marshall : then feeling

that her confusion and her trouble were augment-

ing, and consequently becoming all the more
visible, she burst into tears,—exclaiming passion-

ately, " All my hope is now centred in yourself

and in heaven !"

The Minister's wife rose from her seat, with a

certain expression of countenance that appeared

to be almost anguished ; and she turned abruptly

aside : then, as suddenly accosting Kate again, sho

said in a low voice, " Miss Marshall you have not

told me all ! I understand it I—I comprehend tho

noble delicacy of your conduct— and I thank

you !"

And this voice in which the Spanish lady spoke,

was not merely low—it was likewise so altered

from its natural tones that Kate was smitten with

dismay ; and gazing up into the countenance that

was bent over her, as she herself retained her own
seat, she saw that it was deadly pale—with that

pallor, too, which is always the more ghastly and
the more fearful when displayed by the face of a

brunette. The idea naturally flashed all in a mo-
ment to Kate's mind, that the lady must be suf-

ficiently aware of her husband's true character,

—

possibly acquainted, also, with a sufhciency of his

antecedents,—to enable her to make the painful

surmise of what had actually taken place. Her
own uneasiness was therefore wrought up to the

highest : her confusion was enhanced into bewil-

derment. She knew not what to say: her ow«
position was most painful. If questioned pointedly,

how could she deny what had taken place ?—^but

on the other hand, bow oould she admit it P To
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distress this kind-hearted lady who in the space of

a few minutes liad shown her so much sympathy,

was an alternative to which she could not

easily bring herself; and yet, as she still gazed on

that fearfully pale countenance, and looked into

those dark eyes where an unnatural light seemed
burning,—she felt convinced that the injured and
outraged wife had indeed but too well conjectured

what had passed at the interview between her-

eelf and the Minister.
" Miss Marshall," said the lady, resuming her

Beat, and making an evic'ftjntly powerful endeavour

to subdue her emotions, " you have not told mo
all : but I again thank you for having suppressed

that which you liave left unexplained. Ah ! it

was not without reason I involuntarily observed

just now that ynu too are unhappi/,—meaning
th.>reby that in such unhappiness there was per-

haps too much cause for the cxistcnco of sympathy
between us."

No. 87.—THIUD lEBIBo.

"tiady," answered Kate, in a voice dooply oom-
passionating this avowal of affliction on the part of
the Minister's \\'ife,

—" if for a moment my pre-

sence beneath this roof should have led to aught
that has given you pain, most sincerely and d<n'ply

do I regret it. You have shown mo so much kind
sympaMiy-and sympathy to one in my position is

so sweet—that not for worlds could I find it in my
heart to be the source of annoyance. Let me go,

madam !—I will take elsewhere the burden of my
own sorrows "

" Miss Marsliall," interrupted the Minister's

wife, " there is something savouring of repro.ach-

fulness in your tone, your look, and your manner.
Ah ! if a doubt had previously remained in my
mind, it would now be cleared up. Yes it is in-

deed so ! There is confirmation of my painful

conjecture in every syllable you have uttprod—in

every glance you have Hung upon me. Oh !" slw*

cried, wringing her handd bitterly—but still aha did
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not weep,— " what must you think of a man who
wields so much power to do good, and yet uses it

»o unwortliily ? Oh, what must you think, I say ?

—

what must you think ? Alas that I should have

been compelled to apeak thus openly and plainly

in your presence : but I see how it has been. You
too have experienced an outraf^eous proposal from

that man whose conduct fills mc with shame, as it

causes my unhapjnncss,—that man nevertheless

whom I love so devotedly and so well ! Oh, if my
dear friend Conslance"—thus alluding to the Mar-
chioness of Villebclle— " knew that I am unhappy,
and suspected the cause But no !" she inter-

rupted herself vehemently : " heaven forbid that

it should be suspected at all heaven in mercy
foibid

!"

The unfortunate lady became convulsed with

griff—or rather desisted from her impassioned out-

pourings through the augmenting paroxysms of

that rending anguish ; and Rate Marshall, forget-

ting whatsoever difference of rank there might be
between them, took both her hands—pressed them
warmly in her own—and besought her to be com-
forted. The gush of mental agonies was too vio-

lent to last long ; and when its sweeping fm-y had
passed away—or at least had yielded somewhat to a
lull—the Minister's wife caressingly acknowledged
the display of Miss Marshall's sympathy ; and after

a brief pause went on speaking.
" Circumstances," she said, " have led me into

revelations to your ears which have never been
breathed even to my mother or father—much less

to friends or acquaintances. No : the pride of a
woman has prevented tJiat,—the pride of a Cas-
tilian too ! Were I ill-looking, unaccomplished,
and coarse in manners, I miglit complain of a hus-
band's neglect—because, in that case, I should not
be sustained by a proper pride above the meanness
of complaining. It is however different. My
gltss tells me that I am not ugly : a retrospect
over the educational training through which I
have passed, convinces me that I cannot altogether
be devoid of mental attractions ; and the adulation
which I receive in society, forbids the notion that
my manners are repulsive. Therefore have I the
conviction that I am a woman to be loved : and for

the same reason my pride prevents me from suffer-

ing the world to know that I have not the power
of fascinating my husband's heart. But I will tell

you more, Jliss Marshall. When four years ago I
first formed his acquaintance, he was a poor, un-
known, struggling advocate at the bar. We were
married—and the dower which I brought him,
tliough small, was nevertheless the foundation of
his fortune. Therewith he established the journal
which became such a power amongst the press—

a

power too amongst the people. It procured him a
seat in tlic Chamber of Deputies ; and thence the
transition was by no means dillicult to the elevated
post of a Minister. To me he owes everything:
luy recompense is—nothing ! worse than nothing-
it is neglect! For three years has our married
life lasted : for two years we have occupied separate
ehauibers ;—yes, for two years we have been only
as friends dwelling beneath the same roof. There
haa been as much lUienation between us— or rather
on his part towards mc—as if no nuptial vows had
ever been pronounced. It may seem singular to
you, Miss Miirshnll, that within the first hour of
oar acquaiiiUuuv, 1 till jvu M (his: but it is be-

cause circa instances have led me into the revela-

tion And besides," added the Minister's wife,

suddenly looking as if she were ashamed and con-

fused, " there is a project in my mind which maj
serve the purposes of us both."

" Serve mine ?" ejaculated Kate, eagerly catch-

ing, like a drowning creature, at any straw. " Do
you mean that there is hope of saving the life of

him I love ?"

" Hope P Yes—every hope !" responded the

lady. " But only if you will be guided by me."
" Guided by you P" exclaimed Miss Marshall

:

" you are an angel sent to raise me up from
despair ! Oh, you have but to speak—to give me
your instructions—to tell me what to do—and I

will follow your counsel in all things
!"

" Patience for a moment," said the lady ;
" and

let me first understand you beyond the possibility

of mistake. Deal frankly with me : think not of

wounding my feelings by any painful disclosures

:

it is absolutely necessary that I should learn every-

thing which passed between my husband and your-

self."

" Do you indeed insist upon such full and com-
plete revelations ?" asked Kate.

" I do," responded the Minister's wife. " Again
I say, tell me everything ! The success of the

project which I have in my mind, depends upon
the accuracy with which you give me these de-

tails. Alas ! did you not perceive that I only

conjectured them but too well almost from the

beginning ? You are not the first. Miss Mar-
shall, to whom my husband has made such pro-

posals : you are not the first to whom he has

offered to sell that mercy which on no other con-

dition would he vouchsafe ! But you are one of

the few who have had the honour, the spirit, and
the rectitude to scorn and disdain the proposition.

Oh ! you know not how I love my husband, not-

withstanding all his faults: and if I could but
wean him back to my arms But I am wasting

time. Pray give me youi- explanations."

Kate Marshall,—perceiving that the Minister's

wife was firmly resolute in hearing these dis-

closm-es, and that they connected themselves with

the plan she was revolving in her mind,—no
longer hesitated to acquiesce in her demand. She
accordingly entered upon a narrative of those par-

ticidars of her interview with the Minister which
are already known to the reader : but inasmuch
as she appeared disposed to glance at them more
lightly than was consistent with minuteness of

detail, in order to avoid as much as possible shock-

ing the outraged wife,—the latter was compelled

to question her closely to elicit the fullest par-

ticulars. Ultimately every tittle was revealed,

—

not even to the omission of the insolent prophecy
thrown out by the Minister, to the effect that

within the week which was passing Kate would
return to him.

" Now I know all," said the Minister's wife, in

a mournful voice : for she could not be otherwise

than shocked at the cold-blooded cruelty and re-

fineil villany of her husband's conduct : but
speedily brightening up again, with the hope
which was encouraged by the project then in her
mind, she said, "Now, Miss Marshall, I will ex.

plain to you the course which is to be followed

the only course whereby you can save y<iur

lover from an otlicrwise certain death J"
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The Minister's wife and Kate Marsliall re-

mained together for nearly an hour longer in deep

and earnest discourse : but what the nature of it

was, need not now be particularized. SuiBce it

to say, that Kate took her departure with hope in

her bosom ; and on returning to the hotel, she

gave the landlady to understand that she had ex-

perienced no unfavourable reception at the hands

of the Minister of the Interior and his wife—but

that a definite answer could not be given to her

prayer for three or four days to come.

CHAPTER CXLVI.

THE APPOINTMENT.

It was on the fourth morning after the interviews

with the Minister and his wife,—and consequently

verging towards the end of the week, within the

limit of which it was so vitally necessary to adopt

a decisive measure on behalf of Ned Russell,—that

Kate Marshall again apparelled herself in her

handsomest costume. She expended a consider-

able time over her toilet,—paying the minutest

attention to every detail, and studying to render

herself as attractive as possible. No doubt she

felt that there was something meretricious in all

this : but the image of her beloved was uppermost
in her mind,—she was doing it for his sake—and
this was her consolation. Her heart too beat

high with hope ; and this inward excitement gave

a rich carnation bloom to her countenance. Never
had Kate Marshall appeared to greater advantage :

never had her handsome countenance looked hand-

somer—never were the rich contours of her shape

more admirably displayed by the aids of apparel.

It was bordering upon noon, when, having

finished this careful toilet, Miss Marsliall entered a

hired vehicle, and was driven to the private dwell-

ing of the Minister of the Interior. This house,

as already intimated—and like many of the man-
sions at Madrid^had two entrances. One was
considered the private means of access to the

family compartment : the other commuuieated
with the official rooms of the Minister himself:

for we should have observed that altliough he
transacted his principal business at the ]\Iinistry

of the Interior, he nevertheless received, at a

certain hour, applicants and visitors at his own
private residence. Perhaps he had more motives

than one in adopting this course : it might be that

there were certain matters which h(! could conduct
with greater privacy at his own abode than at the

buildmg ollicially devoted to the department over

wliich he presided.

It was at the entrance to the Minister's apart-

ments that the vehicle which bore Kate, 8toj)pcd

to set her down, as on the preceding occasion.

Slie was conducted up to the waiting-room : several

other persons were there assembled ;—but almost

immediately after her arrival, she was desired by
the usher to follow him into the Minister's pro-

scnce. It was evident therefore that this usher
had received his instructions how to act in case

Miss Marshall should call again. The coloui" was
heightened upon her cheeks as she followed the

o/licial into the same cabinet where she had before

seen the Minister of the Interior ; and on entering
that apartment, she observed that he was now
alone,—the secretary having been doubtless ordered
to withdraw. The Minister endeavoured to main-
tain a cold reserve of manner,—as if he did not
choose to show too much pleasure at the fulfilment

of his prophecy. At the re-apjiearance of Miss
Marshall, nevertheless, the gradual flushing of his

previously pale cheeks, and the fiercer burning of
his dark eyes, denoted but too plainly the llaming-

up of the devouring desires which her presence

had on the former occiision excited within hiiu.

Bowing with a distant courtesy, he motioned Kate
to a seat—and resumed his own, from which he
had risen on her entrance.

"Your prophecy is fulfilled, sir," said Kate,
speaking in a low but fii-m voice. " I am here
once more."

" But have you been mindful of the warning I

gave ?" demanded the Minister, his eyes travelling

slowly and with gloating eagerness over her entire

form :
" have you borne in mind the assurances I

so emphatically held out, that it would be useless

to have recourse anew to intercession and entreaty

—to threat or upbraiding ?"

' I have borne all this in mind," answered Kate,
her looks sinking beneath the devouring gaze of

the libertine Minister.
" Then I am to understand. Miss Marshall," he

went on to say, " that you have consented to my
proposition ?"

" I am resolved to save at any price the life of

him whom I love:"—and still Kate spoke in a
low but firm tone.

" It is well—and your decision is a wise ane,"

said the Minister, every feature of his countenance
being expressive of the inward exultation that

filled his heart. " Doubtless you reflected that

the period of delay is drawing to a close—and that

to-morrow,—or the day after to-morrow at latest,

the order for your lover's pardon should be trans-

mitted to the Captain-General of Catalonia? "

" Such has been my reflection," rejoined Kate :

•' and to ensure the transmission of that pardon,

have I returned to fulfil your prophecy."

"Then listen !" said the Minister, as he now ap-

proached Kate; and taking her hand, he bent
towards her—so that his breath, hot with the fever

of desire, played upon her cheek. " This night, as

the clocks proclaim the hour of ten, must you be

with me. No one need mark your arrival : no one
shall be nigh to observe your approach. I will

give you the key of that doDr at tlie entrance

In short, everything shall be managed with a bo-

coming delicacy."

" I expect as much at your hands, sir," answered
Kate :

" for heaven knows that if the shame and
dishonour which I am tliis night to encounter, be-

came whispered abroatl in the world, it would drive

me to despair and to self-destruction !"

" Fear nothing !" ([uiekly answered the Minister,

who was almost mailden<'d by that close survey of

Kate's countenance,—a survey which showed him
that she was still in all the freshness of her charms
—that no artificial colour lent tlui hue of the rose

to her cheeks: while at the same time he could

drink in the breath that was pure and balmy aa

the gentle breeze of a Spring morning. " Fear

nothing," he repeated. " You have but to hint at

any other arrangements —and they shall be adopted.
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All that I require is tlie faithful keeping of the

appointment : I care not for the circumstances

under which it may be kept, so long as you will be

mine !"

" Can you not understand," asked Kate, avert-

ing her blushing countenance, " that henceforth I

can never look you in the face again ? Already

am I overcome with shame and confusion
"

" And wherefore, beloved one ?" asked the Minis-

ter : and he endeavoured to imprint a kiss upon

one of those glowing cheeks : but she quickly re-

pulsed him, starting up from her seat at the same ,

time.
" No ! no !" she cried :

" not now ! not now !
,

Have I not assured you that I am already over-

come with shame ? Spare me, I beseech you !"

" I will," he answered :
" because to-night you

will be mine— altogether mine ! But you will not

come cold and inanimate—coy and reluctant—to

my arms ? It must not be a marble statue that I

am to enfold in my embrace. No : you must come
glowing with passion and with ardour

"

" Speak not thus—speak not thus !" interrupted

Kate, trembling—perhaps shuddering from head

to foot. " Oh, there is something shocking in the

idea of talking thus in the broad daylight, when
the sun is shining! But to-night—when darkness

shall be upon the face of the earth—and when in

the midst of darkness also I shall meet you,

—

—
then it may be different ! then, perhaps, the plunge

being resolved upon, I shall more than resign

myself to my fate
"

" Oh, I understand you—I understand you !"

exclaimed the libidinous Minister, literally trem-

bling with the ardour of his passion. " You will

be all that I require ? But what meant you by
those words you have just spoken

—

that in the

midst of darkness we shall meet 7"

"I mean this," answered Kate, still speaking

with averted looks, and with a countenance crim-

soned up to the very hair of her head :
" that

inasmuch as I never again can look you in the

face without dying of shame—and inasmuch as

you have promised that whatsoever arrangement

may be suggested to spare my feelings, shall be

carried out—I have to stipulate that the only con-

dition on which I will come, is to the cfifect that

we do meet in darkness; and that for the hour

which I shall remain with you, your Excellency

swears as a man of honour—by everything sacred

in heaven, and in fear of everything terrible in

Satan's kingdom—that you will not attempt to

kindle lamp nor candle for the purpose of looking

me in the face,"

" No, no : I will not do it !" answered the

Minister. "I will obey your behest in all things."
" You swear ?" demanded Kate.
" T swear," responded the Minister.
" You swear," she repeated, " as solemnly and as

fearfully as I ere now indicated ?"

" I swear by all my hopes of horoafter !" was
the rejoinder vehemently given.

" And understand me well," continued Kate,

still speaking with averted looks—and still too

with cheeks of peony-redness,—" there is some-
thing still more coercive than an oath ""

" What mean you ?" demanded the Spaniard
hastily.

" I moan this," was (he quick reply :
" that if

you attempt to violat* that oath which you

have sworn, a dagger which I shall have with

mc "

" A dagger ?" ejaculated the Minister, who waj

in his soul a coward.
" Yes—a dagger !" responded Kate. " But not

to drink your heart's blood ! I am no murder-

ess no, not even to .ivenge such an outrage aa

that would be ! But iniismuch as, if after having

surrendered my honour up to you, it would be

shame goading me to madness to look you in the

face—and as death would be preferable to such

shame,—that dagger which is to accompany mc,
shall be plunged deep down into my own bosom if

you were to attempt to violate your oath. Then
your Excellency would have to account to the

world as best you could, for the tragedy thus

occurring in the privacy of your own chamber."
" Fear not, beauteous creature," responded the

Minister, "that there will be need for such m
frightful catastrophe. No, no: my imagination

will depict the loveliness of your countenance, as

it is already impressed upon my memory. Be it

therefore as you say : we will meet in the darkness

—we will continue in darkness—we will part in

darkness likewise."
" And the decree of pardon," added Kate, " will

be already drawn up—your signature will be at-

tached thereto ? You will have the document in

readiness for me this night ?"

" Fear not ! all shall be done as you wish,"

replied the Spaniard.
' And now, one word more !" continued Kate:

" for all this has a business-like regularity that

must not be lost sight of. Your Excellency per-

ceives that I trust entirely to your honour in

faithfully placing in my hands the pardon for

which I am to make so great a sacrifice. There

is in our English history a terrible tale, of a cer-

tain Colonel Kirke, who obtained possession of a

young damsel's virtue under circumstances some-

what similar to these which are taking place now,

—with this difference, however, that it was the

girl's brother, and not her lover, for whom she

sacrificed herself to that pitiless soldier-judge.

It is however recorded that Kirke—a vile traitor

to his pledge, and inspired with the cruelty of a

fiend—opened his casement in the morning, and

showed the dishonoured sister the corpse of her

brother suspended to a tree at a little dis-

tance. Now, your Excellency must understand

mc well
"

" What ! do you believe me capable of such

diabolic perfidy as that P" ejaculated the Minister.

" I have a right to guard against it," responded

Kate, calmly and firmly. " Give me now a

written acknowledgment signed by your own hand

—scaled with yoiu' own seal,—an acknowledgment

which I shall boar away with me,—that on ccr.

tain conditions to be fulfilled to-night, the full and

complete pardon of Edward llussoU is to be placed

in my possession. To-morrow I will remit you, by

messenger or post, the acknowledgment you are

about to sign."

" Ah! but you will use it to wreak a vengeance

upon nie ? ' cried the Minister, almost astounded

at the demand.
' Think you that if I gain my end—namely,

the salvation of my lover," asked Kate,—" I

shall be willing to take a step which by giving

publicity to the whole dread and infamous traus-
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action, would make known my shame to the

world ? No, sir : I shoifld be but too anxious

for the secret to be religiously kept. But if, on

the other hand, you deceive me in respect to the

pardon

—

then should I scatter all otlier considera-

tions to the wind ; and the idea of vengeance be-

coming paramount, I should proclaim all my
wrongs—because when once that vengeance had

been wreaked, I myself should have no longer a

single tie to bind me to existence. I should perish

—and in self-destruction throw off the coil of

shame !"

The Minister of the Interior perceived nothing

unreasonable in all this : on the contrary, he merely

beheld therein the natural precaution which a wo-

man was likely to take when having to deal with a

person of unscrupulous character. For his Excel-

lency knew full well that such was his character

—

and that in such a light it must be viewed by Miss

Marshall. But on this score he was altogether in-

difterent ; he considered himself to have risen by
liis own talents and intrigues high above the opi-

nion of the world at large—and consequently to

place him in total independence of the opinion of

an individual. He was infatuated with Miss Mar-
shall's beauty:—possessed of the strongest pas-

sions, he was excited to a more than ordinary de-

gree by her handsome countenance and her fine

shape : he longed to clasp her in his arms—yearned

with avidity to make her his own. Therefore it

was without any farther hesitation that he yielded

to what he regarded as a mere precaution on her

part ; and seating himself at the desk, he penned

in the English language pre usely such a document
as she had suggested,—appending his signature,

and affixing the ministerial seal of the Home De-
partment.

" One single embrace ere you leave me. Miss

Marshall !" he said, as he presented the paper

;

and he made a movement to suit the action to the

word.
" No, sir—not now !" she emphatically exclaimed,

retreating a couple of paces. " I am no brazen-

face that can thus calmly and deliberately surren-

der myself to the arms of a stranger. Understand
me well, sir !" she continued, again with averteil

countenance, and with that crimsoning of tlie

cliecks which showed how revolting it was unto the

sensitive delicacy of her feelings to be compelled

thus to argue and expatiate upon such a subject ;

" understand me well, sir ! I am pure and chaste :

it is no meretricious female whom you are thus

wooing by coercion instead of by sentiment ; and
again do I repeat that in the broad daylight, with

tlie sun shining, I cannot look you in the face and
think of all that is to be consummated. This

night, punctually as the clocks at Madrid proclaim

the hour of ten, shall I keep the appointuieut which
has been made."
With these words Kate Marshall, liaving secured

the document in her bosom, moved towaids the

door ; and the Minister of the Interior sought not

to detain her—sought not even so mucli as to

touch her hand again. That door closed behind
her ; and when ho was once more alone, he gloated

over the idea that within a few hours thence, the

Bupcrb creature who had just quitted his presence,

would be his own—abandoned completely unto
him—clasped in his arms !

Kale rctorncd in the hotel : and in the course of

the afternoon, a lady—wearing the graceful Span-
ish mantilla, which completely concealed her coun-
tenance—called upon her at that hostelry. They
were closeted together for nearly an hour ; and
then the visitress took her leave,—departing on
foot as she had come, and \vMi the mantilla com-
pletely hiding her features, so that she could not

possibly be recognised by any one belonging to the

establishment. This lady was the wife of the

Minister of the Interior: but wherefore had she

thus stealthily sought an interview with Kate ?

This question will be speedily answered by the in-

cidents which we are about to record.

The hours passed—evening came—the dusk set

in—and at length the iron tongue of Time pro-

claimed the moment of the appointment which
Miss Marshall had consented to keep with the

Minister of the Interior. This functionary had
given an intimation to his domestics that they were

to be out of the way so far as his own private

suite of apartments was concerned ; and they, com-
prehending full well that their master had in hand
one of his wonted affairs of gallantry, took the

hint and were careful to obey it. Faithful to his

promise to Kate Marshall, he extinguished the

lights in the vestibule—on the staircase —in the

spacious landing to which that staircase led,

—

everywhere, in short, from the entrance-door to

that of his own chamber—and within the chamber
itself likewise. He was apparelled in a dressing-

gown—his feet were thrust into slippers : his

heart was beating with the excitement of his pas-

sions—for his fervid imagination was enabled to

define and delineate all the contours of that shape

which the di-css of his intended victim had con-

cealed, although to a certain extent developing

them. He thought to himself that the moment
was now at hand which was to give him one of

those rewards for which he had laboured, and
toiled, and intrigued : inasmuch as he regarded the

possession of power, not merely as a crowning

triumph of his ambition, but likewise as the means
of gratifying his insatiate lust for pleasure.

It was, as we have said, ton o'clock—nnJ
already for at least tive minutes had the lieontioui

Minister been waiting in the vestibule,—waiting

there in the darkness for the arrival of her whom
he expected. Nor was he kept long in suspense.

The bell at the entrance rang : he (lew to open

the door—and a female form, closely veiled, passed

into the vestibule.

" Beauteous creature, I thank thee," exclaimed

the impassioned Minister, "for thus punctually

keeping the njipointinent of love!'-and now teol-

ing that ho had a riglit to eonsi ler her his own,

shrouded in the darkness as they were, and all

arrangements being made bv him in faithful com-

pUanec with Kate Marsliall's stipulations, — he

tore up the veil, anrl straining lior in his arms,

pressed his lips to her's. " Now," ho said, '• let

me lead you hence."

She had spoken not a word : she appeared to

have surrendered herself like a willing victim t«i

his embrace. She accoinpani'.-d him ui) the stairs :

the landing was crossed -the chamber was en-

tered.

For obvious reasons we must pass with some
degree of haste over this scene. Sullice it to say

that half-au-hour had elnpscil from the mmncut
that tbo Minister of the iiilcrior had couductcil
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the female to his chamber,—when he exclaimed,

in the English tongue, " By heaven, there is some
mystery in all this ! You answer my impassioned

language in monosyllables—and these lowly mur-
mured! A suspicion—yes, a suspicion has flashed

to my mind No ! it has been growing and
growing for some minutes past now it is con-

firmed By heaven, I will be satisfied
!"

" Remember your solemn pledge, sir," whispered

a female voice, in the darkness of that chamber, and
also speaking in English,—" there is to be no light

!"

" Ah, this voice !" ejaculated the Minister, full

of wildering astonishment and affright :
" it is not

that of her whom I expected 'though feigned,

I know that it is not ! It has not her accents

1 am deceived But, by the living God,

I wUl clear up the mystery!"

"Remember, sir—the dagger "

"Away with all considerations !" cried the

almost infuriate man. " At any risk
"

" Then the consequences be upon your own head,"

again murmured that female voice. " It is I who
promised to meet you—it is I who have abandoned
myself to you Give me the pardon, and suffer

me to depart !"

The Minister had remained perfectly still, and
listening breathlessly to her words as she thus

spoke : for he sought, with all the keenness of the

Bense of hearing, to discover whether it were
really Kate Marshall's voice or another.

" No, no—I am deceived !" he ejaculated, now
speaking in his own native tongue. " There is

something startling in all this !"

He rushed to the chimuey-pieco, where there

were materials ready for striking a light. His
female companion endeavoured not to prevent

him from using those materials : she doubtless

thought that such an attempt would be vain, and
might only lead to the exercise of violence towards
herself, and to the disturbance of the household.

Therefore in a few moments a light sprang into

existence in the room : but not more quickly

blazed up that flame, than did the eyes of the

Minister glance upon the female —and he beheld
his own wife

!

" Madam," he said, becoming composed and
calm all in a moment, and speaking in a cold

stern voice,
—

" I will not pretend to declare that

you are not justified in the course you have pur-

sued. But on my side I have now only one alter-

native to adopt."

Thus speaking, he took from a side-table a
sealed packet, containing the pardon of Edward
Russell ; and deliberately tearing it in halves, he
set lire to it by the wax-candle which he had
lighted. He watched the fragments until they
were consumed : the bafHed, disappointed, and
even humiliated wife watched them also. Then,
as the last sparks wore expiring one after the

other on the blackened tinder, the unhappy lady

heaved a profound sigh ; and tears trickled down
her chocks as she thought of what would now bo
the feelings of poor Kate Marshall. But as a re-

collection suddenly flashed to her mind, she ac-

costed her husband; and looking him with earnest

signilicancy in the countenance, said, " Miss Mar-
shall has an acknowledgment signed by your own
hand—sealed with the Ministerial signet—to the
effect that the pardon of Edward Russell is to be
projjoatod to her

!"

" On certain conrlitions," responded the Minister,

coldly,—" which have not been fulfilled."

" But that acknowledgment," quickly exclaimed

his wife, " will prove your ruin ! it jyill serve as

the corroboration of the tale which she will

tell
"

" No," interrupted the Minister ; " it will have
none of these effects :"—and he pulled the cord of

the bell with some degree of violence.

" What would you do ? what intention have
you ?" demanded his wife, seized with consterna-

tion.

" Listen to the orders I shall give," rejoined her

husband, still in that same cold, stern, implacable

voice ;
" and you will hear."

The bcU wliich he had just pulled, rang in the

chamber of a valet who slept overhead. Scarcely

had the Minister given that response to his wife,

when a knock was heard at the door of the apart-

ment ; and the Minister, partly opening the door,

addressed his valet thus :
—

" Hasten and take with you a sufficient number
of the police for the arrest of a woman,—this

woman being a resolute and determined one.

Lose no time in repairing to the hotel where she

resides :"—and he named it. " Let no mercy be

shown her ! let no delay take place ! See that she

communicates not with a single individual belong-

ing to the establishment. It is of equal import-

ance that all papers in her possession should be

secured on the spot—sealed up—and brought to

me. Let every nook and corner—every possible

crevice of concealment — be thoroughly searched

and examined : for this is a dangerous woman—

s

spy in the pay of the Carlists- and she has im-

portant documents with her. Her name is Cathe-

rine Marshall : England is her native country.

Now depart;—and at the expiration of an hour at

the farthest, I shall expect that you knock at this

door to announce that the arrest is effected, and
to place in ray hands the sealed packet containing

all the papers found in the woman's room. Stop

!

—one word more! When convejed to gaol, let

her be phiced in a cell by herself; and see tluit

some trustworthy individual be appointed as the

turnkey."

Having issued these instructions, the Minister

of the Interior abruptly closed the door of the

chamber ; and as his eyes again settled upon his

wife, he saw that she was pale, trembling—the

picture of grief and despair.

" For heaven's sake, consummate not this stu-

pendous injustice!" cried the unhappy lady, fling-

ing herself at the Minister's feet. '• Oh, do not, I

implore you ! Avenge not upon her whatsoever

rancour you may cherish against me ! It was I

who devised the project—it was I who oouusclled

her how to act
"

" How came you to form her acquaintance?"

demanded the husband, folding his arms across

his chest, and looking down in cold severity upvm
that wife who still knelt at his feet, and whom he

bade not arise from her suppliant pisture.

" She brought me a letter from the Marchioness

de Viliebelle. That letter I can show you. It

was on the same day when she had a first inter-

view with j-ou Oh I in mercy spare her

!

Send and revoke the order ere it be too late ! I

will pledge my existence that no evil use shall be

made of the writ ton prouiiso you have given
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In mercy spare her, I conjure you !" and the un-

happy lady extended her' clasped hands in an-

guished entreaty towards her husband.

But cold and pitiless, he continued to gaze down
upon her : he was moved not by her beauty nor

her tears : he seemed not to reflect that in atone-

ment for the monstrous injustice he had done

towards her who was his wife, he was bound to

confer any boon which she might demand. There,

in semi-nudity, she knelt : there, clad only in the

lightest drapery, was she, a suppliant at his feet

—and he still remorseless and implacable !

" But wherefore," he demanded, " did you leave

several days to elapse ere this project of your's, to

which she became an accomplice, was put into ex-

ecution ?"

" Oh, because it was deemed more prudent to

allow that interval to pass, so that it might appear

as if she procrastinated the dread alternative until

abnost the latest moment "

" I understand," interrupted the Minister, a

scornful smile appearing upon his lips. " It was
indeed a stratagem altogether well worthy of

woman's ingenuity, — a stratagem whereby two
purposes were to be served : she to obtain the par-

don of her lover—you to win back a neglectful

husband to your arms. And pray, madam, was
it your intent to keep this secret all to your-

self?"
" No," she answered, suddenly rising to her

feet, and assuming a firmer look. " To-morrow,
afler having placed the pardon in the young
woman's hands, I should have come to you—

I

should have thrown myself at your feet, where I

have now been so vainly kneeling—I should have
confessed everything—I should have besought you
to take compassion upon me, and to consider that

the course I had adopted was not merely to save

a virtuous and unhappy foreigner from the chance
of succumbing to a foul wrong as the only alter-

native of rescuing her lover,—but likewise as a
proof of the affection, undiminished, and undying,
which I entertain for you ! Oh, will you not be
merciful ? do what you will with me, but spare

that unhappy creature ?"

"It is impossible," responded the husband:
" the order ha« gone forth—it is too late ! And
now, madam," he added, with another scornful

smile, " since you have thus contrived to obtain

access to my chamber, it suits me that you should
remain here for the present,—inasmuch as I will

not conceal from you my apprehension that if left

at liberty, you would speed to the hotel in the
hope of anticipating the visit of the police."

" And is it thus that you address your own
wife ?" exclaimed the wretched lady : then, as her
eyes suddenly flaslied fire, and her form appeared
to dilate with the inspiration of indignant pride,

she exclaimed, " But enough of this humiliation
for me ! You have committed the foulest outrage
which a husband can perpetrate towards a wife :

you stand before mc under circumstances which
render your purposed inlidclity undeniable ;—and
not one word of regret— not one syl.able of remorse
has passed your lips! You take the highest
ground—that ground which I myself ought to

occupy !—you treat mc as if I were the oflundor,

—

whereas it is you yourself who arc the criminal

!

But I will bear patiently with my wrongs no
mote. Have you forgotten, sir, that Spanish blood

flows in my veins—that a true Castilian vengeance
can animate my soul ?"

" Madam," answered the Minister coldly, " if

you think that you have it in your power to ruin
me, make the attempt. K it succeed, you pull

down an edifice over your own head as well &»

over mine : if you fail, you will only widen the
distance which of late has subsisted between us."

The unhappy lady saw but too keenly and felt

but too forcibly the truth of these observations;

and flinging herself upon the couch, she gave way
to a passionate outburst of grief.

At the expiration of the hour, there was a knock
at the door of that chamber; and the Minister
hastened to receive the tidings which his valet

brought. He passed out upon the landing ; and
the unfortunate lady heard the domestic speak
thus :

—
" Your Excellency's commands are obeyed to

the very letter : the English woman, bearing the

name of Catherine Marshall, is in prison—and this

packet contains the few papers which were found
in her possession."

" Good !" responded the Minister : and re-

entering the chamber, he closed the door.

Then, tearing open the packet, he examined the

papers one after the other : but his looks altered

visibly to the keen watching eye of his wife, when
he found that the written promise given to Kate
Marshall, was not amongst them. This was an
event for which he was but little prepared : he
had felt confident the acknowledgment would be
amongst those documents—but it was not ! The
case was dangerous—critical : that acknowledg-
ment was in his own hand\vriting—bore his own
signature—and was invested with all the formal
sanctity which the Ministerial seal could bestow.

" You perceive," said his wife, moi-e in anguish
than reproach, " that you have woven a web which
is closing around you—alas, I fear to your utter

ruin !"

The Minister gave no immediate response—but
stood gazing up<m the papers with looks of sombre
moodiness. His wife continued to watch his

countenance with painful anxiety : she knew that

the circumstances must be perilous and threatening
indeed, when they could make this deep impression
upon such a man as her husband.

" You can save me !" he suddenly exclaimed,

approaching the couch on which she reclined, her
arm supp<jrting her head.

" Oh, if I could!" she cried with an expression
of joy, and hope, and love appearing upon her
features: "it would be the happiest moment of
my life— because perhaps you would in that case

give mc back some portion of your heart?"
" Yes," quickly responded her husband, whose

soul, indurated though it were, was touched by all

these evidences of that truly noble-minded woman's
devoted attachment, and who could not help feel-

ing that this prompt anxiety on her part to succour
him in his embarrassment, was far more than he
deserved after all the abominable infamy of his

conduct :—" yes, I have indeed treated you too

harshly ! I were the veriest wrct<.'h upon earth if

1 did not ajiprcciate so much gooflness !"— then ia

a voice rendered tremulous with the conflicting

emotions which such a variety of circumslanres
had excited within him, he went on to say, " I

cannot blind myscli' to the fact~I do not hesit«t«
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to admit—that I stand upon llie very vurfjc of

ruin. Ah, cursed folly that lias brought mc to

this extremity !"

" My dearest husband," said the noble-hearted

Sp tnish woman, seizing his hands and pressing

them to her bosom, " tell me what I can do to

serve yru."
" I am about to ask you much," quickly re-

sponded the Afinister : but tlien, as a sudden

thought struck him, he exclaimed, " Oli ! you must
know what iliss Marshall has done with that

document ? Slie acted under your advice "

" Think you." iiiterrujjtcd the lady with a re-

proaciful look, " that I slicjuld have left you thus

»'•> suspense, had I really known how she has dis-

posed of the paper ? No — on my soul, 1 am
ignorant on the subject ! I saw her this afternoon;

and she acquainted me with all that had taken

place between herself and you in the morning : she

even showed me that pajjer—but I neither coun-

selled her to make any special use of it, nor did

she intimate tliat such was her intention. So far

from myself having the knowledge that she thought

of partizig with it, it was a portion of my plan to

obtain it from her on the morrow, when placing

the pardon in her hands ; and 1 should have come,

as 1 ere now said, to throw myself at your feet— to

reveal everything- and to restore to you this very

written promise whereof we are speaking."

The lady spoke nith such a voice and with such

looks of compietest sincerity, that it was impossible

for her husband to doubt the truth of her aver-

ments.
" I believe you," he said :

" what right indeed

have I to doubt you—you who are exhibiting a

kindness and an affection towards me which 1 so

little deserve !"

" And the service I can render you ?" asked the

wife anxiously. " Methinks I can anticipate what
you would say."

" At an early hour in the morning," responded

the Minister, " you must repair
"

" This night !—now, if you will !" exclaimed the

lady. " I know what you mean : you would have

me visit Miss Marshall in her prison But, Ah!
my dear husband, you have still the power to

make some atonement—and roGt assured you will

not be a loser thereby ! Sign the order for this

young woman's release : let mc be the bearer of it

to the gaol—and I stake my existence upon the

promise I now make,—which is, that I will save

you if it be yet possible to recall whatsoever coui'se

Miss Marshall may have taken !"

It was still more impossible than at first for the

Minister to remain insensible to the generous con-

duct of his wife. That heart which for nearly two
years had remained so hardened against her, was
melted, lie would have been tlie vilest, the most
detestable, and the most brutal of wretches were it

otherwise : but unprincipled though he were, he
was not so bad as all tliis. J[e seized his wife's

hand—he carried it to bis lips— and jia she wound
her arms about his neck, bo clasped her to his

breatit.

" Admirable woman !" he oxclairaed, " you have
taught me a lesson this night which I cannot pos-

sibly forget ! Whatsoever may be the result of

these threatening circumstances, I shall not remain
unmindful of your noble generosity. No— I shall

uot ! Wicked and unscrupulous I have beon .'

Not tor an instant do I attempt to palliate my
conduct : but I may atone for it—yes, I may atone
for it ; and that atonement shall be made. I will

now follow your advice in all things. You say

that you will proceed this night "

" To the prison ?" exclaimed the lady. "Yes

—

at once ! Lose not a moment in writing an order

for the discharge of Miss Marshall : within an
liour or two she may be back at the hotel—and
the circumstance need not obtain publicity."

WTiile thus speaking, the Minister's wife had
begun to re-apparel herself hastily ; and he, taking
writing materials which were in the room, sat

down and penned the document wherewith she
hud enjoined him to entrust her.

" But is not Miss Marshall herself," he suddenly

asked, " i)laying you false 1 mean by the dis-

posal of that written promise without your know-
ledge

"

" Let us not judge her hastily," interrupted the

lady. " She may have secured it in s<jme place

where it has escaped the notice of the searchers.

This is indeed most probable : for brief as my
acquaintance has been with her, I have neverthe-

less obtained a sufficient insight into her disposi-

tion to feel assured that she would do naught to

injure you, the effects of which should roiiound

upon njyself. T am now about to issue forth : I

will repau- to the prison But you empower me
to promise Miss Marshall that her lover's pardon
shall be forwarded to her in the morning ?"

" The matter is in youi- hands," answered the

Minister :
" use your own discretion—adopt the

course which may appear best. Fear not that I

shall repudiate your actions !"

lie again embraced his wifie ; and drawing her

veil closely over her countenance, the magnani-
mous lady issued forth into the streets of Madrid.

CHAPTEE CXLVIL

THB OAOL.

It was soon after eleven o'clock on the eventful

night of which we are speaking, that Kate Mar-
shall's chamber at the hotel was suddenly invaded

by the Minister's valet, followed by three otficers

of the Secret Police in plain clothes. Kate had
not retired to rest : nor indeed had she even
begun to disapparel herself. Her mind was toe

much agitated with suspense as to the issue of the

stratagem, to permit her to seek her pillow. She
was therefore sitting up,—endeavouring to con-

centrate her attention upon one of the books

which she had brought with her from Dover

:

but she constantly lost the thread of what she

attempted to rea<l ; and foimd her thoughts wan-
dering to far different subjects. Although in re-

spect to the written promise received from the

Minister of the Interior, she had adopted a par-

ticular course— yet she could not satisfy herself

that even this precaution would guard against the

ctfeets of his anger or the insidiousness of Lis

treachery, should he discover that instead of the

victim whom he expected, it was his own wife

whom he was clasping in his arms. Thus, when
the chamber was abruptly invaded by the valet

and the policemon, Kate comprehended but to«
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well that the stratagom was clot(!Cte(l ; and she i

was naturally sujittcii with the f(!ar lliat all wai

lout. No—not quite aU .- ibr still there was tho
j

ehance that some good might re«ult from the

manner in wliich she had disposed of the ac-

knowledgment ; and this idea was faintly—but

only faintly—cheering for Miss Marshall.

The reader has seen enough of her to be aware

that she was by no means deficient in courage j

and though the shock produced by the sudden

entry of those four men at this time of the night,

was naturally great, she speedily recovered her

presence of mind. She was however subjected

to the grossest and most indelicate treatment on

the part of the ruffians who now held her captive.

They insisted upon searching with their own hands

the pockets of her garments ; and while two of

the officers f )rcibly held her arms, the valet actually

plunged his hand into her bosom, to ascertain if

she had any papers concealed there. Crimson

with indignation, and her eyes flashing fire, Kate
Marshall with an almost preterhuman effort dis-

engaged herself from the gripe of those ruffians
;

and snatching up one of the candlesticks, hiu-led it

with such force at the iasolent valet, that if it

had struck him on the head, he never would per-

haps have had another chance of practising such

dastard conduct in tliis world: but he stepped

nimbly aside, and it fell at the farther extremity

of the room. Ilcr trunk was then minutely

searched—her garments were tossed out upon the

floor: the inspection was most minute but all

that the ruffians could discover, consisted of a

few of Ned Russell's letters which he had written

to her at different times, and which she had brought

with her for re-perusal :—because what young
woman who loves, is ever unaccompanied by the

tender epistles of him to whom her heart is

devoted ? The search was extended to the bed in

the chamber—to the drawers—indeed to every

nook where anything might be concealed: bv.t

nothing more was discovered, beyond the letters

referred to. These were duly sealed up, and
taken possession of by the valet, in accordance with
the positive instructions he had received from his

master.

While the search was being prosecuted, Eate
Marshall stood looking on with indignation still

depicted upon her countenance : but she spoke not

a word—because she was unable to make herself

understood by the Spaniards; nnd even if it

were otherwise, she was too full of wrathful pride

and a sense of outraged modesty to deign even a

syllable of remonstrance or rebuke in respect to

such brutal ruffians. When the search was over,

they made her a sign to put on her bonnet and
shawl ; and this being done, she was hurried down
stairs to a vehicle waiting at the entrance of the

hotel. She encountered not a soul belonging to

the establishment ;— not oven the kind-he.arted

landlady was nigh to bestow upon lier a look of

eotni)aBsion : and therefore Kate full well understood
thati the seclusion of the inmates of the hotel in

their own chambers, while all these things were
taking place, must be in pursuance of a strict

mandate issued by the police oflicials to that cflTcct.

She likewise comprehended that she was being
borne to gaol: for whither else could she be thus
dragged away at' that time of the night ?

And it was so. In a quarter of an hour the

vehicle readied the gate of the gloomy prison ; and

when the officials thereof were summoned, the valet

gave whir-pered instructions relative to the con-

signment of Miss Marshall to a solitary cell. In a

few minutes she was alone in that dungeon : for

all the appearance of a dungeon had it, though not

underground. It was a small chamber, surrounded

vith walls of massive maionry but too well calcu-

lated to beat back any cries of anguish wlucJj

might issue from the lips of a captive imprisoned

there. There was no window in those walls ; and

the air was only admitted by a narrow grating in

the huge door. An iron bedstead, with mean aad

sordid bedding—a table—a chair—a bason and

ewer, these constituted the furniture of the place.

The turnkey, who conducted Miss Marshall thither,

took away the light,—locking and boltuig the door

behind him ; and thus was she left in the depth of

darkness and to the companionship of her own sad

thoughts.

StiD her presence of mind did not forsake her.

Arbitrary as was the treatment to wliich she thus

found herself subjected, yet slie knew full well that

even in a country where such things could be done,

this same tyrannous power might not be stretched

to such a length as to take her life secretly—nor

publicly without some form of trial. She likewise

reflected that the wife of the Minister of the Into-

rior would most probably seek some means of be-

friending her; and she moreover knew that the

course she had adopted in respect to the Minister's

written undertaking, would be certain to lead to

inquiries concerning her. Thus, altogether she waa
not without some slight consolation : but still she

deeply felt the cruel treatment she was experienc-

ing—while upon her cheeks still burnt the glow of

indignation on account of the bratahty of the

Minister's valet.

For more than an hour she remained seated ia

the chair, giving way to her thoughts ;—and then,

without taking off her apparel, she lay down upoa

the bed. Sleep did not visit her eyes,—nor did

she even woo it : she had no inclination for slum-

bcr. Nearly another hour passed : and it wda

verging towards two in the morning, when she

heard footsteps advancing along the stone coriidoe

leading to her cell. A light streamed through the

grating in the door—the key turned in the lock—
and the bolts were withdrawn. Suddenly a wild

terror seized upon Kato Marshall. Wliat if the

unscrupulous and remorseless Minister had caused

her to be brought thither that he might by force

accomplish his detestable purpose ? what if the

hu'cling creatures belonging to that gaol, would

wink at tho atrocities committed by one so highly

placed and who wielded such power cither to re-

ward or to punish ? Kate started up from tlia

wretched pallet ; and the grim-looking turnkoj

entered with a candle, which he placed upon the

table. But who was it that followed him into thai

cell ?— to whom was it that ho bowed with such

profound respect, while standing aside for thib

person to enter ? It was a fcmcde closely veiled :

but by her form and stature Kate knew bcr at

once It was the Minister's wife !

The turnkey witb.drew,—merely closing but no4

bolting nor locking the door behind him : the kdy
threw up her veil—and the next moment she and

Kate were clasped in each other's arms.
" I come to save you—I come to deliver you,
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Mifis Marshall !" said the Minister's wife. " I toll

you this at once, without making it a condition for

the information I seek. I would not insult you so

unwarrantably as to adopt such a course
"

" Ah, my dear madam !" exclaimed Kate, joy

and gratitude beaming upon her countenance :
" I

felt assured you would not desert me—but I did

not expect to receive so soon the proof of your

friendship."
" It is afforded so soon as I could possibly show

it," responded the lady. " You can but too well

conjecture that my project failed—that all was
discovered : but you will rejoice for my sake to

learn that the incidents of this night have made so

powerful an impression upon my husband, he has

suddenly become an altered man ! The proofs he

has given of this better state of feeling arc most
important for us both. To me he has promised
amendment and a renewal of his love : to you he

accords immediate freedom and the pardon of your
.litcnded husband."

Kate fell upon her knees, overcome with joy

;

and conveying the hand of the Minister's wife to

her lips, she covered it with her kisses and her

tears. The lady who brought this gladdening in-

telligence, likewise wept. It was a touching

scene—full of an exquisite pathos— as the Minis-

ter's wife, compelling Kate Marshall to rise, once

more strained her in her arms.
" I cannot regret," said the lady, " anything

that has taken place, inasmuch as I feel assured it

has given me back a husband—and that husband
an altered and better man."

" To you, dear lady," answered Kate, smiling

through her tears, " is the gratitude of all the

rest of my existence due not only my grati-

tude, but that of him whose life is savod thrcjugli

your kindness. Ah! now I botliiiik me— you
spoke of certain information which you required

;

and I am at no loss to conjecture what it is. My
papers were seized with the idea that your hus-

band's written undertaking would be found amongst
thera : and it was Tiot. No—I sent it away for a

certain purpose, which I will explain But fear

not, dear lady !— it will fall into the hands of a

kind friend of mine : and no use will be made of

it prejudicial to your husband's interests."
' Thanks—a thousand thanks for that assur-

ance," answered the Minister's wife: "you have

relieved my mind from an immense load. For
although I felt confident you would do nothing

that should in any way violate tlie compact whicli

waa made between us, to the eflcct that if your

aims were accomplished through my agency, you
would spare my husband from the chance of ex-

posure,—nevertheless I feared that it might be

\iossibie for that document to fall into other lumds

less scrupulous and less generous tJiHii your own."
" Listen, dear lady," answered Kate, " whi e I

give you a few words of explanation. I have
already spoken to you of that Count Cliristoval

from whom I have receiTed so much kiniliiess, and
through whose intervention the Captain-(Jcncral

of t'atalonia suspended the extreme sentence of the

law. The Count, as you are aware, still remains
at Barcelona, in order to continue his generous
services until the best or the worst being known,
there should no longer exist a need for tluins.

Wlu'U you lefl. mc at the hotel this afternoon, I

»at down to pen a few lines to Count Cluistoval,

—

not to make him aware of what was going on, but
merely to give him to uuderstand that within a
few hours the question would be decided whether
Edward Eussell was to be pardoned or not. It

was, I can assure you, my hrst intention when I
took up my pen, thus to confine myself to a vague
and simple statement. But as I began to write,

other rellections entered my mind. What if your
stratagem should altogether fail ? what if the
Minister, exercising those terrilic powers where-
\vith he had threatened me, should have me seized

upon, even in the dead of night—hurried out of

Spain—and cast upon the Portuguese or French
frontier ? I shuddered at the thought ; and then
too, by a natural association, it occurred to me
that the same agents of this arbitrary power might
wrest from me the written document which I held

;

—and that document was the only means by which,

under any circumstances, I could i-etaiu a hold

over your husband !"

" I understand," observed the Minister's wife :

" it was indeed most natui-al that these rellections

should force themselves upon you. But proceed ;

for I am in haste to conduct you away from this

horrible place :"—and the lady threw lier shudder-

ing looks around the massive walls of the cell.

•' Having reflected in that manner," resumed
Kate, '"I deeply deplored that I had not con-

sulted you on this subject: but those ideas ha-l

not entered my head previous to youi* departure

—

and when you were gone, I did not dare seek you
at 3'oui' own abode, for fear that his Excellency

might observe me. I therctorc thought to myself

that it was absolutely necessary to secure the

document by some means or another—and to dis-

pose of it in such a way that it might serve for

eventual good, in case all other circumstances be-

came adverse. I accordingly wrote the fullest

details to Don Clu-istoval,—enclosing that docu-

ment in the letter. I enjoined him tlie strictest

secrecy, should it ultimately prove unnecessary to

make use of the paper :—and he is a man of

honour, madam—he will not deviate one tittlo

from the injunctions I gave nor from the course

that I laid down for him to follow. I argued to

myself that, it was scarcely a breach of the com-
pact made between yourself and me to adopt this

course,—inasmuch as by your own counsel I ob-

tained that undertaking from your husband."
" Not for a moment," respondcnl tiio Minister'*

wife, " do I consider it a breach of tlie conqiact.

Yes—I counselled you to obtain that underlakiug.

so as to ensui'c tlie granting of the pardon by in)

husband : and you did well to adopt the precti",;

tion which you are describing."

"My narrative will be terminated in a fe>.

minutes," resumed Kate. " Ivccollecting how liio

Excellency liad tlircatened U> avail himself of his

power to intercept my correspondence at the Post-

otlice, I deemed that medium of conveyance to be

an unsafe one for the transmission of my letter to

Don Chrisfoval. I accordingly despatched it by a
mounted co\irier, who took lus depurtux-e ior Bar.

celona at about live o'cloek this evening."
" And wliat course," inquired the lady, " did

you instruct Count Christoval to adopt ?"

" I reciuested liis lordship t<j take no step for

eighteen liours alter the rcceijit of my despatch

i

but if at the exjjiration of that tiun' he recoivMl

uut u bccund despatch liom mc, he was tlieit to
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conclude that circiiinstances were adverse—that I

was no longer the mistress of ray own actions

—

that I was either in a prison or else being hurried

out of Spain
"

'• And in that case ?" inquired the Minister's

wife anxiously.
" In that case," responded Miss Marshall, " I

implored and entreated that his lordship would

lose not a moment in taking horse—speeding to

Madrid—calling on your husband—and making

such use of my written narrative, corroborated as

it was by that undertaking, as imder all circum-

stances he might think fit."

" Then no harm is done which may not be re-

paired!" exclaimed the lady, in a joyful tone.

" You have conducted all these proceedings, my
dear Miss Marshall, with a most delicate con-

sideration towards myself, and with far more con-

sideration than my husband deserved at your

hands. But come—let us hasten away from this

dreadful place."

Kate did not require to be told twice to put on

her bonnet and shawl : the turnkey was waiting

at the end of the passage—and as the door of the

cell opened, he hastened forward to take the light

and guide the two females forth. In a few minutes

they stood in the open street ; and Kate breathed

the air of Freedom once more just as the prison

clock was proclaiming the hour of three in the

morning. The hotel where she lodged, lay in the

same direction as that which the Minister's wife

had to take ; and therefore they proceeded to-

gether. Had it been otherwise, the magnanimous

lady would have all the same felt it her duty to

see Miss Marshall safe to her own residence.

"You will now snatch a few hoiu-s of that

j

lepose which must be so necessary," said the lady

to Kate, when they reached the door of the hotel.

" By ten o'clock I shall again be with you, the

bearer of Edward Russell's pardon ; and you will

then lose no time in despatching another coui-ier

with the precious document to Count Christoval at

Barcelona."

The Minister's wife bade Kate a temporary fare-

well ; and the house-porter speedily answering her

simimons at the gate, she obtained admission into

the hotel. Seeking her own chamber, she lost no

time in retiring to rest ; and well-nigh exhausted

both in mind and body, she soon fell into a profound

lumber.
When she awoke, it was nine o'clock ; and the

good-hearted landlady was standing by the side of

the couch,—infmitely rejoiced to have heard that

her guest had come back in the middle of the night,

and to find that the iutoUigrnce given to her by

the house-porter to this elfect was indeed true.

But inasmuch as the landlady had been kept in

ignorance of all tliose transactions wliich were

going on in respect to the Minister, his wife, and

tfie stratagem devised by the latter,—the worthy

woman could not conceive how it was possible Kate

had been arrested as a Carlist Spy— an allegalii'n

which she herself liad not for an instant believe<l.

Bhe accordingly said that she supposed it had been

all a mistake on the part of the police ?—and
Kate, not wishing to be led into farther explana-

tions, readily assured the landlady that such was

the case.

At ten o'clock, faithful to her promise, the

Minister's wife—again closely veiled—called upon

Kate, and presented her with a packet, not enlj

containing her lover's pardon, but likewise the

letters which had been taken from her trunk on
the preceding night. Again did Miss Marshall

pour forth her fervid gratitude to the excellent-

hearted lady : again was her joy displayed with

bright smiles and glistening tears. Oh! to think

that she should have succeeded in her cherished

aim after having experienced so many threatening

a<lventures—so much afHiction—and even at one
time so much despair ! This crowning happiness

was almost too much for her : but she was not one
of those women who are apt to faint in periods t>f

excessive grief or excessive joy; and thus her
natural fortitude soon came to her assistance.

She lost no time, while the Minister's wife was still

with her, in penning a few hasty lines to Don Chris-

toval,—a few lines likewise to her beloved Edward
Eussell, assuring him that she was about to set ofiF

in a post-chaise to meet him ait Barcelona. The
pardon, and this note for Russell, were enclosed in

a packet addressed to Don Diego Christoval : and
then Kate hastened to the landlady's apartment,

to inform her that her lover's life was saved, with-

out any condition of minor punishment,—and to

request that a courier should be at once obtained to

bear this second despatch on the heels of the first.

The worthy woman was so delighted that she could

scarcely leave off embracing Kate, who was na-

turally impatient that not a minute's imnecessary

delay should occur ere the messenger was in his

saddle. She saw the man depart ; and then liurried

up to her own chamber, where the Minister's wife

was waiting her return.
" Now, my dear Miss Marshall," said this lady,

"before we separate I have a certain duty to fulfil,

—a duty which, I have much pleasure in stating,

was suggested by my husband : for he feels that

even the granting this pardon is scarcely an ade-

quate atonement for his conduct towards you.

You perceive, therefore, that his regrets of last

night were not transitory. Indeed he has been

profoundly touched by all thebe circumstances—

and not the least by the proofs of love which I.

have exliibited towards him. He desires me to

seek on his behalf the express assurance of your

forgiveness; and ho beseeches that you will not

refuse to accept the contents of this purse Nay,

do not shake your head, my dear Miss Marshall

!

You will accept this trifling present from me, even

if you have any scruple in receiving it from
him ?"

" Dearest lady," answered Kate, with tears in

her eyes, " I consider that his Excellency has mads
every atonement ; and from the very bottom of

my heart do I forgive him the temporary un-

easiness wliich he caused me. And you, dear

lady—you have proved yourself the kindest, the

best of friends ! But I cannot accept that purse

—I need it not Though not rich, I have ample
means for my present purposes

"

" Enougli, my dear Miss Marshall !" interrupted

the lady :
" we will say no more upon that subject.

But you will not refuse to wear this for my sake:"

—and she ihew from her finger a splendid ring set

with brilliants.

Kate could not reject a gift so generously

and also so delicately proflered : she accordingly

accepted it ; and after many embraces and kmd
j

words, she and the Minister's wife bade each olhci
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farewell. Within the hour, Kate was seated in a

post-chaise, issuing forth from the Spanish capital

on the high road to Barcelona.

CHAPTER CXLVIII.

NED EU8SELL.

Although the Captain-General of Catalonia had
the power to suspend the execution of Ned Eus-

sell's sentence for three weeks, he had not granted

a respite for that full period—hut merely indefi-

nitely. Don Diego Christoval was in reality

somewhat alarmed at this circumstance : but in

his letters to Kate, he had not chosen to increase

her anguish by mentioning it : he however deter-

mined, as the reader has seen, to remain at Barce-

lona, so as to be upon the spot to renew his inter-

cession and exert his influence afresh with the

Captain-General, should it be necessary. He
tolerably well comprehended the difficulty in which

this great functionary found himself placed, and
therefore understood how it was that he had not

positively and specifically defined the respite for

the full period of three weeks.

The fact was, that the utmost indignation pre-

vailed amongst the inhabitants of Barcelona and
the neighbourhood at the slaughter of the Custom-

House officers ; and a vindictive spirit called loudly

for the summary wreaking of the law's penalty

upon the head of Eussell. The Political Chief,

or supreme civil authority of the principality, was
to a certain extent at enmity with the Captain-

General ; and he failed not to represent as a great

grievance, the leniency shown towards the English

smuggler-captain by suspending the sentence.

Again, the commanders of the Spanish revenue-

cruisera upon the coast, were terribly enraged at

the vessel having escaped them ; and requiring a

vent of some kind or another for their excited feel-

ings, they also clamoured for the prompt execution

of the law's judgment pronounced against Edward
Eussell.

Thus was it that the Captain-General was sorely

pressed by the state of public feeUng and by the

opinions of the authorities in his district,—so that,

at the expiration of a fortnight, he sent for Don
Diogo Christoval, and assured him that he dared

no longer delay issuing the warrant for the execu-

tion. This was on the very same day that Kate Mar-
shall paid her second visit to the Minister, to make
the appointmentfor the night—which appointment,

as the reader has seen, was in reality to be kept

by the Minister's lady. Count Christoval besought

and implored that the Captain-Gcueral would suf-

fer the dictates of mercy to ride dominant above

the pressure of vindictive sentiments : he assured

his Excellency that most strenuous measures were

being adopted at Madrid to obtain EussoU's par-

don—that no doubt this pardon woultl be vouch-

safed—and that ho (the Captain-General) would
therefore be much atflicted if by precipitating the

execution, ho should so fatally render abortive the

results of the good offices that were actively mak-
ing their way in the capital. It was upon a

WecbicsJay that those representations were made:
that day week the full period of tlurce weeks, to

which the Captain-General's diterctiouary power

was limited, would expire. Don Christoval urged
that it was but for this one poor week he sought
the delay ; and if notlang favourable transpired

in the mean time, the sentence must then as a
matter of course be carried into execution. Still

the Captain-General shook his head, refusing to

comply. Don Diego would not leave him : he
plied him with all possible arguments and inter-

cessions : and ultimately he succeeded in gaining

a portion of what he asked. To be brief, the

Captain-General consented to a compromise be-

tween his own inclinations on the one hand, and
the clamour of the public on the other. He ac-

corded a farther delay of three days,—adding em-
phatically that at eleven in the forenoon on the

Satui'day ensuing, the culprit must be executed,

if no counter-instructions of any sort should arrive

from Madrid. More than this Count Christoval

could not obtain ; and therewith he waj forced to

content himself.

Finding it now, therefore, useless to remain any
longer in Barcelona,—and not even tarrying to

obtain another interview with Ned Eussell, whom,
we should observe, he had seen almost daily during
the fortnight which had elapsed since his arrival

at Barcelona,—he mounted his horse and set out
on the highway towards Madi-id. The distance

between Barcelona and the Spanish capital is above
three hundred miles ; and therefore Don Diego did

not entertain the hope of reaching Madrid and
returning to Barcelona within the prescribed in-

terval. But he adopted his present proceeding for

two reasons. In the first place, he thought it pro-

bable that Miss Marshall—if she had obtained the

pardon—would, in her loving zeal and tender
anxiety, be hastening with it herself to Barcelona,

—the more so, as he had led her to suppose that

there was still another clear week of respite for

Ned Eussell. If therefore she were upon the road,

he hoped to meet her : he would receive the pardon
from her hands—and to make everything sure,

would gallop back day and night until he reached

the Catalan capital once more. , In the second
place, he reasoned that she might have entrusted

the precious document to a courier ; and knowing
that these individuals are apt to tarry and drink
on the way, he resolved to make inquiries at every
station and of every mounted messenger whom he
might meet, to ascertain if the hoped-for paper
were upon the road to Barcelona.

It was in the forenoon of Wednesday that he
thus set out : and being an excellent horseman, as

well as accustomed to the fatigues of travelling,

he journeyed at a rapid pace. Eesting as little as

possible, and obtaining a fresh steed as often as

circumstances would permit, he accomplished ninety

miles by midnight,—which, considering the nature

of the Spanisli roads and the sorry animals used

for posting or for couriers, was remarkably good.

Allowing himself but a couple of hours to recruit

his strength, he continued his way. Morning
dawned ; and after another rest, he sped along.

It waa about noon on the Thursday, that at a dis-

tance of one hundred and sixty miles from Bar-

celona, he encoimtcred a courier whom he stopped,

and to whom he put the same inquiries he had
addressed to all the others he had previously met.

This courier bore a despatch addressed to himself.

It was the one which Kate had sent ofT in the

latter part of the previous day, after her inter-
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view with the Minister's wife at the hotel ; and it

contained the written undertaking signed by the

Minister. Don Diego therefore saw that every

hope was to be entertained: but as Kate inti-

mated that another messenger would be sent oS
with a despatch to couiinunicatc the result, Count

Christoval resolved to continue his ride towards

the capital and thus fall iu with the second mes-

senger. It was late on the Thurs<lay night that

he met him ; and the letter which he bore, con-

tained the oflTicial pardon, duly signed and sealed

by the Minister of the Interior. It would be

easier to conceive than to depict the joy which the

warm-hearted Don Diego experienced at this tri-

umphant crowning of Kate Marshall's magnanimous
endeavour to save her lover's life.

But the scene now shifts to Barcelona ; and it

is Friday night. In the principal square a number

of men are raising the scaffold by torchlight. A
guard of soldiers, drawn up around, keeps back

the approach of the throng of inquisitive ob-

servers. The workmen wear masks upon their

countenances ; and the presence of the soldiery is

to prevent the lookers-on from drawing so near as

to be enabled to recognize any of these indi-

viduals so employed, either by their particular

clothing, their stature, their voices, or the acci-

dental slipping aside of their masks. Iu Spain it

is considered mfamous for any person to dssist iu

erecting a scaffold for the purpose of a public

execution; and it is therefore necessary to raise,

as it were, by impressment the requisite workmen
for this purpose. It is an act of rebellion on the

part of those so impressed to refuse : the autho-

rities however adopt precautionary measures, as

just now explained, to save them from recog-

nition,—so that they may not be thereafter taunted

by their companions as " gallows-builders." Hence
the working at night, and the masks upon the

countenances of the workers.

It was a spectacle of solemn and awful interest,

—those men with black crape upon their faces,

erecting the scaffold in the midst of the square, in

the centre of a cordon of soldiers,—the lurid glare

of the torches guiding their operations, and throw-

ing forth their forms with a Reuibrandt-like effect.

So closely were the soldiers marshalled in double

ranks, that they not merely formed a barrier

against the pressure of the crowd without,—but

likewise a living wall to intercept the ruddy beams

of the torches themselves: hut these nevertheless

played upon the bayonets, like lurid lightning on

tlio points of so many conductors. In the iron

balconies attached to the houses looking upon the

square, crowds of persons—male and female, young

and old, the well-born and the rich, the humble

and the poor—were gathered to gaze upon the

ominous spectacle ; or rather to catch as much of

it as could be seen through the darkness which

surroimded the centre of light where the torches

blazed. The work advanced rapidly : in a few

hours the scalTold rose above the heails of the

girdling ranks of soldiery ; and long ere the first

streaks of dawn were discernible in the horizon

which joined the eastern waves, the sinister upright

post with the strangling ii-on was erected. Then,

a portion of the gunrd being left to protect the

sciilVold, the remainder marched away with the

workmen in the midst,—the crowd being forbidden

to follow on pain of the most serious consequences.

The masked workmen were thus escorted to some
obscure part of the city of Barcelona; and having

received a liberal remuneration, they dispersed,

—sneaking stealthily away to their respective

homes.

Morning dawned upon Barcelona : the scaffold

complete in all its appointments, stood in the

market-place : a guard of soldiers surrounded it

The crowd was every instant becoming more dense,

—there being the same anxiety on the part of the

Barcelonese to secure " a good place " to view the

execution, as that which the populace of London
displays on a public strangulation day in the Old
Bailey. The balconies, too, of the circumjacent

houses were thi'onged from an early hour : high

prices were paid for sitting or standing room ; and
at the casements of mmy of the principal habita-

tions, well dressed ladies might be seen. These,

with their garments of black silk, their mantillas

richly bordered with lace, their fans, and their

satin slippers, appeared as if they were specta-

tresses awaiting the presence of some gorgeous

pageant or gay scene, instead of the sombre and
sinister procession of death. Yes : there thej

were, those lovely Catalan women,—seated in their

balconies,—some sipping their chocolate, others

conversing gaily, others quietly reading a novel,—

and all awaiting the dread ceremony with the

easiest air in the world.

But what of Ned Russell ? wbat of him for

whom the paraphernalia of death had been thus

elaborately prepared, and on whose account these

crowds were assembled.'' He was a prisoner ia

his gloomy cell,—having bidden adieu to all hope,

and manfully resigning himself to the fate which

he deemed inevitable. He feared njt to die : and

yet the hardy sailor brushed away a tear as he

thought of that loving and much-loved being who
woukl have to deplore his loss. He knew that she

was at Madrid, endeavouring to obtain his pardoa

^or at le;vst a commutation of his sentence : he

knew likewise, from the same source (namely,

Count Christoval) that she trusted to the strong

letters she had received from the Marquis and
Marchioness of Villebelle, to accomplish her aim

;

and he knew that her disappointment must prove

of the bitterest description. For disappointed

she had evidently been Alas, poor Kate—and
again he wiped away a tear. But Count Christoval

himself—wherefore came ho not ? It was now
Saturday morning ; and not since Tuesday had

Russell seen him—nor in the interval had he heard

from him. What could this mean ? Not for aa
iustant did the frank-hearted sailor suspect that

the Spanish nobleman had deserted him at the

very last : but he feared lest some accident should

have befallen him. Once or twice during that

interval, Ned Russell had caught himself giving

way to the hope that this absence and silence on

Don Diego's part, were in some way or another

favourably connected with his own case—that
something had transpired to turn the progress of

events into another channel, requirmg the Count's

presence elsewhere—and that he had cither no

time to make a communication, or else that his mes-

sage or letter had been entrusted to a neglectful

emissary. But as the time drew near, Ned Rus-

sell suffered himself not to be buoyed up with this

hope. He considered it not merely a weakness,

but likewise a folly, to give way to hope on such
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slender grounds ;—and with true characteristic

courage, he prepared to die. A Franciscan chap-

lain, attached to the gaol, had on several occasions,

since Kussell's confinement, endeavoured to per-

suade him to kneel and pray : but inasmuch as the

worthy priest could only convey this intimation by
signs—he being as ignorant of the English tongue

as the prisoner was of the Spanish,— their inter-

course had hitherto amounted to mere dumb-show,

the priest wishing t« enforce his object by means
of gestures, and the captive as peremptorily re-

fusing in a similar manner. But on this Satui'day

morning—the one fixed for the execution—the

prison-chaplain made his appearance, accompanied

by a brother Franciscan who could speak a little

English ; and the latter priest endeavoured to

persuade Eussell to accept the last consolations of

religion. Now, Ned never had been at all of a

religious character : not that he was an infidel nor

a sceptic—on the contrary, he was a firm believer :

but his mode of life had, for obvious reasons,

somewhat militated against pious habits. He did

not now choose to receive consolations from a

Catholic : he therefore bluntly enough informed

the priest who spoke English, that he should cer-

tainly like to have the spiritual comfort of a

Protestant clergyman— but that if this were
impossible, he would sooner make liis peace with
heaven in his own way, than accept the ministry of

an ecclesiastic belongmg to another faith. The
priest argued and reasoned with him : the prisoner

was firm, though perfectly respectful;—and finding

that he could make no impression, the Franciscan

knelt down, in company with the chaplain,—the

two thus offering up prayers in Ned Russell's ceil,

but in a language which he could not under-

stand.

He wished to be alone—he wished to commune
with himself during the last moments which re-

mained to him in this life : but the Franciscans

would not hear of it—they persisted in remaining
;

and as he gave them credit for good intentions, he

said nothing rude. Withdrawing his attention

from them, however, as much «s possible, he
prayed inwardly, and wilh a heartfelt devotion

which never in his life had he experienced before.

But the intercession which he sent up to heaven
from the very depths of his soul, was far more on

his beloved Kate's account than his own ; and he

besought Providence to endow her with the forti-

tude to bear the bitter bereavement which he felt

to be inevitable.

The fatal hour approached; and at about a

quarter to eleven, the executioner entered the cell,

accompanied by the governor of the i)rison, a no-

tary, and three or four gendarmes. The notary

read the warrant of execution, signed by the

Captain-General, and of the issuing of which the

prisoner had received due notice on the previous

evening from the governor through the medium of

an interpreter. Tlie executioner then proceeded
to bind the prisoner's arms and hands,—which he
did in such a way as to give him the appearance
of being in the attitude of prayer. A glass of wine
was next held to his lips ;—but this llussell re-

fused : he would not have it thought that he was
in the slightest degree indebted to alcoholic liquor

for the courage which he felt sure he should be en-

abled to display.

A procession waa now formed, the two priests

leading it ; and the front gate of the gaol was
reached. Several streets had to be threaded in

order to arrive at the place of execution. These
thoroughfares were completely lined with troops,

—behind whom there were but a few stragglers as

lookers-on,—those whose curiosity was excited on
the occasion, having long ere this secured their

places in the vicinity of the scaffold. Nor were the

balconies of the houses in these streets much
crowded,—the inhabitants of those dwellings hav-

ing Hkewise proceeded to that point which was the

focus of supreme attraction.

Just outside the gate of the gaol, about twenty
more Franciscan monks were assembled,—attended

by a couple of acolytes, each of whom bore a lan-

tern fixed at the end of a wand, and with wax-
tapers burning inside,—the breeze which blew
from the sea, rendering it necessary for the lights

to be thus protected. But the main feature of the

religious paraphernalia remains to be described. It

consisted of an enormous crucifix, on which was a

paste-board effigy of the Saviour, the size of life.

It was carefully and skilfully painted— but had a
most hideous and ghastly effect ; inasmuch as it

represented the gore trickling down from the

crown of thorns—from the hands and the feet,

pierced with nails—and from the wound in the

side. This figure was borne at the head of the

procession ; and as it advanced, the soldiers crossed

themselves ; and most of the stragglers behind the

military rank, fell upon their knees. The monks
began to chaunt the litany in deep lugubrious

voices ; while two men wearing long dark cloaks,

solicited alms, which were to be expended in masses
for the doomed man's soul.

In this way the procession threaded the streets

leading towards the great square,—on reaching

which the hum of voices that had hitherto pre-

vailed on the part of the crowds gathered there,

sank into a dead silence ; and naught was heard
but the chaunting of the priests and the s1<jw tread

of footsteps. A pathway up to the scaffold was
kept clear in the midst of the multitude, by two
lines of soldiers ; and over their heads silver and
copper coins were showered for the benefit of the

prisoner's soul,—the money being duly gathered

up by the collectors in the long dark cloaks.

Aleanwhile Ned Eussell had advanced in the

midst of the procession with a firm step and a
manly bearing. Tlu^re was no bravado in his

looks—merely the fortitude of a truly courageous

man. He was apparelled in his sailor's garb,

—

all except his hat, which had been taken from
him, it being a part of the ceremony tliut he should

walk bare-headed to the scaffold. But the masses

of his coal black hair clustered in natural curls

above his high forehead ; and doubtless many a

spectatress thought it was a pity that so fine a
man sliould be doomed to die. However vindic-

tive the public sentiment had been towards him
while ho was still in his dimgeou, it demonstrated

itself not now :—neither by word nor gesture was
an inimical feeling displayed: r>n the contrary,

there were some evidences of sympathy in many
parts of the crowd luid at some of the balconies.

Thus the procession moved on, the effigy being

carried in front— the monks chaunting—the alius

being collected—the acolytes bearing tlic lanterns

with the was-tapcra—and the crowds crossing

themselves in respect for that gore-stained image
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of the Saviour. The scaffold was reached ; the

priests ranged themselves in two rows near the

steps, up which Ned Russell mounted, accom-

panied by the executioner, the notary, the .lyc/t-

darmes, and the Franciscan who upoke English.

Every eye was strained to ohscrve how the

doomed man now conducted himself; V)Ut not

the slightest evidence of fear could bo detected.

Hisetep was firm—his looks quailed not—neither

did his lips quiver. lie bent his gaze steadily

upon the upright post to which the strangling-

iron was afHxed ; and in obedience to a signal

made by the executioner, he sat himself down
upon a low wooden stool placed against that post.

A breathless silence pervaded the crowd : every

neck was thrust forward—all eyes were rivetted

upon that focus of such dread and fearful attrac-

tion : the sky was serene above—the sunbeams

glinted on the points of bayonets, and on the

drawn sabres of the (jcndai'men. It was a perfect

sea of faces upturned towards the scaffold : or, to

borrow another metaphor, the vast square itself

seemed paved with human countenances,— while

the snectators in the balconies had the appearance

of countless groups of individuals suspended in

Iron cages to the house-fronts. Yes—all was

silent, save and except the -deep hollow ehaunting

of the priests, in which was drowned the voice of

the Franciscan who spoke English, and who was

earnestly enjoining the doomed man to press his

lips to a small crucifix which the monk approached

near enough to his countenance for the purpose.

But Eussell firmly though respectfully refused to

comply with the injunction; and the senior of the

gendarmes made the executioner a sign to pro-

ceed.

The punishment of the garotte can be explained

in a few words. It consists of a collar of iron

attached to a post, and so contrived as to tighten

suddenly by the abrupt turning of a screw. The
windpipe is thereby instantaneously closed; and

death quickly ensues. It is a hideous punishment

^and yet perhaps is preferable to either hanging

or beheading : for no blood is shed—neither are

the spectators revolted by the three or four

minutes' duration of spasmodic convulsions and
horrible writhings on the part of tlie victim. It

must not be thought more painful than decapi-

tation, while it is assuredly less so than death by

the halter. Startling as the assertion may seem,

it is nevertheless a fact that the head of a guil-

lotined person lives for some seconds—perhaps

even a minute, after it is severed from the trunk
;

while all the most excruciating and keenly agonizing

sense of existence is concentrated in the brain,

until the nerves terminating there have ceased to

throb and vibrate. As for hanging, the protracted

convulsions—lasting even, as above stated, for

some minutes—testify to the extent of the horrific

agony endured. But in respect to the garotte, it

is easy to comprehend how the sudden compressure

of the windpipe in so violent a manner produces

an almost instantaneous numbness or absence of

feeling, in the midst of which life passes away.

At all events, it is tolerably certaui that this last-

named mode of capital execution must be less

painful ivs well as shorter than that of the other

two, for the reasons set forth. All tlu-ee ore

hideous—abominable—satanic : the punishment of

death is a remnant of barbaric cruelty still Vinger-

ing amidst our modern civilization : It is an

atrocity which the good feeling and the good

sense of the masses would abulisli in a moment,

ir they had the power, but which is maintained

in spite of them by kings and aristocrats the

better to enforce those savage laws which pre-

vent society from making that rapid progress

whicli, if it liad its full play, would quickly abro-

gate royalties and patrician ordeis.

But to return to the scene in the great square

of the Catalonian capital. Ned Eussell—his arms

closely pinioned—was seated upon the stool : the

executioner had received the sign to finish the

proceeding without delay ; and the doomed man
was made to place his back completely against

the stout upright post. The iron collar was then

fastened round his neck : his eyelids quivered not

—neither did his lips : he breathed, with the

secret voice of his soul, a quick but fervent prayer

for Kate Marshall—he commended liimself to his

God—he thought that he had done with all tiie

affairs of this life, and that in a ft^w moments more

he shiHild be a Corpse ! Profound wa>* the silence

which still pervaded the gathered multitudes—

a

silence broken only by the low hollow dirge of the

priests at the steps of the scatfold : every neek

was stretched out—all breath was held: the chests

of the men moved not—the bosoms of the women
remained upheaved. All was suspense—deep,

solemn, awful. Tlie fingers of the executioner

were upon the screw : in another twinkling of the

eye it would have been all over with thee, Edward
Russell !—when, from the extreme outskirt of the

crowd, a voice cried out something—this some-

thing was taken up by other voices—hundreds of

ejaculations swelled into thousands—and like the

quick successive fire of musketry, the cries went

on till they reached the foot of the scaffold ; and
then their meaning was understood by the persons

standing thereon. It was a reprieve !

The crowd parted from the spct whence those

erics had first commenced on the extreme verge

:

yes—that living ocean of people parted, even as

parted the Red Sea to form a passage for the

Israelites. Arid then was beholden a horseman

covered with dust, urging the jaded steed along,

and holding up a paper in his right hand. What-
soever feeling of enmity the Barcelonesc enter-

tained towards Ned Russell when he was still a

prisoner in his cell, had been to a considerable

extent changed into sympathy, not unmixed with

admiration, when his fine person was seen moving
along with manly bearing towards the scalTold

:

but now both sympathy and admiration swelled

into enthusiastic delight—and it seemed as if a

really generous feeling, until this moment latent,

had blazed up on the part of the myriads gathered

there. Hats were waved—fans and kerchiefs like-

wise : the dark eyes of the Catalan women flashed

joy from the balconies and from the midst of the

multitudes in the squ.are :—adown many a cheek,

both male and female, did tears flow. On came
the horseman, sitting like one intoxicated upon
his steed: for full evident was it that he had

I journeyed far anil had journeyed fast. We need

scarcely say that the fingers of the executioner

turned not the fatal screw : while Ned RussoU

felt that he was saved ! Then, not on his own
account—but for Kate's—dear Kate's—did suclj a

gush of feelings well upward iaW his throat as
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almost to suffocate him ; and a tear trickled down
each cheek. The strong-minded man who would
have scorned to weep for bimaelf, was melted into

tenderest feeling as the conviction smote him that

he was saved through Zate, and that she at this

moment was happy !

On came the horseman amidst the crowd which
parted to aflbrd him a passage,—closing however

again immediately behind the heels of the jaded

horse. On ho came—that man so covered with

dust—so travel-worn, that his nearest and dearest

friends would not have recognized him at the time !

On he came, amidst the plaudits of the crowd,

with the pardon in his right hand ! Although he

saw full well that his mission was understood

—

although he saw likewise that he came not quite

too late,—yet did he urge the staggering, panting,

labouring animal on, until the steps of the scaffold

were reached : and then, the instant he pulled in

the horse, it dropped down heavily, blood gushing
from its mouth and speedily turning into crimson

the masses of white foam so thickly gathered there.

The horseman was so exhausted that he tiBti^not

sufficient energy nor agility to vault from the

steed as it fell ; and he lay beneath it. A dozen
eager hands were in a moment stretched forth to

extricate him from his dire peril ; and this was
accomplished to the satisfaction of those who lent

their assistance, because they perceived that he
was uninjured.

The pardon was handed up to the notary, who
at once read it and made known its nature. The
Franciscan priest who spoke English, and who was
in reality a well-meaning kind-hearted man,
hastened to communicate to Edward Russell that

the document contained a full and luiconditional

pardon. In a moment the cords that bound his

arms were severed—he was free : and the next
instant his hand was warmly and fervidly grasped
by Don Diego Christoval—the wearied and travel-

worn horseman. Then shouts of applause rent the

skies ; and the name of the Count being mentioned
as that of the bearer of the pardon, the warm-
hearted Spanish nobleman found himself as much
tlie object of enthusiastic interest as he whom he
had come to save.

Let us pass over a few hours. It was evening

—

and in a well-furnished apartment at the principal

hotel at Barcelona, two persons were awaiting the

arrival of a third. The table was spread for dinner :

the light of the candles was reflected by a goodly
display of plate—bottles of champagne were cool-

ing in ice : it was evident that this was to be a
banquet to bo partaken of under no ordinary cir-

cumstances, although but three were to sit down
to it. One of the two persons was Count Chris-

toval; and he lay reclining upon the sofa, still

much exhausted. The other was Ned Russell, who
was walking to and fro in a kind of delighted im-
patience,—every minute going to the window to

see whether the chaise was approaching that was
to bear Kate to his arms. He was apparelled in
an entirely new suit of clothes which Don Diego
had lent him, and which set off his fine form to

the fullest advantage which such well-cut garments
were calculated to produce. So full of elysian
animation was his countenance, that whatsoever
ravages imprisonment might have produced thereon,
were lost in that enthusiastic glow.

It was seven o'clock; and according to Count

(3hri8tova;"j computation, Kate might be expected
^very mordent. It will be remembered that the

despatch she had sent off by the second courier,

<tnd which was addressed to his lordship, contain^jd

a note for Ned Russell, telling him when she
should depart from Madrid, and that she should
travel as quick as possible to ymi him in Barcelona.

Thus was it kno^vn that she could not be much
longer ere she made her appearance. Nor was she.

A chaise presently came dragging along the street

:

it stopped at the entrance of the hotel—Russell

waited not to observe who alighted—but darting
from the room, he precipitated himself down the
stairs ; and cries of joy echoed in the hall as he
and his beloved Kate were clasped in each other's

arms. OhJ that was a joyous meeting,—a meet-
ing such as neither of them can ever forget for

the remainder of their lives ! Nearly nine years
have elapsed (at the time this narrative is written)

since that memorable evening; and often and
often does the recollection thereof come back to

them fraught with ineffable feelings; it comes
back to them like a delicious harmony stealing

over the ocean of the past—it comes back to

them like a strain of heavenly music, and ever
productive of chastening sentiments, making them
\viser and better, and strengthening, if possible,

the love which they bear for each other and which
can know no ceasing.

But let us not anticipate. Ned Russell con-
ducted Kate Marshall up into the room where Don
Christoval was waiting. In a few rapid words he
had informed her, as they ascended the stairs,

how that excellent -hearted nobleman had arrived
in the very nick of time—and how in another in-

stant it would have been too late. Kate threw
herself at Don Christoval's feet : she took his hand
—she pressed it to her lips—she tried to speak—
she could not : her emotions overpowered her. But
he understood all that the grateful young woman
meant to express : his tears showed that he thus
comprehended her. They sat down to the banquet

;

and though they were but three, it was as joyous
and happy an one as if there had been a hundred
guests vowed to unalloyed hilarity. The sparkling
champagne was drunk; and when the feast was
over. Miss Marshall recited her adventures in full,

from the moment she parted with Don Diego
Christoval in Catalonia, imtil the instant the par-
don was placed in her hands. Ned Russell shud-
dered when he thus heard of all that his beloved
had gone through for his sake—how she had so
nearly lost her life in the forest, and what indigni-

ties she had suffered at the hands of the Minister
of the Interior. But they all three commented
lightly and gently upon these latter circumstances :

for Kate had come harmless and unscathed through
the fiery ordeal which had threatened to brand her
chastity; and the Minister had made as much
atonement as a man could render for a grievous
wrong—a wrong which however was not, after
all, irreparable.

On the following day Don Diego Christoval,

Ned Russell, and Kate Marshall,—accompanied by
a young Englishwoman who happened to be at the
hotel, and was desirous to return to her native
country,—set out in a post-chaise on their way to

France. The young womtm was a nursery-govcmesi,
who had come to Barcelona with an English family,

but whom she bad left in conse^u^uce of ill-usage.
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For delicacy's sake, Kate was well pleased to have

such a travelling-companioii added to the party

;

and the young female herself was rejoiced at the

proposal to journey free of expense back to her

own island. We need not follow them on the

route ; suffice it to say that in due course they

reached Calais in safety—and thence they em-
barked for Dover. Infinite was the joy of Kate's

parents and sisters as they welcomed her arrival

and hailed the presence of Ned Eussell. There

were such festivities at the Ad:'ilraVs Head—such

tales to tell—such adventures to recite—so much
to talk over and over again, that it seemed as if

neither the rejoicings nor the narratives would
ever end. Don Diego was uuleiguedly happy at

this spectacle of perfect bliss ; and he considered

the circumstances favoui-able for a little piece of

advice which he had intended to volunteer to Ned
Russell. This was to the effect that it would be

better for the gallant sailor to avoid his smuggling
adventures in future. Thereunto Eussell replied

that he had already made up his mind, not merely
to abandon such expeditions, but to give up the

sea entirely,—adding that even if he were utterly

destitute of resources, he should consider it his

duty to look to some other means of gaining a
livelihood, so as to avoid being ever more separated

from the admirable young woman who had saved

his life. But he had some little property where-

with to commence the world anew ; and moreover,

the sale of his vessel, which had arrived safely in

port, would increase hft store. Don Diego then

proceeded to observe, in as delicate a manner as

possible, that by way of indemnifying Ned Eussell

for the loss of his freight which fell into the hands
of the Spanish Custom House officers, he intended

to make him a present of five hundred pounds.

Eussell would not hear of it : the Count insisted.

Old Marshall overheard what was going on ; and
backing Ned's decision, promised to provide so

bountifully for his daughter when the marriage

should take place, as to supersede the necessity of

this farther display of his lordship's generosity.

The Count was therefore over-ruled : but before he
left Dover, he made Kate and Ned Eussell such
handsome presents that, so far as the amount went,

they almost fulfilled his original intention.
" We shall be married in three weeks, my lord,"

said Eussell, just previously to the nobleman's

departure for Edenbridge ]?ark, on the second

day after his arrival at Dover,—the Marshalls

having compelled him to give them his com-
pany thus long,—treating him as if he were a god
who had descended amongst them,—" we shall

be married in three weeks, my lord : and depend

upon it, I shall make the best of husbands, as I am
sure Kate will make the best of wives. Do you think,

my lord, that if ever anything was to put hor out

and she did say a harsh word—which I know she

won't,—but even if she did, do you think I woidd
give her one in return ? No, never ! I would kiss

her back into good humour. I would sooner kill

myself than draw a tear from her eye, or make
her beautiful face look mournful by any conduct on
my part, I shall never forget what she has done
for me—never forget all that she has gone through !

The bare idea of it, as well as my own sufTorings,

has made me an nlteroJ, and, I tliink, a bettor man.
As for your lorlship, your name will over bo a

household wjrd with us .Vnd," addod Nod

Eussell, " if we are blessed with a son, I shall take
the liberty—and hope no off"ence—of calling him
Christoval after your lordship."

"And depend upon it," responded the warm-
hearted nobleman, " I shall be rejoiced to stand
god-father."

Don Diego took his departure, followed by tlie

I

kindest wishes and sincerest expressions of grati-

tude on the part of Ned Eussell and .he Marshalls.

On the very same day Kate gave away her carrier-

pigeons to some neighbour who had long fancied

them, and who she was well aware would treat

them kindly; and the little reception-place, as well

as the curiously-contrived trap-door, disappeared

from the roof of the Admiral's Head. Kate
looked back with sorrow upon the somewhat lax

I

notions which she had hitherto entei»taincd in cer-

tain particulars : for she also felt, as did her in-

tended husband, that the incidents of the last few

J

weeks had their moral teachings which were not

I

to be disregarded. In this better frame of mind
, she possessed all the elements to render her an

I

admirable member of society ; and such she was
resolved to become. The same purifying influence

was shed throughout the family ; and no long

interval of time elapsed ere they felt that calamity

and adversity often have their sovereign uses.

Three weeks after the return to Dover, Ned
Eussell led Kate Marshall to the altar. It was a
blithe and happy day ; and again was the Admiral's
Head a scene of festivity and rejoicing.

CnArTER CXLIX.

THE WIFE.

The reader will not have forgotten that the man-
sion of the Viscount and Viscountess de Chateau-
neuf stood upon a gentle eminence about a mils

distant from the picturesque village of AutcuU.

We have already stated that by his niariiage with

the sugar-baker'a daugliter, the Viscouut obtained

an annual revenue equivalent to twenty thousand

pounds sterling of Urilish money ; and this in.

come, largo for any individual in any country, was
an immense one for a French nobleman. It is

therefore scarcely necessary to observe tliat the

chateau was furnished in the most su:n|)!u(iu8

manner—or that there wore troops of domestioa

forming the household establishment. But riciies

do not constitute happiness : and this was a truth

which the poor Viscountess could, if she had
chosen, proclaim with the utmost sincerity.

Stephanie possessed a warm and generous dis-

position : but her mind was not as powerful as her

heart was sensitive. She loved her husband with

all that heart and with all her soul ; and she had

expected, on accompanying hiiu to the altai", that

his attachment would bo equally fervid. She soon

however found that it was not so ; an<l, as .Madomo

Durand had explained to Mrs. Clieslprfield, tho

Viscountess souglit to find in hersell' tlio causes of

this colilness on her liusband's part, rather than to

make them the source of reproach towards liiui.

She exerted all her powers to please: she was

never wearied of lavishing upon him the most

ilelicale attentions and tho tondorest carcBses, if h«

ttould only give her an opportunity of prolferiug
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them. She studied to render licrself agreeable

:

she scrupulously examined her own conduct, bear-

ing, and manners,—comparing them with those of

her female acquaintances,—in order to ascertain

wherein she herself was deficient, so that she might

improve according to those finished models. But

her endeavours were thrown away, so far as her

husband was concerned. Two years had they been

married at the time when we introduce them to

our reader ; and it seemed as if the Viscount was

thoroughly wearied of his wedded life. Any society

was agreeable to him in preference to that of his

epouse ; and yet he had not as yet treated her

with direct unkindness, much less with downright

cruelty. But he was indifferent; or perhaps in-

deed he entertained a stronger feeling in respect

to her—one bordering upon aversion. Sufficiently

magnanimous, however, to conceal this, he forced

himself to treat her with courtesy when they were

together : but courtesy from a husband to a wife is

a very sorry substitute for the endearments of love.

The reader will recollect tliat we took a tem-

porary leave of Augusta Chesterfield and the Vis-

count de Chateauneuf, at the moment when the

former consented to abandon herself to the latter,

and when the young nobleman, full of rapturous

delight, snatched her to his breast. A fortnight

had now passed since that date ; and the Viscount

was a constant visitor at the Durands' villa. Ho
passed nearly his whole time with Mrs. Chester-

field: he was infatuated with her. Possession

was not accompanied with satiety: on the con-

trary, it only augmented the vehemence of the

passion which he experienced for her. Perhaps
the ardour of her own temperament sustained

the fiery feelings of sensuous desire which her

truly remarkable beauty had in tlie first in-

stance excited : while her conversation—for she

was a highly accomplished and intellectual woman
—rendered her an agreeable companion. Thus
was it that the Viscount was never wearied

of her society; and he regretted that he could

not be entirely with her from morning till night

»nd from night till morning. But he had not

as yet thought of perpetrating an abrupt out-

rage towards his wife by abandoning her alto-

gether,—though even this he would assuredly have
done, if Augusta Chesterfield required him. She
however had said naught on the subject—but had
rather acted as if she were anxious to avoid an
explosion of scandal as much as possible, and to

keep their amour as secret for the present as cir-

cumstances would permit. Such, at least, appeared

to bo her policy. As a matter of course, the

Dui-ands saw what was going on; but they were

by no means shocked thereat—nor did Madame
Durand venture the slightest rera»nstrancc. In
the first place, those things are not thought of so

much in France as they are in this country ; and
in the second place, the Viscount do Chateauneuf
failed not to make the Durands some very hand-
some presents almost immediately after his con-

nexion with Mrs. Chesterfield had beguu. Nor
were the servants at the little villa forgotten; and
a liberal douceur, presented to each, ensured the

secrecy that was thus souglit to be obtained.

Wo have said that a fortnight had elapsed since

the commencement of that amour ; and we mugt
now dii-ect the reader's attention to a particular

morning, when the following scene took place.

In a sumptuously furnished apartment at tho

chateau on the eminence, the Viscount and Vis-

countess were seated at breakfast. The young
lady was, as Madame Durand had described her,

eminently beautiful,—with chesnut hair, dark blue

eyes, and a transparent complexion. Of slender

shape, she possessed a figure the lightness of which
was replete with elegance and grace, but not of

too sylphid a symmetry to be without well-developed

proportions. She had not that vivacity which
usually characterizes the women of France; but
her manners, as well as her style of beauty, would
have led a stranger to pronounce her a native of

England. She was more tranquil than the gay
Parisian ladies are wont to be : modest, unassum-
ing, and without affectation, she was as incapable

of coquetry or of flu-ting as she was averse to the

fulsome adulation which is offered up at the shrine

of female beauty in the brilliant circles of fashion.

Thus, when she sought to be very cheerful, in the

hope of pleasing her husband, the endeavour was
visibly forced,—because she was too unskilled in

the arts of dissimulation to conceal it. But let us

listen to their discoui-se, as they are seated at the

breakfast table between nine and ten o'clock on
the particular morning of wliich we are speaking.

" My dear Jules," said the Viscountess, after a
long pause, and now speaking with a considerable

degree of hesitation, though in the most affection,

ate manner, " I hope you will not forget that you
have guests to dinner this evening P"

" Ah, I remember !" he ejaculated, with an air

of vexation: "a party made expressly for the

Villebelles ! It was absolutely necessary to invite

them ; for the Marquis and I were schoolfellows

—though he is some three or four years older than
myself,"

" You seem annoyed, my dear Jules," obserred

his wife, gazing upon him with tender anxiety,
" that the Marquis and Marchioness of Villebelle

should have been invited ?"

" Oh, no ! not annoyed, I can assure you!" ex-

claimed the Viscount, forcing himself to laugh
with an assumed gaiety. " Annoyed i*—no, that

is out of the question—only I was thinking that

it was just possible I might be detained by busi

ness
"

" Pardon me for asking the question," said the

Viscountess, kindly,—" but have you, my dear

.Jules, anything to trouble you P If so, pray speak,

that I may do my best to soothe and console

you."

"Trouble me, Stephanie!" he cried, "What
could have put such an idea into your head ?"

" Only," she answered, still more tiiuitily and
reluctantly than before, " because —because -you
have been away from home so much of lat«—that—
that—I was fearful you had some business of a
disagreeable nature "
"And pray, Stephanie," exclaimed the Viscount

somewhat sharply, "can I )»ot be away a few
hours of a day without subjecting myself to bo
thus catechized P"

" Oh ! catechized, Jules ! No—no—not for the

world ! I did not mean that :"—and as the big

tears rolled down tho poor young lady's cheeks,

she rose from her place at the table, and throwing
her arms around her husband's neck, besought
him in a broken voice to pardon her if she had
offended him.
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" Offended me—no, Stephanie ! you have not

offended me !" he said, forcing himself to give a

single caress for the dozens she lavished upon

him ; and then he suddenly repulsed her, as if the

kiss which he had bestowed was an act of treason

towards Augusta Chesterfield.

Thus did he prove himself mora scrupulously

considerate on behalf of his mistress who was

elsewhere, than on behalf of his beautiful wife

who was there present, doing her best to demon-
strate the love she bore him !

" Jules, wherefore repulse me ?" she murmured,
with a look of such deprecating tenderness that

his conscience was smitten. " What have I done

to grieve or annoy you ? You assure me that you

are not offended with me ; and yet I perceive the

contrary. Tell me what I can do to convince you
that it was iminteutional on my part."

" Ecnlly, my dear Stephanie, you are most im-

reasonable," said the Viscount. " Pray sit down
and tliink no more of what I have said—what I

have done "

" But if you be angry with me, Jules ?" she ob-

served, as she meekly resumed her chair.

"Angry— no !" he cried, almost petulantly.

"Wherefore should you persist in saying that I

am angry ? Really, Stephanie, I must henceforth

be very guarded over my looks and my words
that the least thing thus brings tears to youi"

eyes."

" Do you not know, Jules," she continued, still

weeping, " how much I love you ? and will you
be so cruel as to upbraid me for being sorry when
I think I have given you offence, or when I fail

to please you ? I wish—I wish, Jules, that you
would understand me better !"

" Stephanie, I understand you full well," the

Viscount hastened to respond :
" but we have been

married two years, and are no longer lovers : we
are husband and wife."

" No longer lovers ?" she ejaculated, as if a new
light had suddenly been flung in upon her mind :

then, as tlie tears gushed forth anew from her

eyes, she added, " Oh, I had hoped and thought
we should always be lovers, and that we should

not cease to exist as such because our hands were
united at the altar."

" See, Stephanie," ejaculated the Viscount, " how
unreasonably—I might almost say, how foolishly

you talk. And it is because these ideas which
you have just expressed, rule your actions like-

wise, that 1 may perhaps seem a little impatient
towards you. At the slightest word you weep

—

—you frequently give me hints that I am absent

from home—and in the presence of friends your
conduct is too endearing. You do not seem to

know how to draw the proper distinction between
the bearing which lovers adopt towards each other

,

and tiiat which husband and wife ought to main-
tain."

" I only know, Jules," was the unsophisticated
answer of the beautiful Viscountess, while her
heart swelled with emotions,"—though she now
contrived by a powerful effort to keep back her
tears, fearing to give her husband renewed offence.—" I only know that I love you ; and I obey the
dictates of my own heart in all my conduct towards
you."

" But do you not see, Stephanie," resumed her
husband, " that h man cannot always remain tied

to his wdfe's apron-string. When wo are together,

I do my best to render you happy and con-
tented "

" Yes

—

when we are together," she murmured,
without the slightest infention of conveying a re-

monstrance or a reproach, but merely giving audi-

ble expression to her own unsophisticated thoughts :

for the idea that was uppermost in her mind, was
that she had no earthly happiness save and except

in the society of her husband, and that she could

wish him to be always witli her.

" Now, look how you answer me !" he cried,

with a sudden start and gesture of impatience.
" If I make a simple observation, your reply is a

remonstrance—an upbraiding—a taunt
"

" Good heavens, Jules, what a construction you
put upon my words !" she exclaimed, an expression

of anguish upon her countenance, and her hands
clasped in despair. " I did not mean it—no, I did

not mean it ! Why will you thus take offence,

dear Jules, where none was intended ?"

" But, Stephanie, these scenes are little calcu-

lated to render my home happy. And," added the

Viscount, greedily clutching at any excuse which
might satisfy his conscience for his treatment to-

wards his beautiful and affectionate wife :
" and

—

and—it is really no wonder that I should some-
times stay out longer than I otherwise in-

tended "

" Oh !" she exclaimed, " now I have learnt the

fatal truth at last ! Yes, yes—I all along sus-

pected it ! Nay, more—I was convinced of it ! It

is I who make yoiu: home wretched—it is I who
drive you from it !—and yet heaven knows that I

would make any sacrifice to keep you with me ! I

am miserable when you arc absent : and therefore

it would be madness on my part wilfully to force

you to remain away."

With these words, the unhappy young lady

covered her countenance with her hands, and burst

into a fresh paroxysm of anguish. Iter bosom
was convulsed with sobs ; and if the most dreadful

calamity had just alighted upon her head, it was
impossible for her to be more afflicted. In the

midst of this scene a domestic in a splendid livery

entered the room, bearing the morning's letters

and newspapers upon a silver salver. The Viscount
snatched them up in a petulant maimer: while

Stephanie, quickly removuig her fair white hands
from her face, leant over her plat* to conceal her
tears from the lacquey.

" See how you disgrace me !" ejaculated her
husband, when the servant had retired and the

gilded door had closed behind him. " Now I

•shall acquire the reputation of ill-treating you.

That fellow will go amongst the other servants and
say how he found you in tears."

" Forgive me, J ules — pray forgive mc, my
dcai-est husband! I see that 1 am always in the
wrong "

" There you are again, with your reproaches !"

interrupted the Viscouut. " You mean mo to

understand that I am in the wrong—that I treat

you cruelly
"

"Good heavens!" murmured tiie unrortunut?

Viscountess, now wringing her hands in do'spair;
' what am I to do—what am I to say, lo convince

vou that I had no such inU-nlion? Ah, Jul.-s, if

you could ouly read my heart, as God now rends



294 THB HY8TEEIBS OB THE COUBT.

" Positively, Stephanie," ejaculated the Viscount,

starting up angrily from his seat, " this scene is

becoming wearisome to a degree. If we were still

lovers, it would be bad enough : but from a wife

to her husband, it is really intolerable. I must

beg and beseech that you will not give way to

these gusts of temper."
" Temper ?" she echoed, as if a new light had

broken in upon her, thus suddenly making her

aware that her temper was a bad one—an assur-

ance which she was fully prepared to take on the

mere word of her husband, and to adopt the fault as

sincerely and contritely as if the imputation were

perfectly correct.

" Yes, temper !" he answered, somewhat fiercely

:

fot on his side the impression was that his wife

had echoed the word in a spirit of indignant repu-

diation : " I said temper—and since it has come to

this, I may as well be candid with you at once.

Now, look you, Stephanie," he continued—and we
must do him the justice to add that he did not at

the moment perceive how his unfortunate spouse

was regarding him with mingled affright and
dismay,—"look you, Stephanie! I am getting

thoroughly wearied of these scenes : they are re-

peated too often. Always tears, or else implied

upbraidings—and then a perfect storm of lavished

endearments ! That is not the life I wish to lead.

Try and be always the same ; and I shall be always

the same to you. But don't disgrace me in the

presence of our servants. You seem to think,

Stephanie, as I just now said, that I am to be

ever tied to your apron-strings—that now I have

become the husband, I am still to play the lover.

I can do nothing of the sort ; and what is more, I

do not intend to attempt it. If you think that

because you brought me a fortune, you have a
right to a devotion such as is only displayed dui-ing

the period of courtship "

"Jules," exclaimed the Viscountess, springing

forward and falling upon her knees at her husband's

feet, while her clasped hands were stretched out

towards him : "do not— do not, for heaven's sake,

attribute such unworthy thoughts to me ! My
fortune—or the fortune that I brought you—

I

have never once thought of it ! Would to God
that I had been ten times as rich, that I might
have bestowed all, all upon you "

Here was another offence—though the reader
may full easily comprehend how very far it was
from the imfortunate young lady's intention to

give it. But she stopped sliort suddenly, perceiv-

ing how her husband started—how his countenance
became stern—and how he drew himself up with
the haughtiest dignity.

" Madam," he said, " rise from that posture.

It is not one which I ever desire my wife to adopt
towards me :"—then as the Viseounttss rose to her
feet—cowed, dismayed, and full of anguish—he
went on to say, in a tone which struck her as im-
placably severe, " Your words have conveyed such
a taunt as I little expected ever to hear issue from
your lips. You would remind me that I owe my
wealth to you ; and though you gave the assurance
the semblance of love, yet was it the cruellest of
reproaches thus to declare that you wished you
hud been richer so as to lavish your fortune upon
nio ! Ah ! then I am a sort of pensioner—I am
bribed with gold ? Verily, madam, I would liave

Tou reflect that rank is above wealth, and that I

gave you a name which all the sugar-baker'a

money-bags never could have purchased."

With this heartless speech the Viscount de
Chateauneuf turned abruptly upon his heel: bat
as a low moan struck his ear, he was smitten with

remorse for what he had said ; and turning quickly

round again, was only just in time to catch hu
anguished wife in his arms. For, overpowered by
the cruel violence of that blow which his words
had dealt her, she was tottering and about to

faU.

" Stephanie ! Stephanie !" he exclaimed, half

petulantly, half kindly :
" how foolish of you to

provoke these scenes !"—yet he felt that he him-
self was wrong, though thus endeavouring to fling

all the blame upon her.

" Forgive me, Jules," she murmured, feeling it

was a luxury thus to be clasped in his arms. " I

do indeed see that my conduct has been very

wrong 1 know that I make you unhappy
—every day tends to convince me of my own fail-

ings, and that I am not fitted to be your wife

But bear with me, Jules; and I will endeavour

—

Oh! I will endeavour, to be more guarded in

future !"

" Well, well, Stephanie," said the Viscount, his

conscience torturing him as if a scorpion were
planting its sting in his heart,—" let there be an
end of this."

"There shall, Jules," she murmured, smiling

sweetly upon him as his arms still clasped her

slender waist. " But tell me that you love me—
do tell me that you love me "

At this instant the door again opened,—and the

lacquey re-appeared, bearing upon the silver salver

a letter which by some accident had been omitted

from the batch previously brought in. The Vis-

count became crimson, and turned away from
Stephanie as if he had been caught embracing the

wife ot another instead of his own. The incident

was a most untoward one. The quarrel—if such

it could be called, where the quarrelling was all on
his own side—had just been about to end in recon-

ciliation, when the appearance of this servant made
all Jules do Chateauneuf 's choler rise up again.

" Stephanie, this is perfectly intolerable !" he

ejaculated vehemently, and almost fiercely, the

moment the lacquey had again left the room.
" You disgrace me thoroughly ! At first it is

whining and crying, so that the servants think

you are ill-treated : then it is this maudlin em-
bracing, so that they will fancy I am begging

your pardon, confessing I am a naughty boy,

and that I will never do such a thing again ! Now,
all this is only bringing me into contempt ; and
when I next look my servants in the face, I shall

see a sneering smile upon their lips. It is brought
about by yoiu- folly

"

"I am indeed most unfortunate," murmured
the poor young lady, sinking down upon a 8«at. " I
endeavoured to please you—but I c«miot !"

" There you are again !" ejaculated the Viscount,

stamping hi^ foot upon the carpet. " Why will

you persist in this style of upbraiding ? It dof«

no good—it only creates ill-feeling
"

" My dear husband," said Stephanie, now rising

up, and looking as well as speaking with a sort of

despairing calmness, " I am afraid that you will

never have real happiness with me. I am not

fitted to be your wife : I am beneath you in birth
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—beneath you in education—beneath you in know-

ledge of the world "

" Stephanie, you will drive me mad !" cried

Jules : for these were precisely the ideas which he

did entertain in respect to his wife, but which

nevertheless he could not bear to have so forcibly

brought to his mind, and by that very wife herself.

" You must not talk thus
"

" "Well, I will not. We will speak on other sub-

jects. Ah ! I remember, we were just now con-

versing about the dinner-party : for the Villebelles,

you wiQ remember, are coming. What little I saw
of the Marchioness the other day, when you intro-

duced me to her, I liked very much. I should be

pleased to cultivate her acquaintance : I think she

would beco ne my friend ;—and I feel that I do

want a friend—a real friend! There are times

when I am so lonely

—

bo dull— bo despond-

ing "

This was another imfortunate speech, but made
in a perfectly artless maimer, and most unreflect-

ingly.

" By Leaven, another taunt !" ejaculated the

Viscount. " How many more complaints ? How-
ever," he immediately added, perceiving that his

poor wife was becoming so deadly pale again that

it seemed as if she were about to faint,—" we will

not say any more now—we will not renew these

unpleasant topics."

" No, don't—pray don't," she murmured, vrith

a look of earnest appeal : then approaching him
half tenderly, half timidly—but not venturing
to embrace him, nor even to take his hand, nor
place her own lovingly upon his shoulder, as she

longed to do,—she said, "Do not forget, dear

Jules, that the company will be here by seven.

And," she added, perfectly innocent of any sinister

motive, " it is not yet eleven o'clock : so you have
plenty of time to amuse yourself till dinner."

He was about to ejacvdate that this was another
taunt : but feeling the inutility of renewing the

war of words—or rather of prosecuting it on his

own side—he said, " No, no—I shall not forget

—

I will be home by seven :"—and he quitted the
room.

Stephanie proceeded mechanically towards one
of the windows ; and in a few minutes, as she
gazed vacantly forth, she observed her husband
hurrying along in the direction of Auteuil. He
was on foot : she looked wistfully after him in the

hope that he would turn his head and wave his

hand—but he did not; and she could not help

feeling disappointed that he should not think it

possible she might be at the window. Then, as

she remained there, watching his receding form,

she could not help noticing the hurried manner
in which he was proceeding ;—and now she be-
thought herself that for the last fortnight he had
not been once out on horseback. This circum-
stance had not occurred to her before : and though
not for a single instant did she now regard it as

suspicious, yet she nevertheless wondered thereat.

She knew how passionately fond he had ever been
of equestrian exercise ; and it was therefore natural
she should marvel that he had ceased to take it.

But she soon fell into another train of reflections

in rMpcct to Jules; and retiring to her own
boudoir, sat herself down to review all the details

of the scene which had just taken place,—so as to

glean therefrom the necessary hints to reform her

conduct for the future. For the poor creature

really and truly believed that all the fault was on
her own side ; and that she therefore did indeed

require such self-reformation.

CHAPTER CL.

THE MISTEES8.

The Viscount de Chateauneuf hurried along in

the direction of the Durands' villa. He sped thus

precipitately, in order if possible to outstrip his

own thoughts. He was too intelligent not to

comprehend that he had been harsh, severe, and
cruel towards his wife ; and he was too generous

not to regret it. Still he really and truly did

believe that she had intended as taunts some of

the things which she had said : but he could not

help acknowledging that by his own conduct he

fuUy deserved them. He knew that he was
wrong—he knew that Stephanie loved him—and

he felt that he was guilty of a monstrous injus-

tice in punishing her for the very testimonials of

affection which she lavished upon him. There

was a moment during this rapid run from his

chateau to the villa, when he felt inclined to turn

abruptly back—retrace his steps—take his wife

in his arms—confess his error—and vow that he

would be cruel to her no more : for this was the

first time that ever such serious words had passed

between them, or that he had actually shown
open resentment at what he had described as the
" scenes " which were wont to take place. Hitherto

those scenes had been insignificant in comparison

with this one of to-day ; and thus was it that his

remorse was for «n instant so poignant.

But, alas! that good resolution was abandoned

almost as suddenly as formed : he had not the

moral courage to retrace his way and perform the

part which his better feelings had for an instant

suggested. Besides, could he abandon his Au-
gusta ? No, no—he could not ; and he hastened

onward to the Diirands' villa. For the rest of the

distance he endeavoured to reason himself into

the belief tliat he was justified in the course he

was pursuing—that Stephanie was indeed unfitted

to be his wiie—and that ho had therefore a right

to have a mistress. And then, too, he contrasted

Augusta with Stephanie,—the former all fervid

passion, the latter all girlish love without its fiery

sensuality—the former glowing and ardent, the

latter only sentimentally tender—the former a

companion who could talk upon a thousand things,

the latter an inexperienced creature whose very

ingenuousness was irksome and whoso naivcti was

that of a school-girl. Still, as the Viscount thus

drew his comparison between his mistress and his

wife, he could not crush the secret feeling which

was in his mind, that his conduct was an injustice,

an outrage, and a cruelty towards that affectionate

being who he knew would, if necessary, lay down
her life to servo him. Ho wag glad when ho

reached the villa; for ho longed in the arms of

Augusta to iorget all tlieso remorseful and com-

punctious feelings.

Mrs. Chesterfield wa« half reclining upon a sofa

in the sitting room when Jules do Chateauneuf

made his appearance. She wore an elegant
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morning-wrapper, somewhat more open at the

bosom than was consistent with modesty : the

luxm-iant masses of her raven hair floated over*lier

half-naked sliouldcrs ; and her large dark eyes

swam in a delicious languor, as she smilingly

welcomed the Viscount's presence. The logs

crackled and blazed in the fire-place: the atmo-

sphere of the apartment was warm and slightly

perfumed. Though not yet mid-day, the appear-

ance of that voluptuous creature and the fragrance

which seemed to breathe around lier, aade the

hour appear as fitted for the blandishments of love

as if night were upon the earth, the curtains were
drawn, and the lamps lighted.

" You are later than usual, my dear Jules," said

Augusta, as he placed himself on the sofa by her

side and encircled her waist with his arm. " Ah !

and I perceive that something has troubled you,"

she added, her taper fingers pushing back the

masses of naturally curling hair from over the

high forehead of that youthful countenance which
was so fine a specimen of masculine beauty.

"Tell me, dearest Jules,"—and she imprinted a

glowing kiss upon his cheek,—"what is it that has

annoyed you ?"

" Augusta," he replied, with the suddenness of

a resolve taken in a moment, " I cannot lead this

life any longer ! I cannot divide my time between
you and my wife : my heart is here—and I am
wearied of playing the dissembler there. It is

cruel and unjust towards every one: cruel and
unjust towards you—cruel and unjust towards my
wife—cruel and unjust towards myself! No, I

can endure it no longer ! I must be all in all to

you, as you are all in all to me 1 will leave

you no more !"

" Tell me, dear Jules, what has taken place,"

said Mrs. Chesterfield, gazing with fervid tender-

ness upon her paramour. " Have you had words
with the Viscountess f

"

"Words?" he ejaculated: "henceforth I feel

that we shall always have words, if we continue to

live together! It cannot be! It is impossible

that I can receive her caresses only to repulse them

:

that is a part my better feelings will not longer

allow me to play. No, I cannot ! Much rather

would I break mth her at once—candidly confess

to her that I love another—and beseech her not to

interfere with my happiness
!"

While he was thus speaking, Mrs. Chesterfield

drooped her head upon his breast; and as her

countenance was thus concealed from him, an ex-

pression of triumphant satisfaction appeared
thereon,—as if she felt that she had now brought
him to the point towards which she had gradually,

and cautiously, and skilfully been leading him on.

And if he could only have seen that look, transient

though it were, a veil would have fallen from his

eyes in a moment : he would have penetrated the

selfishness of the syi-eu to whom he had aban-

doned himself—he would have had the conviction

flashuig to his soul that though the ardour of her

sensual passions might be real enough, the tender-

ness of true love which she professed for him,

was naught but a delusion and a snare !

" What would you do ?" she asked, assuming

a low tremulous voice: "would you precipitate

matters ?"

"There can bo no rash precipitation," he ex-

claimed, " in doing that which has now become

imperative. I must either renounce you or my
wife. I cannot renoimce you, my Augusta, whom
I love 80 devotedly : but I will renounce her whom
I love not and have never loved. The world must
know it at length : but the world shall say I have
not been unjust towards her. I will give her half

my fortune : the remaining half will leave me still

rich—amply rich enough for you and me to live

in comfort, and even in splendour."
" Then do you mean, my beloved Jules," asked

Augusta, "that we are to live openly together
henceforth—that the necessity for secrecy shall exist

no more^that caution shall no longer be used ?"

" Such is my meaning," ejaculated the Viscount
vehemently. "Do you object, Augusta? do you
still tremble at the idea of all this coming to your
husband's knowledge ?"

"Candidly I do," she answered, raising hep
head and looking him earnestly in the face.

" You have something in your mind ?" he said:
" speak—what is it ? Have I not sworn to be as

a husband unto you?—wherefore need you care

for him who is absent ? Have I not vowed to be
a father for your expected babe ?—what anxiety,

then, can yon entertain for the future welfare of

your as yet unborn child? Speak, Augusta

—

speak candidly !"

" Oh ! it is all this," she murmured, forcing

tears from her eyes, "which troubles me and
makes me wretched. It is only when you are

with me that I am happy : because then I forget

everything—the vii-tuous past—the guilty present

—the uncertain future ! But when I am alone, a
thousand terrors haunt me. I have a husband
who is rich, and under whose care neither myself

nor my expected offspring need ever tremble at

the idea of want. It is not even now too late for

me to take a step which will still leave me in that

state of confidence ! My husband need not know
that I have been guilty—that I have dishonoured

him : these people here are bribable ; and you, as

a man of hououi-, would never breathe to a soul

what has taken place between us. But I must fly

hence—I must see you no more !"

" Oh, wherefore this language ?" exclaimed the

Viscount :
" what have I done to deserve it ? You

apprehend poverty Good heavens! am I not

far richer than your husband, fi-om all that you
have told me ? and can I not at any moment place

you in a state of independence ? Ah, I compre-

hend !—yom* fears are natural, as the world goes

;

though in respect to me, they are not just. You
fancy that my love may ccol

"

" Remember, my dear Jules," interrupted the

sp'cn, mui'muringly, " the love of man is different

from that of a woman. A woman may conceive a

sudden passion, and yet cling to it devotedly for

all the rest of her life-time : but a man who loves

suddenly, grows cool suddenly "

" Augusta, I swear that you do me wrong !"

ejaculated the Viscount de Chateauncuf. "The
passion I have experienced for you, has become in.

tcrwoven with the very fibres and principles of my
entire being. But it is my aim and my duty to

ensure yoiu: happiness—-—Oh ! full well do I ap-

preciate the immensity of the sacrifice which you
have already made for me, but which has still to

be consummated ! Now listen, Augusta ; and you

shall have proof that I love you—you shall hava

proof too that I am au honourable man !"
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your presence, must you renounce your husband
j—renounce every family tie, if need be—and be-

come wholly and unconditionally mine ! From
that hour too shall we dwell together, wheresoever

your inclination may suggest that we fix our abode :

and we shall be as husband and wife. But now,

Augusta, not another word on this subject ! not a

remonstrance ! I am determined : it is a duty

—

and I will fulfil it
!"

The wily woman could well afford a perfect gush

of enthusiastic feeling as she strained the young
Viscount in her arms and covered his cheeks and

his lips with kisses. i

" And now I go," he said, " at once to give the

requisite instructions to a notary. I shall return

to pass a few hours with you. Unfortunately I

have guests this evening at the chateau ; and I

must be there inasmuch as for the present it is

better I should keep upon terms with my wife until

ill arrangements be carried out. So that at six

o'clock I shall be compelled to leave you : but to-

morrow I promise to be earlier with you than to-

day."

Having embraced Augusta Chesterfield, the

Viscount de Chateauneuf took his departure to

give instructions to a notary to prepare two deeds

—one making over half his revenue, together with

the chateau itself, to Stephanie—and the other as-

signing so much of his property as would produce

five thousand a-year, to the woman with whom he

was so profoundly infatuated.

Soon after six o'clock in the evening, the Vis-

countess de Chateauneuf commenced her toilet for

the party. One of her maids, on ascending to her

mistress's chamber to render the wonted assistance,

t^ave her the pleasing intelligence that the Vis-

count had just entered and was likewise gone to

dress. Thus Stephanie was relieved from her fears

lest he should not be punctual. A little before

seven they met in the drawing-room ; and for the

first few moments the Viscount was troubled and
embarrassed, as he thought that in a few days he

was to deal a blow fatal to the happiness of the

unfortunate and confiding wife who now greeted

him with such sweet smiles. This f(!oUng rendered

him jiusually kind, and even affectionate towards

bnr :—at least his manner had the appearance of

aflection ; and Stephau?.e was radiant with happi-

ness, as she said to herself, " Yes, he loves me—he

loves me ! How could I ever have doubted it ?"

In a few minutes the guests began to arrive

—

some fifteen or sixteen in all ; and amongst them
the Marquis of Villebelle and Ccnntancc. The
Marquis had within the last few days received a

much higher and far more lucrative appointment
than tluit which he had held at tbe Coui't of

JSIndrid : he was now to be accredited as Minister

to the Court of Naples—but he had still leave of

absence for a few weeks ere setting out for his new
post. Being prosperous in his worldly circum-

elanccs and blessed in his love for Constance, he

was supremely happy ; and his fine countenance

reflected the feelings of his heart. The Marchioness

of Villebelle—for so we must call Constance

—

looked eminently beautiful ; and she also was
hajipy in her Rtienne's love, as well as in the con-

templation of the honours bestowed upon hira by
the King, and which his own talents had won.
But. still the felicity of Lady Saxondale's younger
daughter was not oompl^** • inasmuch as she had

for some time past been troubled and anxious o4
account of those relatives who were so dear to he?.

She had heard of the terrific exposure which took

place a few months back at Sasondale Castle, when
t'ae double wedding was so strangely interrupted

and broken off : she knew therefore that her sister

J diana was thoroughly and irredeemably disgraced,

aiid that her mother's name had suffered at tha

spme time in the estimation of the world. Stu
likewise knew that her mother and Juliana wer»
not now together—that the former was in England,
and the latter somewhere upon the Continent ; and
she was grieved that her sister suffered her not to

become acquainted with the p'^ce of seclusion to

which she had retired. Constance was aUo aware
;hat her brother Edmund had married the Baroness
de Charlemont who was tried for the murder of
bar first husband;—and all these circumstancei
were sufficient to depress her somewhat. Never-
theless, her husband's love—so sincere and so de-

vi:)ted—was powerful enough to mitigate much of
that full amount of grief which she would other-

wise have experienced ; and no one, as she entered

the brilliantly lighted saloon at the Viscount do
Chateauneuf 's mansion, would have suspected that

the felicity of the Marchioness of Villebelle wm
thus alloyed.

We will pass over all details in respect to the

sumptuous banquet which was served up : let our
readers suppose it to be over, and the company
dispersed about the suite of gilded and brilliantly

lighted saloons thrown open for their reception.

There was music in one .- in another the tables

were spread with splendidly bound volumes and
prints : in a third the card tables were set out •

and the fourth opened upon a spacious winter-

garden, or conservatory of glass, heated by artifL

cial means, and containing a varied selection of

the choicest plants as well as of several fruit-trees

from the tropics. The Viscountess de Chateauneuf
and the Marchioness of Villebelle, who had already

conceived a friendship for each other, were seated

together upon a sofa in the music-room : a young
lady was at the piano—another at the harp : others

were sitting with young gentlemen, and listening

to the melody, or perhaps whispering with each
other : the elderly gentlemen and ladies were ia

the card-room : in short, all the company were
agreeably occupied in some way or another. The
Marquis of Villebelle had accompanied the Viscount
de Chateauneuf into the conservatory ; and for

some little time they were engaged in examining
the exotics and the fruits of the palm, the banana,

the citron, and the orange trees.

" My dear Viscount," said the Marquis, when
the inspection was concluded, "you and I have
* nown each other since our boyhood ; and though
there has been an interval of some years since last

we saw each other, yet is the friendly feeling of

other times in no way diminished on my part."
" Nor on mine, my dear Villebelle," responded

Chateauneuf, warmly grasping the hand of the

Marquis.

"I am sure of it," resumed the latter; "and
therefore you will not think it strange or imperti*

ne.nt that I am about to speak to you on a certain

subject. In a word, my dear friend, you are not

happy : and if there be any circumstance in which

i

Tou require the counsel or consolation of one who
I experiences a sincere regard for yon '
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"But wherefore, Villebelle," interrupted the

Viscount, " do you think that I am unhappy ?"

" I know it," was the response given by the Mar-

quis. " When I met you the other day in company

with the Viscountess,—although we were onlya brief

ten minutes together,—I nevertheless saw that you

had moments of abstraction, and that your mind

seemed to be wandering to other subjects far dif-

ferent from those which had arisen in conversation.

After we separated, my wife observed to me that

she thought you had something darkening your

soul. To-day, my dear Chateauneuf, I have

observed the same manner on your part. My
experiences of the world have been somewhat

severe ; and its teachings have enabled me to catch

at a glance the slightest evidences of unhappiness

in those with whom I come in contact. Think

not for a moment that I seek to penetrate, through

mere impertinent curiosity, into your affairs : but

there have been times in my life when I should

have hailed the counsel and the solace of a true

and sincere friend as something as welcome as an

angel-visit. I am your friend, Chateauneuf; and

that is the reason I am thus speaking."

The Viscount bent down his eyes, and reflected

profoundly for more than a minute. He was too

intelligent not to be perfectly aware how very

serious a step he had resolved to take, in renounc-

ing his wife for the sake of Mrs. Chesterfield ; and

though very far from entertaining the idea of

retracing his way, or revoking the preliminaries

which he had that morning initiated with the

notary,—yet it occurred to him that it was alto-

gether a matter on which he really ought to consult

friendly advice. The notary himself had strongly

urged him to adopt this course ; and thovigh Jules,

in his infatuation for Augusta, had impatiently

rejected the legal gentleman's counsel at the time,

—it now recurred to him with added force, in

consequence of the observations made by VillebeWe.

"I do not know," he said, abruptly breaking

silence, and raising his eyes as suddenly, " that I

am unhappy In one sense I am the happiest

of men "

" You ought to be," said the Marquis. " You
possess ample revenues—a fine position—a beau-

tiful, amiable, and affectionate wife But, ah !

I hope that I have said nothing indiscreet ?" he

ejaculated, perceiving that a cloud came over the

handsome countenance of the young Viscount.
" My dear friend," said tlic latter, taking the

hand of the Marquis arid pressing it with a sort of

convulsive force, " you have indeed touched a true

chord, though not in the manner you intcnd(!d or

supposed. I said that in one sense I was the

happiest of men; and I meant that I am thus

happy in possessing the love of one of the most

adorable of women. But this, Villebelle," added

the Viscount, lowering his voice, to a scarcely au-

dible whisper,—" this is not my wife !"

The Marquis was amazed : for with all hie ex-

perience of the world, and with all his jr-anetration,

he had failed to discern that the Viscountess de

Chateauneuf possessed not her husband's love.

" Yes— it is as I tell you,'' continued the Vis-

count, having glanced around to assure himself

tliiit they were alone together in the conservatory.

" My wife is as nf)thing to me : my mistress is

i'verything. The former makes me wretched : the

Utter ia the source of all happiness. Ah, my dear

friend! you cannot read the real disjwsition of

women by merely beholding them at the dinner-

table, or in the midst of brilliant society. Doubt-

less I have my faults :—but who has not ? Stephanie

has however ten thousand times more failings than

myself. Do not misunderstand me ! The snow

is not purer than her chastity as a wife ; but I

speak of infirmities of temper which are but too

well calculated to make a household unhappy and

drive a man to distraction. Eegarded individually,

each perhaps is an airy nothing ; but aggravated

—accumulated—taken together, they constitute

an insupportable tyranny. One single drop of

water falling on the stone, makes no impression

;

but the constant dripping wears it away. A single

blow upon the head, does little harm beyond tl»e

transient pain : but a continuous succession of

blows produces madness. Thus is it with those

infirmities of temper to which I have alluded : and

now do you comprehend me ?"

"I understand and I am astonished," replied

the Marquis of Villebelle. " I am sorry that I

should have turned the conversation in a manner
to evolve such a topic,—a topic invested with the

solemn sanctity of a family secret."

" Do not be sorry on that account, my dear

Villebelle," replied Chateauneuf :
" I am gliwl tliat

you have thus spoken. I do indeed require a

friend : for I am about to take a step of paramount

importance nothing less than separating from

my wife !"

The Marquis of Villebelle looked deeply con-

cerned, as indeed he was. He needed not to ask

the question whether the Viscountess was as yet

aware of her husband's intention ; for he felt assured

that she was not. He tliercfore experiouced an

illimitable compassion for that young lady, who
was evidently lulled into the security of her own
love—cradled in the confidence of her own all'cc-

tion—unsuspicious of the storm which was gather-

ing above her head. He was coneernod, too, on

account of his friend Jules de Chateauneuf: for ho

could not but consider that it was indeed a fear-

ful step that he had resolved upon taking.
" Yes," continued the Viscount, " I am deter-

mined unless indeed you show nie good reason

to induce me to alter my resolve. A man is bound
to consult his own happiness : he must not sacri-

fice it for the sake of one woman, when it can be

ensured by another,—although the former bear

the more sacred title of wife, and the hitter be in

the fabe position of a mistress. Such is my case

:

—can you therefore blame me F I shall not act

dishonourably in financial matters with regard U)

Stephanie. Though none of her fortune is by deed

settled upon herself, I purpose to give her half;

and a moiety of my own half shall I settle on my
mistress. This is what I have promised the lattiT :

and indeed, I have alremly instructed a notary to

draw up the requisite deeds."
" Jules de Chateauneuf," said the Marquis of

Villebelle, addressing his friend in a solemn voice

and with a grave countenance, "you have done

well to consult me in tliis instance. You have

brought yourself to the edge of u precipice: for

Ood's sake, let mine be the hand which is to draw
you back ! You must rcllect— this resolve which

you have adopted in madness, must be renounced in

the hour of sober deliberation. What! for some of

those Uttlc peculiarities of temper which no women
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are without,—and which, if we of the sterner sex

study ourselves impartially, we shall find that we
likewise possess,—will you on this account break up

your home—perhaps deal your wife a death-blow

—with the certainty of being yourself brought

sooner or later to bitterest repentance ?"

" Oh, my dear friend !" exclaimed the Viscount,

" it is easy for you to talk thus—you, who are un-

acquainted with all the circumstances ! I tell you

that I cannot live with Stephanie. I never loved

her : it was a msirriage of expediency on my part

:

ehe brought me a fortune—I gave her a lofty title

and a proud name in return ;—on that score,

therefore, we are equal. This very day has there

occurred between us a scene which, had you be-

held it
"

But he stopped suddenly short, conscience-

imitten: for with almost overpowering efTect did

the sense of his own harshness and severity towards

Stephanie, rush back to his mind. The Marquis

of Villebelle comprehended in a moment wherefore

his friend thus abruptly loft off speaking ; and his

looks became graver still.

" Jules," he said, " you are conscious of faults

en your own side. Now, I intend to speak plainly

:

it is my duty as your friend. Look you ! I begin

to understand your exact position. You have a

mistress whom you love better than your wife
;

and you are seeking for every possible excuse and
apology for abandoning the one so as to give

yourself up entu-ely to the other. You are

naturally magnanimous and generous ; and a man
with sucli a heart, cannot be without scruples

when about to perform a bad action. Yes—do

not be offended : I repeat, a bad action ! And it

is in order to tranquillise the qualms of your con.-

ecience that you seek to throw upon the head of

your wife all the blame of the proceeding you
purpose to adopt. Thus is it that you magnify

her failings into faults ; and if needful, you would
exaggerate her faults into crimes. Come, Jules,

be reasonable !—you cannot shut out from yourself

the conviction that I have spoken truly."

" I confess, my dear Villebelle, that I am much
•truck by all you hav« said," responded the Viscount,

who was now pale and agitated : but then arose

before him the imago of the brilliantly handsome
Augusta Chesterfield, and he hastened to observe,
" Oh, if you saw her to whom my heart is devoted,

you would admit that any sacrifice ought to be

made for such a being ! She is grandly beautiful

she is a wife too, who sacrifices husband,

family, fame, and all that a woman can possibly

hold dear yes, of all will she make a sacrifice

for me !"

" And you have informed her, I think you said,'

observed the Marquis, " of the nature and amount
of the settlement you purpose to make in regard

to her ?"

" Oh, assuredly !" was Chatcauneuf's quick
rejoinder. " She has given me so many proofs of

her love, that I have been but too anxious to afl'ord

her the evidences of my own in return."
" I sec, my dear friend," resumed the Marquis

of Villebelle, " that you are under the spell of an
infatuation. This you cannot help ; we arc but
weak mortals—and I know what it is to love pas-

•ionately and devotedly."
" Your own wife ?"

" Yes : and I am proud to confess it ! And by

the bye, loving my wife as 1 do—feeling that no

possible temptation would render me unfaithful

to her, much less that I mjself could take the

initiative in making overtures to any other woman
—you will not be astonished or offended at th»

proposition I am about to lay before you, and
which you can have no scruple or fear m
accepting."

" Speak, my dear friend : wha't is it ?" said

Jules.
" I will tell you. Permit me," continued the

Marquis, " to be introduced to this mistress o£

your's. You can take me to her in my capacity of

your best friend—one who baa known you ever

since you were eight years old Will you do
this ?"

" I shall be proud and happy !" exclaimed the

Viscount; "and then you will indeed admit that

in renouncing my wife, I am consulting my own
happiness by thus obtaining the opportunity of

giving myself up wholly and solely to her who has

enthralled my heart. To-morrow at mid-day I

will call for you at the hotel where you reside."

" Be it so," said the Marquis. " But perhaps

it would be better, \mder aU circumstances, that

you should introduce me with some assumed name.

There are considerations
"

" I understand full well," inteiTupted the Vis-

count :
" you occupy a prominent position in the

world—and moreover you would not wish it to

reach the ears of the Marchioness that you had
visited a lady in such a false position as Mrs.

Chesterfield—for that is the name of my mistress.

Well then, you shall go under an incognito ; and
to-morrow at midday I will come for you."

" And in the meantime," said the Marquis, " yoa
promise me, Jules, that you will not sign any paper

—you will not breathe a word to the Viscountess of

your intentions of separation—you will not com-

promise yourself in any way ?"

" I faitlifully promise," rejoined Chateauneuf.
" Indeed the documents themselves will not be in

readiness for several days. Oh ! I understand full

well the friendly purpose you have in view. You
intend to judge for yourself whether Mrs. Ches-

terfield
"

" She is an English lady, then r" interjected the

Marquis.
" Yes. But, as I was observing, you intend to

judge whether she is worthy of being preferred to

Stephanie? Now, I am quit« content to consti-

tute you the tribunal of taste in this matter ; and

I will abide by your decision, on condition that

you promise it shall be strictly impartial—justly

and righteously deciding between the merits of

the two ladies, without the least reference to the

position of one as a wife, or to that of the other

as a mistress. Do you, on your side, promise me
this ?"

" Most faithfully I do : and on the honour of •

gentleman, will I give you my sentiments withotw

bias and without prejudice. We will now con-

tinue the discourse no longer : let us return to th«

ladies—and to-morrow at mid-day I shall oipeot

30U."
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CHAPTER CLI.

THE EXPEEIJIENT.

The Marqaw and Marchioness of Villebelle were

staying at an hotel in the fashionable quarter of

the Place Vendome : for inasmuch as their resi-

dence in Paris was but temporary, they had not of

course thought it worth their while to take a house

for themselves, nor go into furnished apartments.

We must now look Lato the room where they were

•eated at breakfast, on the morning after the party

at the Viscount de Chateauncuf's mansion. Con-

etance was in an elegant deshahillee, which set off

her beauty to a most fascinating advantage. The
Marquis was in a handsome rohe-de-chamhre, con-

fined at his waist with a silken cord, having large

tassels at the ends. Despatches were lying upon
the table, addressed to " Ilis Excellency the Mar-
quis of Villebelle, Minister-Plenipotentiary to the

Court of his Majesty the King of Naples :"—but

these were merely to furnish him with some in-

structions which he was to send off to the Charge

d'Affaires in the JVeapoIitan capital, and not to

abridge the leave of absence which h^ had obtained

on his appointment to his new post.

" And so, my dear Constance," said.the Mar-
quis, " you are pleased with the Viscountess de

C'hateauneuf ?"

" I like her much," was the young lady's re-

sponse :
" but I am afraid that she is not alto-

gether happy; for there are moments when she

wears a transient expression of sadness. And the

Viscount too—there is decidedly something upon
his mind "

'

" I know it all, my dear Constance," inter-

rupted the !Marquis. " But do not question me
now : I will tell you everything in the course of

the afternoon ; for I am gcing to try an experi-

ment, whicli will probably result—or, at least, I

sincerely hope so—in the restoration of the happi-

ness of this young couple."

"And I also sincerely hope, Etienne, that you
will succeed. 1 had my misgivings last night, that

they live not comfortably together. The cour-

tesy which the Viscount displayed towards his

wife, was somewhat forced : while on the other

hand she frequently threw timid glances at him, as

if fearful that she might be committing herself in

some way or another, by an unguarded word or

even a gesture or a movement. Ah! when I

think of all the happiness which you and 1 enjoy,

my beloved Etienne, I can deeply feel for other

married couples who do not experience a similar

amount of felicity. Stephanie de Chateauneuf is

a very sweet creature. I have formed quite an

affection for her ; and should be so rejoiced if you
are enabled to report the success of the experiment

to which you have alluded. Ah ! when 1 betliink

mc, I yesterday sketched from memory the por-

trait of Stephanie
"

" And you had never seen her before the other

day—and then only for ten minutes P" exclaimed

the Marquis, laughing good-humourcdly.
" Judge for yourself whether the outline is so

very inaccurate. Of course, having been so many
hours in her society last evening, 1 shall now bo

j
enabled to make my sketch more perfect. But
meanwhile, tell me what you thiuk of it."

Thus speaking, the beautiful Constance rose

from her seat ; and flitting across the room, raised

a large portfolio from the sofa where it lay. Sho
was bearing it to the breakfast-table, when the
Marquis, with all the gallantry of a lover, sped
after her, and took the burthen from her hands

—

for which he received an affectionate look.
" Now let us see the sketch," he said, turning

over the drawings in the portfolio. " I know you
are a proficient in this beautiful art, my sweet
Constance But really !" he ejacidated, as ho
took up the portrait alluded to, and which was
only just commenced ;

" this is indeed striking

!

You have caught the expression to a nicety : all

the outlines are perfect : there is not a single cor-

rection to make ! You have nothing to do but to

put in your shading—and the work will be ad-
mirable."

The countenance of the Marchioness showed
how delightful were her husband's praises ; and he
threw upon her a glance of fondest affection. Oh

!

how different was this breakfast-table scene from
that which took place on the previous day at tlie

Viscount de Chateauncuf's mansion, and which we
have described in another chapter

!

" Why, what have we here ?" ejaculated the

Marquis, as he turned over the drawings :
" some-

thing that I never saw before! You naughty
creature, how was it that you did not show me
this ?"

" I intended," replied Constance, blushing and
smiling :

" but I did not like to do so. The truth

is, I tliought that I had made myself too coy and
sentimental "

" No, dearest—this was indeed the way you
often looked," exclaimed the enraptured Marquis,
" when we were wont to meet in the garden of

Saxondale House. Ah! often and often too, has
there been such a scene as this—Mary Anne rush-
ing towards us to give us due warning that your
mother had just returned home from an au-ing in

the carriage ! It is life-like : the whole scene ia

perfection No, there is a fault ! You have
flattered me too much."
"Say rather, my dear Etienne, that I have

flattered myself."

"That is impossible, Constance!" exclaimed the
Marquis :

" you could not do so. Ah ! though I
am your husband, 1 am still your lover likewise

—

and more inclined than ever, perhaps, to be so,

now that I am reminded by this picture of tho
days of our courtship. Oh ! that was a period of

pleasing pain—hope mingled with fear— deliciou*

interviews enjoyed by stealth, and with the con-

stant apprehension that they would bo inter-

rupted !"

A few words will sufBce to alTord an idea of the
pencil sketch which Constance had thus made,
and whicli the Marquis of Villebelle had so unex-
pectedly lighted upon in the portfolio. It repre-

sented herself and him seated together in a garden,
—she looking somewhat coy and sentimental, aa

she hod observed—he evidently in the altitude of

one who was breathing tho languiige of love in tho

ear of Ilis adored one. At a litlli- diblonce Mary
Anne, the faitbful lady's-maid,— who, by the byo,

WHS still in the service of Constance, — appeared in

the background, hastening forward with alann
depicted on her countenance, to warn the lovers

that their sU^len interview mui>t not be prdon^^cd.
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" Yes—those were indeed days of pleasing pain,"

said Constance ; and she hastily passed her kerchief

across her countenance : for the retrospect had

conjured up certain associations with regard to her

mother, her brother, and her sister.

" Do not weep, my beloved wife," said the

Marquis, drawing his chair closer to that in which

ehe was seated; and taking her hand he pressed it

warmly—while he gazed with tender devotion upon

the countenance over which the shade of sadness

had come. "No happiness can be perfect, Con-

•tance, in this world. There are always some

drawbacks ; and we must accept with gratitude the

amount of felicity which we do experience. Only

conceive how infinitely superior is our condition,

to that of a wedded couple who enjoy not each

other's love, and know not therefore the charms of

Bweetest domesticity I"

"Yes—I am not unmindful of all that," an-

Bwered Constance, thanking her husband with an

affectionate look for the attempt which he thus

made to console and cheer her. " Nevertheless,

you must idmit, Etienne, that it would indicate

hardness of heart if I did not feel the calamities

which have overtaken my family. My mother dis-

graced— her name become a bye-word in the

society which she once adorned—convicted of

having propagated a serious calumny in respect to

Mr. Deveril;—Edmund having made such a shock-

ing match ;—Juliana I know not where—but she,

alas ! disgraced likewise Oh, Etienne ! promise

me, promise me, my beloved husband, that if' ever

you obtain the slightest hint as to where my un-

happy sister has secreted herself, you will tell me

—

that I may fly to her—that I may console her

!

For I am sure that whatever her faults may have

been, you would not debar me from the perform-

ance of such a duty ?"

"No, dearest Constance—not for a moment
would I !" exclaimed the Marquis ; "and you will

not even require my solemn promise that if acci-

dent should render me acquainted with the seclu-

sion to which your imfortunate sister has fled, I

would not lose a moment in revealing it to you."
" A word from your lips, dearest Etienne," re-

sponded Constance, " has ever the sanctity of the

most solemn vow. Yes—I know that you would

not for an instant hesitate to let me see my sister,

if you by any chance obtained tidings concerning

her. But we wUl now talk on other subjects : I

must not be sad and gloomy when in your

society."

" No," rejoined the Marquis ; " because my
happiness depends upon your's. And now, Con-

stance, I have to inform you that at twelve o'clock

I am going somewhere with the Viscount de

Chateauneuf. It is to carry out that experiment

to which I have alluded. 1 shall toll you nothing

more now : have patience, my beloved one, until

my return. You need not fear that I shall be

*ery long absent."

I

But in the meanwhile, let us see what the

I

Viscount de Chateauneuf was doing elsewhere.

This young nobleman was much struck by the

remarks and rcmonBtrancee of his friend VillebcUc

at the time the dijBCOurte was taking place in the

conservatory : but when he awoke in the morning,
the cfl'ect thereof was much dradciicl. We can
not say that it had altogether passed away,—
because Jules de Chateauncul was too intelligent

and likewise possessed of feelings naturally too

good, not to have experienced, even aft«r the

lapse of some hours, the lingering influence of

Villebelle's impressive language. But he was still

as much infatuated as ever with Augusta Chester-

field : her image, which was uppermost in his

mind, was full of a ravishing beauty ; and he said

to himself that such a woman was worth making
any sacrifice for. Nevertheless, he preserved a

certain degree of kindness of manner towards

Stephanie at the breakfast-table j and he studi-

ously avoided taking ofi'ence at anything which

she said. He moreover faithfully kept the pro-

mise which he hatl given to the Marquis of Vilje-

belle, and hinted not a single syllable of the in-

tentions which he harboured in respect to a sepa-

ration. The Viscountess, finding him more gentle

towards her—more lenient—more tolerant—secretly

flattered herself that a favourable change had taken

place within him ; and she lost no opportunity of

lavishing upon him the evidences of her sincere

love. Even during the ordinary routine of the

breakfast-table and the accompanying conversa-

tion, there are a myriad little ways by which a

fond and adoring woman can display her tender-

ness for the beloved one : looks, and words, and

attentions, all may be rendered available for this

purpose. 'And so it was with the Viscountess on

the present occasion ; and more than once Jules d©

Chateauneuf was compelled to admit to himself

that the afiection his wife cherished for him was
deep, tender, and sincere.

It was about half-past ten o'clock when he

issued forth from his mansion to pay the accus-

tomed visit to Augusta ; and he set out thxxs

early, according to the promise made her on the

preceding day. On reaching the little villa, he

found Mrs. Chesterfield expecting his arrival

;

and she welcomed him with the usual amount of

blandishments, caresses, and smiles,—all lavishly

given and rapturously received. Again did he

seek in his own mind to contrast the fervid en-

dearments of Augusta with the more ingenuous

and unsophisticated evidences of his wife's aflFec-

tion : but the comparison he drew was favourable

to the former. He sought to persuade himself

that there was something insipid and mawkishly

sentimental in the love of Stephanie—while the

ardent caresses of his mistress filled his soul with

an almost frenzied passion. It was a complete

infatuation under which he laboured in respect to

Mrs. Chesterfield : it was a devouring, furious,

storm-like whirl of passion through which, by her

blandishments and the gorgeous splendour of her

voluptuous beauty, she had the power to hurry

him.

"Dearest Augusta," he said, in the coxirse of

conversation, " I have a great favour to ask you."
" There is no favour, beloved Jules, that you

can demand at my hands," responded the syren,

" which I am not prepared to grant. Name it.

Is it some new proof of my devoted love which

you require ?"

"No— scarcely that," answered the Viscount.
" I will explain myself in a few words. Yesterday

I met a friend, a certain M. Meurice, who was a

schooll'ellow of mine—a gentleman of wealth and

Islanding; and he dined with me last evening.

Kemoniber, Augusta, he is one of ray oldest «i--

I
quaiutauces ; and we catcrtain a very sincere
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friendship for each otlier. I sought an oppor-

tunity to speak to him dlobe, of old reminiscences

—those school-boy days which it is sometimes so

pleasant to look back upon ; and the discourse, by

a natural transition, turned upon the present cir-

cumstances of each of us. Your image was upper-

most in my mind : I longed to eulogize you to my
Jriend. I could not resist the opportunity: my
heart was so full of love and devotion for you
that it needed a vent for its feelings. Besides, it

is so sweet to confide to the ear of friendship all

that one experiences in respect to so strong a

passion. M. Meurice was rejoiced to hear that I

am so blessed in your love : he is no straight'

laced, sanctimonious individual who would take

the wile's part and chide the faithless husband
In ohort, he entered into all my feelings : for he

likewise has loved passionately and fondly ; and he
could appreciate the gushing enthusiasm with
which I spoke. Now, dearest Augusta, the favour

I ask at your hands, is that you will permit me
to introduce my friend to you presently."

" I cannot," she answered, " have the slightest

objection after the arrangements which were
Bolemnly entered into between us yesterday. Had
not those arrangements been made, I should chide

you, Jules, for the proposal to present any one who
might hereafter meet me with my husband and
make me blush at the recognition. But inasmuch
fts it is agreed that I am to renounce my hus*
band "

" Yes—for my sake," quickly responded the

enamoured Viscount. " In a few days all will be
settled; angl there can consequently be no harm in

your receiving this bosom-friend of mine."
" Assuredly not," rejoined Mrs. Chesterfield.

" Any friend of yoixr's, Jules, will ever be most
welcome to me."

" And you will apparel yourself, dearest," whis-

pered the Viscount, tenderly and coaxingly, " in

your most becoming dress : for though you are

lovely and adorable in any garb, yet would I have
you set off your splendid charms to the utmost
advantage, that you may in every way shine so as

to justify my taste in the eyes of my friend."
" Fear not, Jules," answered Augusta :

" my
appearance will be worthy of your love."

" I must now leave you therefore," added the

Viscount :
" for I have promised to fetch M.

Meurice at mid-day. He is staying at an hotel in

Paris: and by one o'clock at latest we shall bo
with you."

Jules de Chateauneuf embraced his mistress ten-

derly—and issued forth from the villa. In order

to keep his amour hitVerto as secret as possible,

he had never used his own carriage, nor been at-

tended on horseback by any one of his grooms, on
the occasion of his visits to the villa ; and therefore

he was now compelled to take a pubhc vehicle to

proceed to Paris—which however was only about I

a couple or three miles distant. He reached the
{

hotel where the Marquis and Marchioness of Ville-
'

oelle were staying, precisely at mid-day ; and hav- I

ing paid his respects to Constance, he took Jier

husband, who was in readiness, away with him. Ho
could not help noticing that when the Marquis
left his wile—though it was only for a few lioui-s

—he embraced her ; and the spectacle of this con-

nubial bliss caused a pang of remorse to shoot
through the heart of the young Viioount. He

even sighed ; and the sound fell not unnoticed
upon the ear of his friend, who was secretly re«

joiced at this proof that all the better feelings of
the Viscount's soul were not completely deadened
within him.

" You doubtless consider me uxorious to a de-
gree ?" observed the Marquis, as he took his seat

by the side of the Viscount in the hackney-eoach,
which immediately roUed away from the hotel.
" But I assured you last night that I regard my
wife with the tenderest and sincerest affection."

" And may you always be happy in this love of

your's," observed Jules : but afraid that his friend

would seize the opportunity to lecture him on his

conduct in respect to Stephanie, he hastened to

give the conversation a dexterous turn, by observ-

ing, "If I mistake not, you told me last night
that the Marchioness is the daughter of an Eng-
lish peeress named Lady Saxondale ? I was not
struck by the name at the time : but after you
were gone, I bethought myself that it was not
altogether unfamiliar to me. Is there not a noble-
man of that name ?"

" There is," answered Villebelle, in a very serioua

manner. " He is my wife's brother ; and I regret
to say that he has contracted a most foolish alli-

"Ah, I remember!" ejaculated the Viscount.
" The Baroness de Charlemont ! Pardon me for

having touched upon a topic which can be by no
means agreeable "

" There is no need for apology, my dear friend,"

interrupted the Marquis. " It is a circumstance
which I deplore on the part of one so nearly
connected with my beloved wife : but it is not
a topic to be avoided in shame on my own ac-

count."
" Assuredly not," responded Chateauneuf. " How

was it possible that Lord Saxondale could have
made such a match ?"

" Doubtless he became infatuated with that art-

ful and designing woman," responded Villebelle.
" Ah, Jules ! there are women of this kind in the
world—women who insidiously weave their chains
of silk and gold around the too susceptible

heart "

" True ! there are such women," exclaimed the
Viscount, again solicitous to divert the conversation
into another channel : for he more than half-

suspected that Villebelle was applying these re-

marks to hia case in respect to Augusta. " And
are this Lord Saxondale and the Marchioness your
wife, the only children of her ladyship ?"

" No—there is another—an elder sister," replied

Villebelle.

" Is she too married ?" asked the Viscount,

merely for the purpose of keeping the conver-

sation away from topics which were disagreeable

to himself,—although he felt convinced that when
once Villebelle should have seen his Augusta, he
would no longer give utterance to covert inucndoes
relative to artful and dosignuig women.
"No: Juliana Farcfitld—for that is the name

of my wife's sister—is unmarried," returned Ville-

belle. " But, by the bye, liavo you devised some
incognito for me to adopt P"

" Yes. You are to pass as M. Meurice ; and
furthermore, I have given Augusta," continued
Jules, " a most excellent character in rcgp<«ct to

the liberality of your sentiments. I hare assured
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her that in you slie will find no straigUt-lacecl,

demure, sanctimonious individual ;—and therefore,

my dear Villebello, you w-iJl be upon your guard

accordingly."
" Fear not, Jules," rejoined the Marquis, " that

I shall in any way deport myself so as to make
you regret ha>-ing assented to my caprice in pre-

senting me to Mrs. Chesterfield. Whatever opinion

I may form, will be in no way shadowed forth

until you and I are alone together again."

The vehicle rolled onward ; and in due course

stopped at the gate of the grounds in which the

little villa stood. In her sitting-apartment within :

the walls of that villa, Mrs. Chesterfield was

placed in a half-reclining attitude upon the sofa.

She had apparelled herself in her handsomest

morning-dress ; and it was one which admirably
^

became the style of her dark beauty. She liad
j

taken immense pains with her toilet. She knew
that the passion of the Viscount would be sus-

,

tallied and enhanced by any encomia which his

friend might pass upon her beauty ; and she there-

fore had not failed to render herself as captivatbg

as possible. The dress, fitting tight to the bust,

developed its rich contours,— though the high

corsage of a morning-garb concealed them. She

wore her hair in bands ; and a rich natural gloss

rested upon those luxuriant masses. Her very

attitude upon the sofa was studied,—a mirror

opposite showing her that the position she had

thus chosen was well suited to her purpose. When,
therefore, she heard the vehicle stop and the gate-

bell ring, she did not rise from that sofa : nor, as

the sounds of footsteps, approaching the front-

door from the gate, reached her ears, did she so

far gratify her curiosity as to jump up and peep

from the window to see what sort of a person her

lover's friend might be. No: she retamed her

half-reclining position upon the sofa,—one well-

shnped foot resting upon a hassock, and her face

ready to be turned towards the door when it

opened, so that the light from the casement might

fall upon her featui-es and display t)ie aquiline

beauty of her profile. She was resolved to please

the Viscount's friend ; and as this endeavour on the

part of a woman is always attended with more or

less excitement, it brought up a richer carnation

tint to the delicate olive of Augusta's complexion.

Another glance at the mirror was completely satis-

factory; and now footsteps were ascending the

stairs.

The door opened : the Viscount entered first

;

and he began with the proper formula for such

occasions :
—" Permit me to introduce

"

But he was suddenly cut short : for as the Mar-
quis of Villebelle, immediately following, crossed

the threshold, he exclaimed, "Juliana!" — and
then stopped short in utter amazement.

Jules de Chateauneuf started on hearing that

name—the name of the Marchioness of Villebelle's

listiT—the name of one, too, who the Marquis
Litiisolf had during the ride assured him was ur.-

lutrriedl

CHAPTEE CLII.

THE EXPEEIMEHT's EESULT.

Yes : Augusta Chesterfield was none other than

Juliana, Lady Saxondale's elder daughter ! Am
the reader may suppose, she was seized with a
perfect consternation on beholding her brother-in-

law ; and the thought flashed to her mind that in

introducing him to her, it was a premeditated

stratagem on the part of the Viscount to have her

thoroughly unmasked and exposed. And this

supposition was natural enough, inasmuch as Julet

had assured her that the individual about to be

presented bore the name of Meurice. The carna-

tion tint was in a moment heightened into the

deepest red on Juliana's countenance : but not a

syllable—not even the slightest ejaculation— es-

caped her lips: she was stricken dumb by the

erpowering sense of shame, astonishment, con-

fusion, and even rage.
" Juliana !" cried the Viscount de Chateauneuf,

epeating the name which had hurst from the lips

of the Marquis :
" what is the meaning of this ?

Tell me, Villebelle—is it your sister-in-law ?"

Then the Hon. Miss Fare field instantaneously

perceived that it was no trick on her lover's part

—merely some coincidence which she could not

however fathom, nor had leisure to reflect upon.

Starting up from the sofa, she advanced towards

the Viscount,—at the same time flinging a swifl

but significant glance upon Villebelle, as much as

to enjoin him to betray her no farther than he had
already done.

Yes, dearest Jules," she said, taking his hand,

and gazing up into his countenance with all her

power of fondest cajolery ; " my name is indeed

Juliana, and not Augusta : but in no other cir-

cumstances am I changed. The adoption of that

other name was a whim and a caprice But
why do you withdraw your hand ? why do you
look thus coldly upon me ?"

Jules de Chateauneuf, however, made no answer.

An expression of anguish passed over his counte-

nance : and turning abruptly aside, he pressed hi«

hand to his brow, as if to steady his thoughts.

The horrible idea was agitating in liis mind that

he was the victim and the dupe of a designing

woman, and that Villebelle's ominously uttered

words had become justified in their predictive

reality. J'or all in a moment the thought had

occuiTcd to the young Viscount, that if this were

Juliana Farefield—and she unmarried— the child

that she bore in her bosom was the fruit of an

illicit amour : she must therefore be a wanton, and

she had sought the retirement of this villa to

conceal her shame ! If she had been another's

with the sanctified title of a wife, it was nothing

in his estimation : but if she had been another's

without that title, then was she instantaneously

converted into a licentious profligate—a being of

gross impurity

!

" For heaven's sake ruin me not with him P'

were the hastily whispered words which JuUana
breathed aside to the Marquis of Villebelle, the

instant that the Viscount so abruptly turned away
from her.

"Juliana," responded her brother-in-law, but

also speaking in a subdued and rapid manner; " I
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dare not mislead my friend on any account. It

would be the death of his wife !"

"Etieunc, I implore you," murmured Juliana,

ready to siuk with shame and anguish, " save me
from exposure ! Eemember that I always favoured

your suit with my sister
"

' It cuts me to the very soul to harm a hair of

your head—for Constance's sake," rejoine I the

Marquis. " But what am I to do ?"

"Villebelle!" exclaimed the Viscount de Cha-

teauneuf, suddenly turning round at this juncture

and clutching his friend by the arm—for it was

evident that the young nobleman was labouring

under the most painful excitement :
" tell me,

wherefore has your sister-in-law sought this re-

tirement. She is in a way to become a mother

:

has she a husband ? does he hold an Indian ap-

pointment ? Tell me everything, I conjxure you !"

The Marquis of Villebelle's countenance became

flo over-shadowed with gloom, and he looked so

deeply afflicted, that the Viscount de Chateauneuf

fcad no need to have his questions answered in

words. He read the responses on his friend's

features; and they were damnatory of the woman
who imtil within the last few minutes had exer-

iMsed such a fascinating power and spell-like in-

iuence over him.

"Juliana," he said, in a low and profoundly

mournful voice, "I will not reproach you. I

awake from a dream : but it was a dream which

was delightful while it lasted—and I have to thank

jou for so much bliss. Happy is he who enjoys

the fragrance of a flower in the ignorance that its

l»aves may distil poison ! No : I will not reproach

you ! But all is at an end between us
!"

" No, no !" shrieked forth Juliana. " Speak not

these harsh words ! It is a death-blow which you
are dealing ! I love you, Jules ! On my soul I

kive you ! Heavens, he deserts me !"

The Viscount de Chateauneuf rushed precipi-

tately from the room, in so excited a manner that

lie waited not even to speak another word to his

friend Villebelle : nor did he pause upon the stairs

to see whether this nobleman was following him.

Juliana flew to the window : the Viscount was
•peeding towards the gate Oh, for one look

!

—that she might catch his eyes—that she might
passionately wave him back ! But no : he turned

Mot his regards upon her, even for a single moment

!

—the gate opened—he rushed through—it closed

behind him : she beheld him no more !

But let not the reader fancy that Juliana really

loved the Viscount with a true sincerity of passion.

No such thing. She had merely been playing a

deep game, in order to secure to herself a lover

and a fortune,—inasmuch as she was disgraced

beyond the hope of obtaining a husband, and was
moreover dependent in a pecuniary sense upon hor

mother's purse. If she exhibited so much anguish,

it was not altogether feigned : on the contrary, it

was almost entirely genuine,—but not an anguish
on account of a lost love ; it was the anguish of

disappointment and rage at finding all the fabric

of her hopes thus dissipated in a single instant.

Such an anguish as this lasted only so long as

Uiere was the slightest chance of bringing her

rictim back and regaining her empire over ^i'" :

but when the garden-gate shut him out from her
view, and she saw that all was lost, she grew sud-
der ly calm.

" Etienne," she said, turning abruptly round

and flinging her flashing glances at her brother-in-

law, " it is you that have done this !"

" Not intentionally, Juliana '—on my soul, not

intentionally !" he answered, while his looks still

continued to indicate the deepest commiseration

and sorrow. " Listen for a few moments while I

explain
"

" There is nothing to explain," cried Juliana

petulantly: " the mischief is done—you have

ruined me !"

" There must be explanation," said the Marquis,
" because there is accusation. I tell you, Juliana,

that all this has been perfectly unintentional on
my part—and that when I came hither, I had not

the slightest notion of encountering you. I could

not have foreseen it
!"

" But wherefore," demanded Miss Farefield,

"that feigned name of Meurice ?"

" That feigned name of Meurice—I will explain

the incident," responded the Marquis, serious and

mournful alike in his tone and looks. " But be

patient, Juliana—give not way to these impetuous

gestures—these angry looks. The Viscount de

Chateauneuf spoke to me, last night, in enthusi-

astic terms of a lady who had won his heart ; and

after some discourse it was agreed that I should

be presented to her this day. Now, you can well

understand that, holding a high official appoint-

ment—and for the sake of Constance likewise "

" Oh, I comprehend !" interrupted Juliana with

bitterness :
" you did not choose to come under

your own name to pay a visit to a kept mistress

!

Well," she continued, in a somewhat milder man-
ner, " it is at all events satisfactory to know that

this was not a vile trick nor a detestable stratagem,

planned for my esposui'c."

" No !" ejaculated Villebelle :
" I would not

for the world aggravate whatsoever sorrows and

afflictions you may have already endured! But
wherefore have you kept your dwelling a secret

from Constance ? You must have known she was
in Paris : you must have known likewise that she

loves you—that she has yearned after you "

" Etienne," interrupted Juliana vehemently, " is

it not but too evident that my pathway and that

of my sister lie in different directions on the broad

arena of the world ? Tou must not think that I

am altogether so changed—so altered so de-

graded," she added, her voice suddenly sinking as

she spoke the word ; and the word itself being

spoken with a painful effort,
—" as to be indifferent

to wh^t may be thought of me, or to be enabled to

look those who know and love me, in the face

without a blush. Etienne, I am unhappy : my
fortunes too are desperate. You know what has

happened in England : Constance likewise knows

it :—and could you think I should voluntarily seek

you out ? No : I should only be bringing disgrace

upon my sister ; and I am not Xt&d enough to do

that. Being compelled to renoimce the idea of

obtaining a husband But no matter ! Let this

interview end. Leave me !"

" But you will see Constance ?" urged the Mar-
quis. " It was only a few hours back that she

was speaking of you with tears in her eyes; and

she made me promise that if by any accident I

should discover the place of your abode
"

" Then lot Constance come to me this evening,"

said Juliana. " A few hours must elapse befuw
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we meet, that I may have leisure to compose my
troubled thoughts. Do not let her come until the

evening. And now leave me, Etienne."
" I go, Juliana," said the Marquis : but still

lingering, he added in a hesitating manner, as if

fearful of offending one whose temper was naturally

vehement, and now particularly ruffled,
—" la there

nothing I can do for you ? Tell me, Juliana—my
purse is at your service

"

" Thank you—I have sufficient means for the

present. My mother supplies me with funds.

Ah! Etienne," she added bitterly, "with what a
family have you connected yourself !—my mother's

reputation itself damaged—my brother married to

a murderess—myself "

" Juliana, give not way to these reflections—at

least not in such a spirit," interrupted the Mar-
quis, deeply pained. " It is not impossible for

you to experience happiness in this world. In

some agreeable seclusion, and under a feigned

name '

'

"Enough, Leave me to chalk out my own
career— to follow my own destinies ! And now go,

Etienne : I must be alone."

ViUebelle extended his hand, which Juliana

took for a moment ; and as she turned abruptly

»way, he slowly quitted the room. On issuing

lorth from the villa, he found the hackney-coach

etill waiting in the road.
" Where is the gentleman who accompanied me ?"

he asked of the driver.

" Gone, sir," was the response. " He came out

and rushed away like one demented."

ViUebelle reflected for a few moments. He
thought to himself that Jules de Chateauneuf, in

a thoroughly altered state of mind, must have sped

homeward to make his peace fully with his ami-

able and loving wife : but he longed to proceed to

the mansion to assure himself that such was the

fact. On the other hand, he was anxious to in-

form Constance that he had discovered the abode

of her sister, whom she was to see in the evening :

but then he reasoned that as some hours must
yet elapse ere this interview could take place,

Constance in the meantime would be full of anxiety

and suspense, and would be asking him a thousand
questions, to which he might not be able to give

very satisfactory replies : for he was resolved to

screen Juliana's most recent faults and frailties—

those in respect to Chateauneuf—as much as pos-

sible from the Marchioness. He therefore came
to the conclusion that it would be better to remain
some little time absent from the hotel ; and in the

interval he could visit the chateau. He accordingly

entered the hackney-coach, and ordered the driver

i

to take him to the Viscount's mansion.

I

In a short time the Marquis of Villobclle

i
alighted at that palatial residence ; and, on inquir-

I
ing of the hall-porter for the Viscount, was in-

I

formed that ho was in the drawing-room with the

i Viscountess. Villebellc's heart warmed at this in-

telligence, which served to confirm his previously

conceived hope that the husband would now do
his duty towards the tender and affectionate

Stephanie. He ascended to the apartment, to

j

which a handsomely-flressed lacquey led the way

;

and the instant the door was tlirown open, he ob-

I

served the Viscount and Viscountess seated to-

getlier ujwn the sofa. The glance that Jules im

mingled gratitude and firmly-taken resolve,

—

gratitude for the part which the Marquis of Ville-

belle had so generously borne in the transaction,
and a resolve that thenceforth he would profit by
recent experiences. As a matfcr of course, ViUe-
belle assumed the air of one who was merely pay-
ing an ordinary visit, and came for no special pur-
pose ; because he naturally concluded that the
Viscount had not explained to his wife a single de-
tail of the circumstances which had thus induced
him to seek her presence at a time when he was
wont to be absent from her. The Marquis saw
that Stephanie was completely happy ; and during
half-an-hour's conversation, he likewise perceived
that the Viscount treated her with a kindness
which was truly affi'ctionate, without being so

overstrained as to excite her suspicion that it was
the result of no ordinary occurrences. When
ViUebelle rose to take his departure, Jules de
Chateauneuf accompanied him from the room ; and
leading him into another, embraced him with the
most grateful warmth.

" Through you, VillebeUe," exclaimed Jules, " I
have been wakened from the most delusive of
dreams. Your's indeed is the hand which has
snatched me back from the brink of a precipice

!

—you have saved me from consummating towards
my wife an outrage which I should full soon have
been compelled bitterly to repent. Ah ! when I

ere now broke away from the presence of that
guileful syren, it was with a sudden springing up
of the tenderest yearning towards Stephanie. All
her good qualities seemed to crowd in upon my
convictions in a moment : they blazed as it were
upon my mental view—they made me comprehend
what a treasure I possessed in her, and how in-

famously I had been about to sacrifice her !"

" My dear friend," answered ViUebelle, " you
know not the pleasure it affords me iu hearing you
thus speak. Ah ! Jules, it would have indeed been
something to be deeply deplored, if a noble heart
such as your's naturally is, had been ruined by an
infatuation."

" I am an altered man," replied the Count :
" a

veil has faUen from my eyes—and in the same mo-
ment that the character of one woman was exposed
in its darkness, that of another was revealed in its

brightness. Yes—I am an altered man ; and per-

haps it is fortunate that all this should have taken
place. Hitherto I had not loved Steplianie—now
I feel that I can adore her : hitherto her demon-
strations of tenderness had appeared to me insipid

and of school-girl raawkishness—henceforth they
wiU constitute the greatest cliarms of my existence.

Oh ! I feel, my dear friend, that there arc moments
in a man's life when it requires some startling in-

cident to arouse him into a due appreciation of
what is good, and what is virtuous, and what is

beautiful,—at the same time that he is snatched
from the midst of delusions, falsities, and artilici-

alities. To you am I indebteil for all that has
occurred ; and rest assured, Viliebclie, that when-
soever you set foot within tliese walls, you will

henceforth be enabled to ci>ntoinpliitc a scene of

connubial bliss as perfect as that which you yourself

•njo_v."

The two noblemen were melted to tears : they

grasped each other's hands — Jules with the fervour

f gratitude, Iillicnnc in tlic warmth of congratu.

mediately llung upon him, was expressive of latiou: and thus for the present did they separalo.
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TheMarquia of Villebelle, re-entering the hackney-

coach, was driven back to Paris ; and on ascondLng

to his apartments in the hotel, he found Constance

awaiting his return. She was employing her

leisure in finishing the portrait of Stephanie ; and

her husband, immediately perceiving in what work

«he had been engaged, as she threw down her

pencil on his appearance, embraced her,—saying,

" When that portrait is finished, Constance, you

shall send it to my friend Jules, who will appre-

ciate it as that of a wife whom he has at last been

brought to understand and to love."

" When your experiment has succeeded, Eticnne I"

exclaimed the dehghted young lady ;
" and I am

rejoiced on Stephanie's account—yes, and on that

of her husband likewise. But sit down, and give

me the promised explanations."

" A few words will suffice," responded the Mar-

quis. " Last evening, Jules made certain con-

fessions to me, by which I found that he had

become infatuated by the syren charms of another.

From all that he said, I felt convinced he was in

the power of a designing woman ; and you will

not be angry with me, Constance, when I state

that in order to save my friend, I was resolved

to see this female—inasmuch as I knew that I

could judge of her without the bias which sat like

a spell on the mind of the Viscount. It was

arranged that he should introduce me to her to-

day. It has been done; and the result is the

complete severance of the two—the breaking off

of a connexion which so nearly proved fatal to his

happiness—and the opening of his eyes to the

full understanding of his wife's affectionate dis-

position. You are not angry, dearest Con-

Bt&nce——

"

" Angry, Etienne !" she exclaimed eagerly and
half reproachfully :

" how can I be angry with

you? You have acted as a friend to a friend;

and by th'is do I signify my approval :"—at the

same time imprinting a kiss upon his cheek.

" And now, dearest Constance," said the Mar-
quis, " I have to speak to you on a matter alto-

gether different—and—and—totally unconnected

with the other topic. You remember the solemn

promise——"
" Juliana !" exclaimed Constance : " you have

met her ?"

" Accident has revealed to me her abode •"

" And you have seen her ?" cried the younger

j
Bister vehemently.

I

" Yes—I have seen her—and I have promised

I that you also shall see her."

"At once!" cried the Marchioness, starting

I
up from her seat by her husband's side : " let me

j

hasten at once to embrace Juliana !"

!
" Calm yourself," said the Marquis :

" it is not

, until the evening that you are to call upon her."

" And why not ? wherefore this delay ?" ex-

daimed Constance, cruelly disappointed.

"It is her wish. She was overpowered at the

thought of meeting you again, under altered cir-

cnmstances^—

"

" And tell me, Etienne—is she happy ? But
no—she cannot be—it is impossible Alas, my
poor sister

!"

Constance burst into tears; and Villebelle did

all he could to console her. He had choaded lest

1 it should strike her that Juliana was the syren of

i

whom he had spoken as the beguiler of Jules de

I

Chateauneuf ; and he was happy to perceive that

las wife entertained not this suspicion. No : for

Constance would have thought, if the idea had
struck her at all, that her husband could scarcely

have been so guarded ; and that by some look or

word, he would have betrayed the fact of that

identity. Her impression therefore was that it

was a mere coincidence, his having fallen in with

Juliana at the same time he was bent on hia

generous purpose on behalf of Chateauneuf.

It was about six o'clock in the evening that

the Marquis and Marchioness proceeded in a car-

riage to the village of Auteuil. It was not ViUe-

belle's intention to accompany Constance into

Juliana's presence : he thought that the two
sisters would rather be alone at such an inter-

view. He therefore intimated to his wife that ho
purposed to remain for her in the carriage,—at the

same time giving her to understand that she need

not abridge her visit to Juliana on that account.

The vehicle stopped at the gate of the villa:

the bell was rimg—and Madame Durand herself

came forth. She had evidently received her in-

structions from Juliana : for in answer to the

inquiry of the Marquis, she immediately said,

" The lady is gone : she departed two or three

hours back."
" Gone !" ejaculated Constance, in a tone of

anguish. " But she has left some letter—some

Yes—tills letter," answered Madame Durand,
presenting a sealed note at the same time.

Constance tore it open ; and by the light of the

lamp at the gateway, she read the following

" Do not be angry with me, dearest sister, that I havo
resolved not to meet vou at present. The eireumatancoo

under which we should thus encounter each other, would

be too painful for me. Mistrust not however the lov«

that I bear for you :—and may you be happy ! I go
into some other seclusion, afar from Paris—and whence
in a short time I will write to you. By the date at

which you will reach Naples—as I see by the news,

papers when you are likely to be there^you shall find

a letter awaiting you. Farewell, dearest sister ; and
remember me kindly to the Marquis.

«' JULIANA."

It was with sad and mournful feelings that Con-

stance accompanied her husband back to the hotel

at I'aris : but probably his impression was that

under all circumstances it was bettor Juliana should

have adopted such a course.

CHAPTER CLIIL

THE PURSUEE AND TUB F0GITIVB8.

Tbrbb weeks had now elapsed since the liberation

of Lord Saxondalo from Dr. Ferncy's house in

Conduit Street, Hanover Stjuaro. The physician,

on discovering the (light of the young nobleman at

an early hour on the ensuing morning, had 8pe<l

off to Saxondalo House to acquaint her ladyship

with the circumstance, and to assure her that he

himself was perfectly innocent of any connivanca

in the matter. Ludy Saxond.^lc was at first stup'-

fied : for she saw at a glance what an immenM
advantage the incident would give her daughtojr>



in-law Adelaide, in case Edmund should return to

Ms wife and in all things make common cause

with her. Her ladyship did not reproach Dr.

Ferney : she knew his character too well not to be

at once convinced that he gave her the right .ver-

sion of Edmund's escape,—the evidence, being that

it was eflFected by some person or persons entering

the house in the night. But even without such

evidence, Lady Saxondale was well aware that the

physician would not deceive her—and that if even
altering his mind, and refusing any longer to keep
Edmund a prisoner, he would deal candidly with
her.

That the Count de St. Gerard had by some
means succeeded in tracing out the place to which
Edmund was removed, and that through this

young nobleman's intervention her son had been
rescued from confinement. Lady Saxondale did not

doubt. But little it mattered by whom or by
what means the release was effected, since the

mischief was done ; and Lady Saxondale was not

the woman to lose valuable time in speculations

on that point, nor in vain regrets when some
positive mode of action was required. For if the

j

reader will bear in mind Uiose explanations which
I were given at the time when Lady Saxondale and
I

her daughter-in-law were first brought together,

I

it will speedily become evident that thff lact of

Edmund being at liberty, materially altered all her
ladyship's plans, and placed her in a more perilous

position than ever. She could not now institute a

euit m the Ecclesiastical Courts for the annulment
of her son's marriage with the Baroness de Char-
lemont,—inasmuch as by obtaining from the

guardians a written guarantee to allow Adelaide

two thousand a-year, and by assigning to her the

castle in Lincolnshire as her abiding-place, a vir-

tual recognition of that alliance had been given.

What, therefore, was Lady Saxondale's position ?

Just this :—that in about a year and a half Ed-
mund would come of age—she would be reduced to

a mere cypher, having no farther control over the

immense revenues of the house of Saxondale

—

having no right even, unless with his permission,

to set foot across the thi-eshold of either the man-
sion in Park Lane or the Lincolnshire country-

seat—reduced to a jointure of some three thousand
a-year—and what would be worse than all, com-
pelled to behold her daughter-in-law Adelaide,

whom she hated, occupying tlic higli place which
she hcrsell" had so long enjoyed ! This was the

position to which Lady Saxondale would find her-

self reduced,—unless by fresh machinations she

could contrive to get her son Edmund completely

into her power, and obtain the fullest and com-
pletest iniluence over him.

All these matters were duly weighed and con-

sidered by Lady Saxondale immediately on receiv-

ing the inteUigence of her son's escape : or rather,

we should say, so soon afterwards as she could

compose herself for such serious and painful medi-
tation. But it was not very long ere her lady'<liip

became sulficieutly tranquillized to envisage her

position calmly; and her resolves were speedily

taken.

She sent at once for Lord Harold Staunton,

and addressed him in the following manner :

—

" Edmund has escaped : it i« of the utmost con-

sequence that he should be again got into nij-

power. For this purpose I am about to leave

London. Do you on your part lose no time bx
getting that woman Madge Somers away from
Deveril's house. You and I, Harold, have now
each to play a part upon which much depends

;

you must not sleep over your work, as I assui-edly

shall not be cauglit slumbering at mine. My be-

lief is that Edmund has gone to rejoin his wife,

who is in Lincolnshire. Thither shall I proceed
under circumstances of becoming caution : but if

it be necessary, I will write to you. At all events

lose no time in carrying out tliat which you have
undertaken to perlorm ; and if it should transpire

that Edmund has remained in London, and acci-

dent should throw him in your way, do your best

to renew all your former intimacy with him

—

worm yourself into his confidence—make yourself

necessary to him,—you know how to do it,—and
tlicn we shall determine what future measures to

j

adopt."
I

Lord Harold Staunton,—who was once again
entirely enmeslied in the trammels which his own
self-interest as well as his passion for Lady Saxon-
dale wove around him,—promised full compliance
with her injunctions ; and assured her that so soon
as his arrangements could be accomplished, he
would make the attempt to got Madge Somers
away from Deverirs house. Lady Saxondale then
set off privately into Lincolnshire,—travelling by
a post-chaise without any attendants, and under an
assumed name. On her arrival in the county
where the castle was situated, she would not go to

Gainsborough, as she was too well known there >

and she calculated that if Edmund had really re-

joined his wife at the castle, they would both be
upon the alert and would not fail to take measures
for obtaining prompt information in case new dan-
gers should threaten. Therefore Lady Saxondale
went to Lincoln

J
and thence she despatched a

person to make inquiries privately and cautiously

in the neighbourhood of the castle to ascertain

whether Edmund and Adelaide were resident

there. The emissary returned to Lincoln, with
the intelligence that Lord Saxondale had been to

the castle—that he onl3' stayed there an hour or

two—and then departed with his wife. They
were attended only by Adelaide's own maid ; and
no one at the castle knew whither they had gone.

Lady Saxondale was much annoyed at those

tidings: for she had no great dillicully in fathom-
ing the plans of her son and lier daugliter-in-law

—

and she knew that however silly and thoughtless he
might be, his wife was an astute and cunning
creature, who would give him the best counsel and
adopt the most fitting measures to enable hira to

bailie any fresh designs against his liberty.

" J)oubtles8," said Lady Saxondale to herself.

"vhcy will toek some profound seclusion, where
they hoj/c to remain undiscovered and unmolested

untd Kdnumd shall be of age and then become his

own master. Perhaps they nniy go upon tiie Con-
tinent.^ -and that will render matters all the more
ilillleult for me to disentangle. Hut 1 am not lo

be beaten: and now the first thing to be doue, is

to ^I't if possible upon the track which fhi>v took

when so stealthily and hurriedly having the

CHstle."

As they were no longer at the e:istclli»tcd man-
sion, there was nothing to prcveut l-ady Saxondale

hersi'lf I'mra i)r<>eee(liiig thither; and aceordinglj

the domestics were much astonished when »lio sud-
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denly arrived in a post-chaise, unattended and
alone. It was not however Lady Saxondale's pur-

pose to tarry for any length of time at the castle

:

she immediately instituted inquiries amongst the

servants in respect to the mode of Lord Saxon

-

dale's departure with his wife. . She learnt that it

was about one in the afternoon, three days pre-

viously, that he had arrived tliere in a post-chaise,

which was immediately dismissofl—that having
been cloaoted for about an hour with Adelaide, he

had given instructions for the carriage to be got in

readiness—and that the equipage had borne him,

his wife, and the maid, to Gainsborough, whence it

had been sent back from the hotel at which they

had halted in that town.

Armed with this information, to Gainsborough
did Lady Saxondale forthwith repair; and con-

tinuing her inquiries, she ascertained that the

fugitives had departed in a post-chaise for Ches-
te-rfield. Once upon the track, Lady Saxondale

was determined not to abandon it ; and she accord-

ingly continued her travels. For several days did

she thus journey, tracing the fugitives from Ches-
ter to Derby—from Derby to Shrewsbury—from
Shrewsbury into Montgomeryshire : and there the

trail was lost. Notwithstanding the minuteness
and the unwearied perseverance with which her

inquiries were followed up, she was thrown com-
pletely off the scent. But inasmuch as she had
reached a point where the clue suddenly ceased,

she came to the conclusion that those whom she

sought were not very far distant. Perhaps they had
settled somewhere in that p»rt of "Wales ? At all

events, she ceased to fear that they had gone abroa4:

for if such had been their intention, they would
not have come in a direction diametrically opposite

to the sea-ports whence the Continent was to be
attained—unless indeed, fearing pursuit, they had
thus come out of their way to throw the pursuers

completely out. But despite the probability of

such a proceeding, especially as Edmund was now
advised by one so shrewd and cunning as Adelaide,

—Lady Saxondale clung to the belief that they
had located themselves somewhere in Wales.

Altogether three weeks had elapsed since the

escape of the young nobleman from Dr. Ferney's
house : and it was the commencement of the dark
gloomy month of December. "Wearied with her
fruitless inquiries—well nigh worn out and ex-

hausted by her travels and wanderings— Lady
Saxondale resolved to return to London. The
erratic life which for these three weeks she led,

had only enabled her to write once to Lord Ilarold,

and to receive one letter in reply. This letter in-

formed her that he had not as yet found an op-

portunity of carrying into execution his scheme
with regard to Madge Somcrs ; for that William
Dcvcril was almost always at the villa, and it was
next to impossible to attempt anything while lie

was there to protect the invalid. Harold however
assured Lady Saxondale that he had spies con-

stantly watching the house—that he himself had
taken a lotlging in the neighbourhood, so as to bo
on the alert at any moment when an opportunity
for action should present itself—and, that an old

gardener employed on Doveril's premises, was
secretly in his pay and would give whatsoever in-

formation was requisite. In respect to Madgi-
Somcrs herself, Lord Harold's letter informed
Lady Saxondale that the woman had expericneetl

a relapse—that she had been again at death's door

—that she was but slowly recovering —that tba

laoulty of speech was still absent-and that she

liad not strength sufficient to renew her former

endeavours to write anything upon a slate. Thiia

no positivQ injury had been sustained by Lady
Saxondale's interests on apcouot of this delay in

getting the woinau surreptitiously spirited off from
Deveril's villa.

The receipt of this letter, while she was yet in

Montgomeryshire, put an end to her ladyship's

suspense as to what might be doing in London
;

and thinking it just possible that some fresh iiv

telKgence might have been received at the castle

of her son's movements with his wife and the

maid, she resolved to take Lincolnshire on her waj
back to London.

But in the meanwhile, what had Edmund and
Adelaide been really doing ? The reader has seen

that immediately on his arrival at Saxondale Castle

after his escape from the physician's house in Lon-
don, he had held a consultation with his wife ; and,

as Lady Saxondale had foreseen, Adelaide coun-

selled him to go into some strict retirement until

he should come of age. "While the horrors of in-

carceration were still fresh in Edmund's mind, he
needed no large amount of persuasion to induce

liim to «idopt this course. Adelaide was n©t

anxious to return to France : Edmund disliked

travelling on the Continent ; and therefore it waa
resolved to settle themselves in "Wales. They
travelled post, until they reached a certain town
in Montgomeryshire, where they dismissed the

chaise. At the same time they removed to another

hotel in this same town—adopted another name
than the fictitious one which they had borne on
their arrival—and from this second hotel they pro-

ceeded by a public conveyance to another town.

Thus was it that they successfully broke off the

clue which, until that point. Lady Saxondale had
skilfully followed up.

They settled in a small but comfortable house in

the neighbourhood of that town at which they

definitively halted ; and for the first fortnight the

change of scene, although it was the drear winter

season, was sufficient to amuse Edmund's mind

—

especially as his wife lavished upon him all those

blandishing cajoleries which she was so well

enabled to exercise, and which she used for the

purpose of rivetting the chains which her beauty

had from the very first cast around him. But at

the expiration of that fortnight Edmund was sud-

denly seized yith a deep disgust for the monotony
of the life he was leading. A capricious change

of this kind was quite consistent with his shallow

intellect and frivolous ideas. He could not bear

living under the plain name of Mr. Jones—being
no longer " my-lorded " — liaviug no servants to

wait deferentially upon him—forced by the cir-

cumstances of the place to drink wines and par-

take of fare which were sorr^' enough for one

accustomed to have his appetite pampered —
no carriage nor horses— and tie scuory no!

merely wearing the iispect of sameness, but like-

wise a bleak wintry dreariness, around him. Even
the very local circulating library it^lf was defi-

cient in attractions for one of his capacity : and
the only source of cheering thoughts was to be

found in the blandishments of his wife. But even

in respect t» her, certain cold shuddering alarmd
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would again steal upon him—the same as those he

had experienced when they were at Saxondale

House ; and as his mind became more and more
desponding, those vague apprehensions grew more
potent. Thus, by the time two short weeks had

elapsed, Edmund felt that he could endure this

monotony of existence no longer. It had already

become insupportable.

Adelaide, who watched him constantly, failed

not to comprehend what was passing within him

;

and she saw that it would be useless for her to

endeavour to keep him in that seclusion any longer.

Another consultation was accordingly held ; and

Edmund vowed that he would dare all dangers and
go up to London. Adelaide suggested that it would
perhaps be more prudent to return to the castle.

There they could not possibly be taken by surprise,

if a good look-out were kept : the domestics of the

household were numerous—and the emissaries of a

mad-doctor, instead of accomplishing their purpose,

might be plunged for their pains into the Trent.

Besides, Edmund might find amongst the gentry

around some little society : for Adelaide thought

that, in the country, persons would be less particu-

lar than in London, and that the zeal with which
English people pay homage to a lord would induce

them to turn a deaf ear to any flying rumours which
might be in circulation with regard to the said

lord's wife. Moreover, now that the first impres-

sions of alarm in respect to the mad-house had
passed away, neither Edmund nor Adelaide much
fancied that Lady Saxondale would revert to the

same proceeding. At all events, they could be

upon their guard, as before said ; and one of the

first steps to be taken on their return to the castle,

might be to write a letter to her ladyship, advising

her for her own sake to abstain from hostilities in

future, unless she wished an open warfare to arise

and certain unpleasant revelations to be made in

respect to herself.

Under all these circumstances therefore, the

result of the consultation was a resolve to retrace

their way to Saxondale Castle. They set out

—

they travelled by easy stages—and it was on a

dark December evening that they once more crossed

the threshold of the castellated mansion. When
Edmund again found himself seated in the spacious,

handsomely furnished, and well lighted dining-

room—at a board served with a succulent repast,

and the choicest wines sparkling upon the table

—

he felt as blithe and happy as a school-boy on his

first day at home for the holidays. Nor was
Adelaide herself sorry to be once more in that

palatial residence—with troops of servants at her

command—equipages ready at her bidding—and
the treatment she experienced being that of a lady

of title.

On the second day after their return—and at

about eleven in the forenoon—as Edmund and
Adelaide were deliberating together how they
should while away the time till dinner, a post-chaise

rolled up to the gate of the castle. In a few
minutes one of the domestics who had received

special instructions to be on the look out, hui-riod

up to the room where Edmund and his wife were
seated. The man rushed in somewhat uncere-

moniously, to announce that Lady Saxondale had
juflt arrived.

" I will not see her !" exclaimed Edmund, start-

ing to his feet from the sofa on which he was
loimging by Adelaide's side.

"Is her ladyship alone?" inquired his wife:

and on receiving an answer in the affirmative, she

said in a hurried whisper to her husband, " Yes,

let us see her. Perhaps she comes to propose

some terms ? At all events if she be alone, she is

harmless."

"Well then, we ^vill see her," cried Edmund
aloud : and the domestic hastened away.

In a few minutes the door was thrown open

;

and Lady Saxondale made her appearance. She

looked somewhat pale and haggard from excite-

ment of mind and body—but yet not so much
altered nor worn as most other women under such

circumstances would have been : for she was of

gi-eat physical capacity of endurance, as well at

of being endowed with strong mental power. She

entered with a composed but severe look; and

Adelaide, who was deeply skilled in reading the

human heart through the medium of the counte-

nance, at once saw that she had some sternly

settled purpose in view. Edmund was not en-

abled thus deeply to fathom the state of his

mother's mind ; and be surveyed her with an air

of mingled mockery and supercilious contempt.

Slowly and deliberately she put off her bonnet and

shawl, and took a seat. More than a minute

thus elapsed from the moment she entered the

room—and not a word was spoken by either one

of the three.

" I have been seeking you both," at length said

Lady Saxondale, in a voice that was coldly cabn

and as severe as her looks ;
" and it was only at

an early hour this morning I learnt that you had

returned two days ago to the castle."

"Well, mother," ejaculated Edmund, with a

tone and manner which under any other circum-

stances might be described as flippantly insolent,

but which was really nothing more than what

such a parent deserved, and indeed might expect

on the part of such a son,
—" what business is it

of your's when we come or when we go ? Now,
I just tell you my mind. Your conduct towards

me has been shameful ; and if I were to lock you

up for the next six months on bread and water,

in one of the tapestry-chambers, or even in the

chapel itself, I should be only serving you riglit.

However, you had better take care what tricks

you play me in future : for I vow and protest

that I will pay you ofi' in a coin you won't like
!"

" Cease this impertinence," said Lady Saxon-

dale, in a peremptory tone.

" But you, madam," exclaimed Adelaide, now
firing up, " must fully comprehend that you are

not permitted to give yourself these airs in our

presence."
" And you, madam, understand," returned Lady

Saxondale, drawing herself up with the haughtiest

dignity, " that you are both of you only in this

castle by sufferance—^hat for the present it is

mine, or at least under my control—and that the

domestics will obey whatsoever order I choose to

give them."
" Tliere may be two words to that !" exclaimed

Edmund. " If you Uke to try it on, mother, wo
will just ring the bell ; and when I order the fu-st

footman who comes, to turn you out, wo will sec

vk«thcr I ani obeyed or not."

" I was fully prepared for some such insolence a^
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Vna from you, young viper tliat you are !" ex-

elaimed Lady Saxondale, for an instant losing the

•ommand of hor temper.
" Vippr— ell ?" ecliopd Edmund. " If you want

to sec who can best call each other liard names, I

don't mind giving you a specimen of my ability, by

telling you that you are nothing better than a

demirep ; and you might as well take yourself off

to William Deveril or Lord Harold—and perhaps

a dozen otliers, for anything I know."

Lady Saxondale's countenance became scarlet

—

and her lips moved as if she were about to give

vent tosoiue strong ejaculation: but catching back,

as it were, the word ere uttered—and at the same

time exerting the strongest power of contrcjl over

her feelings, she said, " I have but a very few

words to say : you will both do well to listen ; and

perhaps the communication I purpose to make,

will convince you that I am not to be insulted

with impunity. JSTow let us bandy not these idle

taunts. I can assure you that the syllables I am
about to utter, are fraught with more importance

than you may possibly imagine."

"We are all attention," said Adelaide, glancing

with rapid significancy at Edmund, as much as to

make him understand that it were better to allow

his mother to have her say.

" Yos," continued Lady Saxondale :
" matters

have come to such a point that I am resolved to

fciiing them to a settlement in one way or another,

\wthout an hour's delay. You two, no doubt, hug
the belief that in a short time—in less than a year

and a half from the present date—I shall suddenly

become altogether powerless ; that I shaU sink into

m mere cypher, and ye will be dominant ! Now,
that is a position which I am not at all prepared

to accept ; and sooner than look forward to such

ignominy, I would bring the whole fabric of gran-

deur, wealth, and titles, crashing and crumbling in

ruins upon the heads of us all."

Edmund gave a supercilious toss of his head :

but Adelaide, laying her hand on his knee, said,

" Hush !"—for she saw plainly enough that Lady
Saxondale was speaking with too solemn a serious-

ness, and likewise with too much cold desperation

in her resolve, not to have the inward conscious-

ness of being enabled to perform that which she

thi-eatened. Lord Saxondale accordingly held his

peace ; and his mother went on in the following

manner :

—

" There is a secret which my soul has hitherto

treasured up as a criminal would hold fast the tale

of his guilt ! It is a secret which "

At this moment the sounds of numerous voices

talking beneath the windows, reached the ears of

the three persons in the apartment where this

scene was taking place ; and so loud—with so

much apparent excitement too were those voices

discoursing—that Edmund started up, exclaiming,
" What is that ?"

Going to the window, he looked forth—and
beheld a number of the rervants, male and female,

gathered beneath the easement ; and in the midst

of them was a man in the dress of a peasant, dis-

playing some kind of garment which he held up,

so that it floated out at full length.

"What on earth can lliis mean?" ejaculated

Edmund, who, in his silly curiosity, had for the

moment lost sight of the very grave and serious

manner in which his mother had just been speaking.

" Koturn to your seat, dear Edmund," said Ade-
laide: "never mind wliatis taking place else tvhere."

" But here is something very odd going on !**

he exclaimed. " The servants all gathered to-

gether—a labouring man amongst them What
the deuce is it ? He is holding up a woman's
gown, I declare! Ah, what is it they say?
' Found in the river ?' "

Lady Saxondale now hurried to the window, as

if she had more curiosity than her daughter-in-

law Adelaide, who only proceeded thither more
leisurely— doubtless thiiJcing that whatsoever

might be going on was of very trivial importance

indeed. Lady Saxondale had scarcely flung forth

a glance from that casement, when she turned

abruptly round, saying, " Something extraordinary

has occurred : I must see what it is."

" And I will go too," cried Edmund, following

close beliind Lady Saxondale as she hurried forth

fi-om the room.
Adelaide remained behind, ashamed at the idea

of displaying what she conceived to be a childish

curiosity, and wondering that Lady Saxondale

could possibly do so. Her ladyship was hurrying

—indeed rushing most swiftly down the stairs,^

when she caught the sounds of Edmund's footsteps

behind her. All in an instant she stopped short

and seizing the young nobleman by the arm with a

convulsive violence of touch, she looked at him
with a deadly pallor of countenance,—and said ia

a low hoarse whisper, " Edmund, if you recognise

anything, I charge you to remain silent ! Speak

not a word—betray not the fact by a look—treat

it with seeming indifference ; and I swear to you
that, as a recompense, I will do all that you wish

— all that you ask ! I will attempt to coerce you
no more !"

Edmund gazed upon his mother with a sort of

stupid astonishment : he really and truly thought

for a moment she was suddenly going mad. The
pallor of her countenance was absolutely ghastly :

her eyes had a fixed and sinister stare : her ashy

lips were quivering : she seemed as if she trem-

bled all over with a glacial chill. In this fearful

aspect which she wore, there was something too

terribly real—too awfully genuine—not to smite

him with the conviction that so far from being

mad, she was keenly and poignantly intelligent to

the imminence of some dreadful danger : and
catching the infection of her own dire alarm

—

losing for the moment, in the bewilderment of his

senses, the full meaning of the words which she

had just addressed to him—he said, " Good Grod !

mother, what is it ?"

" Be calm, Edmund—be calm—be composed !"

was the quick response she gave in a deep hollow

voice, while her lingers closed rigidly upon his

arm, as if that arm were grasped with claws of

iron. " Be calm, I say ! Not a word to Adelaide I

—not a word, I conjure you ! Listen, Edmund

—

dear Edmund ! do me this service—and I vnJl

never molest you more. Pray, pray forgive me
for the past And now come—let us gcT down
together. You will recognise something — for

God's sake appear not to recognise it!"

Lord Saxondale could not give utterance to •

syllable : ho was stUl half bewildered and half

astounded by this av\-ful chiuige which had sud-

denly come over her ladyship, and by thoso word*

to which she had £;iven such rapid osd exnited
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utterance, though in so hollow and subdued a tone.

He proceeded down the stairs mechanically :—at

tie bottom she caught him by the arm again, and

«aid hurriedly, " Adelaide is coming ! Not a word !

Bemcmber my promise ! I swear to fulfil it
!"

Edmund's wife, on a second thought, had con-

ceived that there must be something more in all

this than she had at first imagined ; and she ac-

cordingly decided upon following her husband and
mother-in-law down the stairs. The sounds of her

footsteps had thus reached Lady Saxondale's cars,

and made her breathe this last adjuration, full of

vehement entreaty, though low in utterance, in the

ear of her son. Almost immediately afterwards

they were overtaken by Adelaide, who exclaimed,
•' Wherefore all this excitement ?"

" We do not know—we are going to see,"

responded Lady Saxondale, without turning her

Lead round towards Adelaide, but now speaking in

her natural voice once more.

"Yes, we are going to see," added Edmund,
still so much bewildered as scarcely to know what
he did say.

The three traversed the great hall, and emerged
forth from the front-door which was standing open.

A little way on the right of the entrance-steps,

stood the group of domestics, male and female,

with the peasant in the midst; and this last-

mentioned individual was displaying the long gar-

ment, which indeed was nothing more nor less than

a lady's gown. But that dtess Ah ! it was in-

stancously recognised by Lord Saxondale, stained.

Boiled, and dripping with water tliough it were.

It was the masquerade costume wiiich he knew
that his mother had once worn

!

EdQiund—now all in a moment comprehending
the meanuig of Lady Saxondale's words—threw

upon her a look of quick significancy, and tiius

met her appealing eyes as they were turned upon
him.

CHAPTER CLIV.

THE MASQUEEADE-DEES9.

The servants and the peasant were all talking at

the moment Edmund, his mother, and his wife,

issued from the entrance-hall : but on beholding

them, their voices suddenly ceased through a feel-

ing of respectful deference. Edmund said no-

tliing : Adelaide gazed with curiosity : and Lady
Saxondale, with her usual air of perfect composure,
inquired, " What is all this excitcAent about ?"

"Please yom- ladyship," answered the peasant,
" I just now dragged this out of the river. I was
going along the bunk at a very little distance fi'om

the castle t'other side"—and he pointed in the

Gainsborough direction—" when I saw something
that looked like a woman's dress ; and 1 was at

first afraid it was a female drowned. So I waded
in, and di-cw out this gown. It had some string

round it ; and what seemed to be some little bits

of thick paper just sticking to the string. Least-

ways I took it to be paper : but it all ciune off in

my hand However, here's the dress ; and a
very fine one it must have been, though the mud
has soiled it and the water has taken out the
colour."

" One would think it had been a masqueradiBg
dress," observed Lucilla the lady's-maid : but the

remark was thrown forth without any sinister

intent, as she was perfectly ignorant that her
mistress had ever worn such a costume.

" But I tell your ladyship what," continued the

peasant, " as I have been already telling your
ladyship's servants. I recollect perfectly well that

one of those poor young women "

" Edmund, it is very cold out here," said Lady
Saxondale, tui-ning quickly to her son, but darting

upon him a significant look at the same time.
" Let us go into the hall, and hear what the man
has to say."

With these words she took the young noble-

man's arm ; and as they ascended the entrance-

steps together, she breathed in a hurried and
scarcely audible whisper, " For heaven's sake, Ed-
mund, as little emotion as possible !"

"Don't be afraid," was Lord Saxondale's im-
mediate response, also quickly whispered : for now
that the first access of excitement had gone by,

he comprehended that by some means or another

his mother was completely in his power; and
though' he could not at the moment precisely

settle his thoughts as to the full meaning of her

alarm, he was nevertheless already smitten with

some dark and dreadful suspicion.

Adelaide was too keen not to observe something
peculiar on the part of her husband and her

mother-in-law,—especially as she had noticed that

rapid exchange of significant glances which had
taken place the instant Edmund's eyes had en-

countered, the saturated garment. Axid then Lu-
cilla's observation, that it looked like a masquerade-
costume, had brought, like a lightning-flash, a

recollection to Adelaide's mind. For she had heard
from Edmimd's lips the whole story of the maa-
querade at the Duke and Duchess of Harcourt'a,

—

how Lady Saxondale had met Lord Harold Staunton
there—and how she had incited him to provoke
William Devcril to a duel. She had likewise

learnt how Edmxmd had ransacked his mother's

boxes to discover that dress—and how he had suc-

ceeded : but sho never knew that it had fallen into

the hands of the unfortunate Emily Archer, alias

Mademoiselle d'Alembert— for the simple reason
that Lord Saxondale had thought fit to conceal

from his wife the fact that he had possessed such a
charming mistress. However, Adelaide saw, as

we have already said, that there was something
very peculiar in the present affair : but sho made
no observation—neither by her looks did she betray

what was passing in her mind.
Lady Saxondale, leaning upon Edmund's arm,

passed into the hall,—Adelaide following close—the

peasant, with the dripping garment, and the do-

mestics crowding in the rear.

" Yes, assuredly it is a masquerade-dress," said

the butler, as the peasant now stretched the cos-

tume on the marble pavement.
" I was about to tell your ladyship," said this

laboiu-ing man, " what my opinion is. I# was
at the cottage where I live with my mother and
sister, that those two unfortunate women stopped
for a Uttlc while that night when they wer« mur-
dered "

Here Adelaide could scarcely repress a suddea
start : for all that had hitherto struck her as ex-

traordinary in Lady Saxondato's behaviour, is a
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moment associated itself -with the tragedy thus

revealed by the last few words the labouring man
had spoken. From beneath her long lashes she

darted a quick glance at her mother-in-law ; and

her power of penetration showed her at once that

the cold outward composure which her ladyship

wore, was merely a mask concealing poignant feel-

ings of trouble and agitation that were working

within. But Adelaide still remained silent; and
instantaneously regaining complete command over

herself, she continued to listen with merely an ap-

pearance of such curiosity as one might naturally

feel under such circumstances.
" And I noticed," contmued the peasant, " that

the one who seemed the servant girl, carried a

large parcel done up in brown paper, and tied

round with string. Now, when the bodies were

discovered murdered on the bank of the river, the

parcel had disappeared ; and this was proved on

the inquest. I really do believe the dress that

lies there was what the parcel contained. It seems

that the servant's mistress was a theatre-dancer,

or something of that sort ; and so perhaps she was

accustomed to wear this very identical dress. Dot
pend upon it, my lady, that my opinion isn't far

wrong."
" Perhaps not," said Lady Saxondale, with the

appearance of her wonted calmness. " But the

incident is of no consequence now : it cannot assist

in the discovery
"

But here she stopped short ; and stooping down,
affected to examine the texture of the wet garment.

" Please your ladyship, with due defereute,"

suggested the butler, " I think this incident ought

to be made known to a magistrate."
" And please your ladyship," added the steward,

" such is my idea. The murder was as mysterious

as it was horrible ; and everything at all connected

with it, must of necessity be made public."

" Besides," continued the butler, " there are in-

stances where police-officers are so uncommon
sharp, that the slightest clue puts them on the

right scent—and a new link in a chain serves as a

guide to the detection of the guilty ones."
" Yes," said the peasant :

" I am determined to

go to some justice-of-the-pcace, and tell him what
I have found. It can do no harm if it does no good.

Besides, it would seem as if the thing sat heavy on

my conscience, if I didn't do so. Let me see

—

who's the nearest justice—Mr. Denison or Mr.
Hawkshaw ? By the bye, I have got a call to

make in the direction of Hawkshaw Hall ; and so

I'll go straight off there at once."

An expression of trouble, which she could not

possibly subdue, passed over the features of Lady
Saxondale, as the labouring man thus spoke. Tlie

servants all beheld that look on the piu-t of their

mistress: but they every one attributed it to a

feeling of mingled annoyance and shame at the

mention of the name of Hawkshaw, which they

naturally supposed must vividly bring back to her

mind' the dread exposure of that day when the

intended twofold wedding was interrupted and cut

short. Edmund likewise observed that look, and
it strengthened the dark suspicion which had
already arisen in his mind; while Adelaido, more
prompt to jump at an extreme conclusion, fi'lt hor

own s\i8picion fully confirmed.
" AVull, nay good fellow," said Lord Saxondale,

t)iiiikiii£ it better to put a stop to this matter, ijf

possible, " I don't know that you need trouble

Squire Hawkshaw Just leave the dress here,

and I'll deliberate what is to be done with it."

" Beg your lordship's parfVin," replied the pea-

sant; "but this is a matter /or a justice to sift.

I should have gone straight off with it at once ;

only just as I dragged it out of the river, the

steward was passing along—and as we got talking

on the subject, I came as far as the castle. No
offence, my lord, for not taking your lordship's

advice : but where murder has been done, no good

ever comes of keeping a thing in one's own hands

—and I sha'n't feel easy in my mind till 1 have
delivered this dress up to a justice."

" Well, my good man, have your own way," in-

terrupted Lady Saxondale. " I see that you are

very wet—you have been in the water. Go to the

servants' hall, and got some refreshments before

you set out on your walk."

Having thus spoken. Lady Saxondale turned

away, beckoning Edmund and Adelaide to follow

her; and she began ascen(Ung the stair- case. Her
son did at once acconiijany her : but his wife lin-

gered in the hall ; and as the domestics were mov-
ing away in company with the peasant, who had
rolled up the dress, and whom they were conduct,

ing to their ow i pi'emises to give liim some re-

freshments,—AJclaide beckoned Lucilla towards

her.

" What dreadfuld murder was this, my girl,"

she inquired, " to which allusion has been made ? I

never heard of it before ; ai^d I know that my lord

and her ladysliip will give me uo particulars, for

fear of frightening me."
" Ah, my lady," responded Lucilla, naturally sup-

posing that she was thus questioned through mere
ordinary cm-iosity on the part of Adelaide ;

" it was
indeed a shocking thing. Let me see ? It hap-

pened four or five months back To be sure !

Lady Macdonald and Lady Fiorina Staunton were
staying at the castle Yes, and Lord Harold
too "

" Ah ! Lord Harold Staunton was staying here

at the time—was he ?"

" Yes, my lady. I recollect he was ill in bed :

he had been thrown from one of Mr. Hawkshaw's
horses, which he would persist in riding. ]t was
very mad of his lordship, you know, when he was
implored not to do it : for the horse was a very

spirited one "

" Well, but about this di-cadful tragedy," said

Adelaide.
" Dreadful indeed, my lady ! The victims wer«

an opera-dancer and her servant the dancor'i

name was Madenioist'lle d'Alembert : 1ml if I re-

collect right, lier real one was Emily Arclu-r; and

she was a splendid creature, as I have hoard say.

Well, my lady, they were both found shot dead on

the bank of the river—one through the brain, the

other through the heart
"

" And was this in the middle of tho night ?" in-

quired Adelaide.
" Oh, no—not in the middle of tho night. About

ten o'clock, as near as I can recollocl."

" And where were they going ?"

" Ah ! that nobo<ly knows," responded Lvicilla,

" It was thought at the time "

But l»ere siie stopped short, perceiving the im-

iniMisc error nIic was about tu commit, and into

which she had almost b.-iu iniidxcili utij brlmyed
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in the somewhat excited state of her thoughts

under the influence of those horrible recollections

which had been so forcibly brought back to her

mind.
"What were you going to 8»y, LucUla?" in-

quired Adelaide.
" Oh ! nothing, my lady

"

" Nonsense ! you were about to say something.

Speak candidly : there is naught to which you can

give utterance in respect to the present topic, that

will offend me."
" I would rather not, my lady. I was foolish

—

very foolish," responded Lucilla, becoming every

instant more and more confused.

" Now I beg that you will speak candidly," said

Adelaide. " Nay, I command you. Proceed : do

not be afraid of giving me offence."

" Well, my lady, since you order but pray

don't mention to his lordship 1 would not for

the world make mischief indeed, I would rather

not say any mor» "

" Lucilla, this is foolish. Proceed."
" Well, to be sure, it was before my lord was

acquainted with your ladyship ; and so there's no

harm done."
" What is it ?" demanded Adelaide impatiently.

" Do not trifle with mo thus."
" I was only going to observe, my lady, that if

his lordship did really know something of Emily

Archer 1 suppose young noblemen will be gay

now and then "

" To be sure ! I comprehend you. Of course it

has nothing to do with me. This unfortunate

Emily Archer was intimate, you mean, with Lord

Saxondale ? Don't be frightened, Lucilla : you

have not offended me—and I shall not mention

that I have learnt anything from you. But I sup-

pose his lordship was not here at the castle when
the murder took place?"

" Oh ! no, my lady : he was in London, and had
not been here for some time. His lordship never

liked the castle : it was too dull
"

" But where was it thought that the two women
wore going at the time ?" inquired Adelaide.

"Well, my lady, it was whispered that Miss

Emily Archer and her maid were coming to the

castle for some purpose or another."
" Why was it thought so ?"

" Oh, for several reasons. In the first place,"

continued Lucilla, " what could they have possibly

been doing in the neighbourhood between nine

and ten at night, unless they were coming to the

castle ? They were stopping at an hotel at Gains-

borough at the time. Then again, what could

they have come into Lincolnshire at all for, except

to see her ladyship, or else in the hope of finding

Lord Saxondale down here ? Perhaps, my lady,

his lordship may have turned neglectful in Lon-

don But there is yet another reason why I

think they were coming to the castle."

" And that reason ?" said Adelaide.
" Why, my lady, the very day before the one in

the evening of which the murder took place, a

post-chaise drove up to the castle—a lady got out

—and her maid remained in the vehicle. The lady

gave no name, and said it was useless, as she was
not known to Lady Saxondale ; but she had a long

interview with her ladyship, and then went awaj'.

It never struck any of us at the time that this

lady and her maid who were murdered, might have

been the very same that came to the castle : but

some days after the inquest, when we read in the

county papers full particulars and descriptions, we
thought they must be the same. Of course you
know it was not for her ladyship to go to the in-

quest and say anything about the matter : because

it was rather a delicate subject in respect to my
lord ;—and whether or not the females were the

same who called at the castle, and whether or not

they were again coming here in the evening when
they were killed, had nothing to do with the cir-

cumstance of the murder. Poor things ! they were

no doubt waylaid by some ruffians."

" No doubt of it," observed Adelaide.
" I hope your ladyship will not mention that 1

have been talking so much on the subject," said

Lucilla, who dearly loved a gossip, but who now
began to reflect that she had been speaking very

frankly and familiarly indeed to Lord Saxondale'a

wife upon a topic which was rather of a delicate

nature.
" Fear not, Lucilla," responded Adelaide :

" it is

entirely my own fault that you have been led into

these explanations."

Having thus spoken, Adelaide slowly ascended

the staircase towards the apartment where she

expected to find her mother-in-law and her hiu-

band.

But in the meanwhile let us see what had been
taking place betwixt these two. It will be re-

membered that when Lady Saxondale directed the

servants to take the peasant along with them and
give him some refreshments, she had beckoned her

son and her daughter-in-law to follow her up-stairs.

Those stairs she ascended mechanically, scarcely

knowing what she was doing : for, as Adelaide had
but too truthfully suspected, her air of cold out-

ward composure was only a mask which the

natural strength of her mind and a sort of des-

perate courage enabled her to assume in order to

conceal the horrible feelings and terrific appre-

hensions that were agitating in her soul. It was
not until Lady Saxondale reached the apartment
that she observed her son only was following her,

and that Adelaide had remained below.
" Where is your wife ?" she said, with nervous

quickness, as she turned and threw a strange look

upon Edmund.
" I don't know—I thought she was with us,"

he replied. " I scarcely know what I am thinking

or doing Upon my word, it seems as if I was
in the midst of some curious dream ! But now,

mother, what means all this? Tell me at

once "

" Question me not, Edmund !" she interrupted

him, her entire form visibly shaken with a cold

tremor, which she could neither repress nor con-

ceal. " Think what you will—but I conjure you
keep a seal upon your lips -. breathe not a word to

a soul—answer no questions which your wife may
put—and it will he all to your advantage. I

cannot leave the castle immediately—it would look

too strange : but in three or four days I will depart

—and never more shall you be molested by me.

This I solemnly swear."
" Well, at all events it is something gained,"

observed Edmimd: and, then as he felt all his

horrible suspicions in respect to his mother fully

conlirmed, he could not help adding, " But, my
Q-od ! what made you do that t"
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" Question me not, I say !" she responded, half

in a tone of entreaty, half in one of excited impa-

tience. " Spare me, Edmund! show yourself

above wreaking upon me any anger or malice that

you may feel on account of the past."

"Just now you called me a viper," said the

young nobleman, unahle to resist the opportunity

of giving vent to that vindictive spitefulness which

was natural to him, " and that is a name you have

on more than one occasion flung at me. But, look

you, mother ! whatever I may be, I am not so

bad "

" Silence, Edmund—for heaven's sake silence I"

ejaculated her ladyship, her countenance once more
becoming absolutely ghastly, and an expression of

indescribable horror, mingled with anguish, sweep-

ing over her features. " I am in your power-
have mercy upon me ! What more can I do than

fulfil the promise I have already made you ?"

" Well, keep to it—and I will say no more,"

rejoined the young nobleman : but even as he

gazed upon Lady Saxondale, he could not help

feeling an ineflFable aversion—a strong loathing

—

a deep sense of horror, at the thought of what she

was ; for as he himself had said, or had meant to

say, he was not so bad as to be enabled to con-

template the darkest criminality unmoved or un-

dismayed.
" Edmund," said Lady Saxondale, suddenly re-

collecting something, and recoiling in affright from

the idea which thus struck her, " have you ever

mentioned to Adelaide anything about that dress ?

But, yes ! I feel convinced you have—I am
sure of it ! From all she said when first I met
her in London, she knew everything far, far

too much !"

'*Of course," responded the young nobleman,

with a sort of brutal roughness :
" I told Adelaide

all I knew—and it was natural enough, as you
have been at war with me for some time past."

" Where is Adelaide ? what can she be doing ?

wherefore does she not rejoin us ?" exclaimed Lady
Saxondale, sinking upon a seat, and feeling as if

all the courage which had hitherto supported her,

must now give way. " Go, Edmund— tell her to

come hither at once "

But at this moment the door opened, and Ade-
laide entered the room,—she having just come up
from her conversation with Lucilla in the hall.

The instant the handle of the door moved, Lady
Saxondale with a mighty effort regained her out-

ward composure : for she knew not whether it

might be one of the servants who was about to

enter. But when Adelaide made her appearance,

her ladyship's eyes were quickly Hung upon her

countenance, as if to glean from thence how much
her daughter-in-law knew—how much she sus-

pected—and how she intended to bear herself in

the matter. Adelaide closed the door ; and ad-

vancing straight up to Lady Saxondale, said in a

voice of firm severity, "Now, will you have tlie

kindness to take up the thread of the discourse

where it was just now interrupted ?"

" It is unnecessary," answered Lady Saxondale.
" Unnecessary ?" ejaculated Adelaide, a smile of

•eomful triumph for a moment appearing upon licr

lips :
" why has it become unnecessary ? On tlir

contrary, it is more necessary than ever that you

•hould reveal that secret to which you so solemnly

and seriously alluded ; inasmuch as under existin;;

circumstances, it behoves us all to be made aware
of the position in which we stand with regard to

one another."
" It is needless, I repeat," rejoined Lady Saxon-

dale. " Ask Edmund—he will tell you that he ia

satisfied with the arrangements entered into be-

tween us."

"Madam," resumed Adelaide, fixing a deter-

mined look upon Lady Saxondale, " your son

cannot trust you—nor can I, as his wife, trust you.

You spoke of a secret the revelation of which
might, if you chose, in a moment bring down the

whole fabric of wealth, titles, and honours crashing

and tumbling about our ears
"

" It was a menace—and I recall it," said Lady
Saxondale, quivering from head to foot : then in a

sort of desperation, she exclaimed, " I am beaten,

Adelaide—I renounce the warfare ! Henceforth I

leave you both unmolested—I will go hence

What more can you demand ?"

" We demand nothing more—it is precisely what
we want. But," continued Adelaide, "we have no
guarantee that your present demeanour is not

assumed for the purpose of throwing us off our
guard, the better to carry out fresh perfidies.

Now, look you, Lady Saxondale ! Between you
and me it is diamond cut diamond : and for the

interests of your son, which arc identical with mine
own, we must come to a thorough understanding.

Have you forgotten all the revelations which Lord
Harold Staimton so unconsciously made to me on
that evening when in the dusk of the apartment at

Saxondale House he mistook me for yourself?"
" I have forgotten nothing, Adelaide," exclaimed

Lady Saxondale, again quivering all over ;
" and

there is no need for you to refresh my memory in

a single particular. Edmund, tell her that you
are satisfied ; and let this cease."

"Edmund will permit me," continued Adelaide,
" to place matters on such a footing that henceforth

he need not fear you. Listen, Lady Saxondale

—

do not interrupt me. On that evening to which I

have alluded, when Lord Harold Staunton ad-

dressed me under the impression that he was
speaking to you, he made reference to some deed
which had mysteriously but terribly knitted your
destinies togctlier; and that deed wliich I compre-
hended not then, I understand now ! Lord Harold
Staunton was an inmate of this castle at the time
when "

" Adelaide," murmured the unhappy Lady Sax-

ondale, the very picture of abject humiliation and
desjjairing wretdiedness,—"1 have already be-

souglit Edmund to spare me : to you do I address

the same prayer."

"You understand, then," said Adelaide, coldly

implacable, " that you are in my power. Attempt
but a renewal of hostilities against us—make but

a sign which shall raise a suspicion that you are

still full of perfidy-— and "

" No more !" almost shrieked forth the miserable

woman, as she started from her chair. " I un-

derstand you—and I will henceforth bo your slave,

if you will !"

With these words she quitted the room: and
rei>airing to the bed-chamber wliich she was wont
to occupy when at the castle, gave way to thoiiglita

and feelings which may perhaps be better under*

stood than described.
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CHAPTEE CLV.

THE EAMBLE.

Mb. HawkSHAW was seated with a friend at

lunch, in one of the handsome apartments of his

residence, and at about two o'clock on the day of

which we are writing. This friend was Mr. De-

nison ; and they were conversing together upon a

variety of topics,—amongst which the presence of

Edmund and his wife in Lincolnshire was in-

cluded.
" I suppose you have heard," said Denison,

" that Lord Saxondale and his bride came back to

the castle a day or two ago ?"

"Yes," answered Hawkshaw ; "and by the bye,

have you caught the rumour whiuh is afloat, that

Saxondale had been confined in a madhouse ?"

" I know that it is true," responded Denison.
" A friend of mine, writing to me from London
two or three weeks back, mentioned the circum-

stance : but it appears that he was not many days

in confinement—and how he got liberated I have

not learnt."
" Ah, it is a strange family—a strange family

altogether !" said Mr. Ilawkshaw, shaking his head

gloomily, as his thoughts at the moment specially

reverted to the treacherous attempt of Juliana to

inveigle him into a marriage, polluted and un-

chaste as she was.

"Yes—it is singular," observed Mr. Denison,
" that everything unpleasant iu connexion with

that family, should have come out all at the same

time. Hwe, within a few months, we have had
extraordinary evidences of their profligacy or their

folly. The mother exposed in respect to Mr.
Deveril, and it being likewise tolerably certain

that Lord Harold Staunton was her paramour

—

the deplorable afi"air in respect to Juliana, in which

you, my dear friend, had so lucky au escape—Lord
Harold's mysterious, and I might almost say bur-

glarious entry, with some common ruflian, into the

castle—Lord Saxondale's monstrous marriage "

" Monstrous indeed !" ejaculated Hawkshaw :

" the epithet is the very best you could have ap-

plied to it. But docs his wife possibly entertain

the hope that she will be received into society by

the good families in Lincolnshire ?"

" It is very certain," rejoined the Squire's

friend, " that neither Mrs. Denison nor any other

members of my family, purpose to call at the cas-

tle. It may seem hard that a woman who has

been acquitted by a jury, should be thus punished

by society: it may even savour of unjustiflablc

vindictiveness on the part of the world ; but it is

impossible to read the trial without coming to the

conclusion that she was really guilty."

" Ah ! you have read it, then ?" said Hawkshaw.
" So have I. It has been published in a work of

celebrated criminal trials
"

" The very book in which I myself found the

account," observed Denison. " But come, Squire,

let us turn the conversation on a more agreeable

topic. Tell me candidly," continued the old gen-

tleman, with a smile, "have you not so far re-

covered your passion for Juliana as to think of

committnig matrimony in sonic other quarter ?"

"R<>covef.-(l?"ox..iaiiu.'cl HiiwUsliiUV, almost in-

di|;uantly. " You ought to know, my dear friend,

that I was startled up from that dream in the vurj

hour that I obtained the conviction of her tr9«

mendous perfidy."

At this moment a footman entered to itform

Mr. Hawkshaw that a peasant requested an audi-

ence of him in hig capacity of a magistrate. The
Squire directed that the man should be shown to

the library ; and luncheon being now over, he said

to Mr. Denison, " You may as well come with me,
and hear whatsoever the applicant may have to

say."

To the library the two gentlemen accordingly

repaired ; and Hawkshaw immediately recognised

the peasant as one of the witnesses who had given

evidence at the inquest held upon the two mur-
dered women,—at wliich inquest, be it remem>
bered, he was present as a spectator. The man
now carried a large parcel done up in paper : for

we should observe that before quitting Saxondale

Castle, he had dried the dress at the fire in the

servants' hall, and had then enveloped it in th«

manner in which he now bore it.

"Well, my good fellow," said Squire Hawkshaw,
as he and Mr. Denison took their seats at the table,

" what do you want with me ?"

The peasant's explanations were speedily given

;

and as they were the same which have been already

recorded, we need not reiterate them. Suffice it to

say, he concluded by observing that he did not

know whether the incident would in any way
assist the course of justice, or enable its oflScials

to resume the clue of the investigations they had
made at the time,—but that he considered it to be

his duty to bring the case under the cognizance of

a magistrate. The parcel was opened—the dress

produced—and minutely inspected by ilr. Hairk>
shaw and Mr. Denison.

" And you say," observed the former, " that you
have shown it at Saxondale Castle—and that Lady
Saxondale herself is there ?"

The peasant replied in the affirmative.

" Then I suppose," continued the Squire, ad-

dressing the remark to Denison, " that her lady-

ship is reconciled to her son and her daughter-in-

law ? However, in respect to the present business,

I do not see that the discovery of this dress will in

any way enable the constables at Grainsborough to

resume their inquiry. It may, or it may not be,

that the dress was contained in the parcel which
was proved to have been in the hands of the maid
on the fatal evening : but granting it is the same,

there arc two intereuccs to be drawn—cither that

it accidentally rolled into the river when the deed

was committed, or that it was flung there by the

murderer or mui'dcrers as something not worth

carrying off."

" This latter inference, Hawfc«haw, is scarcely

to be deduced," observed Mr. Donison :
" for why

shoidd the assassin thus seek to dispose of the

di-ess ? Would he not have merely tossed it down
on the bank, if he did not choose to take it away
with him F"

" But ill any case I cannot see," remarked Hawk-
shaw, " that the discover}- of this masquerading-

gear—for such it evidently is—can be turned to

any account in furtherance of the cause of jus-

tice."

" Do you recollect," asked Mr. Denison, who was
a shrewd luid tlwnighfful man, "whether the bed

of the river itself was seoruhcd for the weapon c<
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weapons with which the double murder was ac-

eompUshed ?"

" I don't think it was," answered Hawkshaw :

" And indeed I should have fancied that it would

have been useless."

"Not so liseless as you would imagine," said

Mr. Denison. " An assassin frequently flings away
the weapon with which his foul deed has been per-

petrated ; and your own memory must furnish you
with several instances of crimes having been thus

brought home to their authors."
" I have heard of knives, when stained with

blood, being thrown away in the manner you de-

scribe," responded the Squire :
" but pistols

"

"And why not pistols?" asked Mr. Denison.
" Is not one weapon as often gifted with a tell-

tale tongue as another ?— I mean in respect to its

identification as belonging to some particular in-

dividual. A murderer throws away his weapon
under several influences :—first, in order that no-

thing cruninatory may be found upon him, if he
be stopped, suspected, and searched : secondly, in

the sudden horror which supervenes after the com-
mission of the deed : thirdly, on being alarmed by
the sounds of voices or of footsteps. And now
that I bethink me, in the case of which we are

talking, the murderer or murderers were thus

alarmed : for our friend the Marquis of Eagledean
and Mr. Deveril were almost instantaneously on
the spot. Assuredly it was a great fault if the

river was not thoroughly searched at the time."
" Well, I am almost sure that it was not,"

replied Mr. Hawkshaw :
" for I was present at the

inquest, and I heard the head-constable of Gains-

borough give his evidence, stating all the measures

he had adopted to discover some clue. The rain,

you recollect, fell in torrents that night ; and all

foot-marks were obliterated on the soft soil. He
looked about for string or brown paper, to discover

if possible a clue to the direction which had been
taken by the author or authors of the crime after

its perpetration ; and he found nothing. All these

details do I recollect."

"Well then, it will perhaps be useful," ob-

eerved Mr. Denison, " to give the head-constable a
hint ; and he may yet have the bed of the river

searched for the purpose I have described. You,
my good man," added the old* gentleman, now
addressing himself to the peasant, " can tell him
•o from me : because the best thing you can do is

to take this dress to the head-constable at once.

You have acted judiciously and prudently in con-

sulting magisterial authority ; and here is a guinea
for you."

Mr. Hawkshaw added another ; and the peasant

took his departure, infinitely delighted with the

presents he had thus received. He carried the

dress away with him ; and returning to his own
home, commijiicated to his mother and sister all

that had taken place. Although ho had walked
many miles, ho nevertheless set out again in the

evening for Gainsborough, and repaired at once
to the residence of the head-constable, to whom he
gave every explanation, likewise delivering the

message from Mr. Denison to the effect that it

would perhaps bo as well if the bed of the river

were searched in the neighbourhood of the spot

where the crime was committed. The constable

promised compliance with this suggestion, and
assured the peasant that he would consider whether

the possession of the masquerade-apparel would in

any way further the ends of justice.

On the following morning the constable sent for

the female who had been charged at the time of

the tragedy to disapparel the corpses of the mur-
dered women ; and he desired her to examine the

dress minutely, and inform him, to the best of her
recollection, whether it would have fitted either

I

the dancer or her servant? In respect to the

latter, the woman at once gave a negative re-

sponse,—the unfortunate abigail having been too

slender in figure and too short in stature for such
a costume: nor indeed was it probable that she

could have had such a dress for her own wearing.

The woman examined it for some time ; and ulti-

mately pronounced her opinion to the following

effect :

—

" I perfectly well remember the form and stature

of the unfortunate ballet-dancer. She was tall

enough to wear this dress, but not sufliciently

stout. The costume was evidently made for a
woman of considerable development of contours,

although the figure must have been of perfect

symmetry. The wearer of such a garb would bo
what is termed a very fine woman."

The next step which the head-constable at

Gainsborough took, was to summon to his counsels

the most experienced milliner in the town ; and
he desired her to give her opinion in respect to

the raiment,—mentioning certain details on which
he sought to be enlightened. The milliner, after

minutely examining the dress, and likewise con-

sulting a book of costumes which she possessed,

delivered herself in the ensuing manner :

—

"This is intended to represent a Spanish cos-

tvune, belonging to the Court of that country of

about three hundred years ago. Soiled, faded,

and ruined as it is, there is no difliculty in ascer-

taining that it was of the richest materials, and
that its trimmings and its embellishments were of

the very costliest description. I have no hesitation

in pronouncing that such a dress could only have
been intended for a lady of rank, or at least of

great wealth; and furthermore my opinion is

that it was made in London. I do not think that

any provincial milliner could have turned out

such an exquisite piece of workmanship as this

must undoubtedly have been. The person for

whom it was intended must have possessed a
superb figure, of well developed proportions, but
yet of a just and admirable symmetry."

Having obtained this information, the head-

constable necessarily came to the conclusion that

the dress belonged neither to the opera-dancer nor
to her servant. It must therefore have been
brought into tliat neighbourhood with the inten-

tion of being delivered into the hands of some lady

for whom it was made. The constable remembered
how it had been intimated at the inquest, that the

unfortunate deceased Emily Archer had boasted

at the peasant's cottage of her acquaintance with

Lord Saxondale and Lord Harold Staunton. Ho
likewise rellocted that the idea had all along ex-

isted that the two women were on their way to

the castle when they met their untimely and
ilreadful fate. Thus, was it natural, that he should

now ask himself tlie question, whether that mas-

querade dress had been intended for Lady Saxon-

dale, or for any guest who might happen to Im

slaying with her at the time ? If it wor« •©, Um
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fact might at the first glance appear to be of but

the most trivial importance,— inasmuch as no

matter whither the women were bound at the

time, nor what their errand might be, the consta-

ble considered it to be perfectly clear that they

had been intercepted by a miscreant or miscreants,

who, for purposes of plunder, had assassinated

^hem. But still he deemed it important to ascer-

tain every possible particular in respect to the

victims : he knew full well that the most insignifi-

cant facts, and those which at first may appear to

be most irrelevant, are oftentimes found to enter

08 important links into a chain of evidence. Not,

be it understood, that the head-constable fancied

for a single moment there was any one at Saxon-

dale Castle, either at the time of the tragedy or

on the present occasion, who could throw the

faintest light upon the authorship of the foul deed

:

he was merely now reflecting that it was import-

ant to arrive at the knowledge of any fresh parti-

cular concerning which such information could be

procTired.

We should add that the head-constable of Gains-

borough had been much blamed at the time—as

indeed is always the case with police-authorities

'.n such cases—for not having discovered the mur-
ierers. It had been said that he was inefficient

:

and an attempt was even made to remove him
from his situation. He had thus an important

incentive to make him display fresh activity in re-

spect to any new particulars which transpired.

The head-constable, having learnt from the

peasant on the preceding evening that Lady
Saxondale was at the castle, made up his mind to

•-•all upon her for the purpose of soliciting any
information which she might be able to give on
the two specific points—whether the murdered
women were expected to call upon her on the

night of tlie tragedy, and whether the dress was for

herself or any guest staying with her at the time ?

But then it occurred to the ofllcial, that if the

dress had really been for her ladyship, she could

not have failed to recognise it as being such a one

as she had ordered to be made, when the peasant

took it to the castle and displayed it as already

described. On the other hand, the constable

argued that if her son Lord Saxondale had really

been unduly intimate with Emily Archer, her
ladyship would have naturally avoided any un-
Itecessary allusion on the point, and might have
chosen to keep to herself whatsoever she knew in

respect to that dress. Then again he reflected

how improbable it was that the son's mistress—if

such she were—should have been employed as the

bearer of a parcel for the mother. Thus, altoge-

ther, the constable grew more and more bewildered

the longer he meditated on the matter : the day
was passing away—and he could decide upon
nothing. Finally, however, in the evening, he
consulted a friend ; and by his advice, adopted his

«*iginal resolution of proceeding to the castle.

We must however go back to an earlier part of

this »ame day, in order to describe an incident

which occurred, and which must bo necessarily

interwoven in our narrative.

It was about three o'clock in the afternoon—as

the dusk at the wintry season of December was ap-

proaching—that Lady Saxondale was returning from
• long and loiwlj walk which she had been taking.

Aa the reader may suppose, her mind was in a

wretchedly unsettled state : she could not bear ta

'je im-doors—she could not endure the presence of

her son and daughter-in-law, to whom she had
completely succumbed : neither could she keep her

own chamber altogether, as this would appear
strange in the eyes of the domestics. She had
therefore rambled abroad soon after mid-day : she

had roamed about, pondering upon an infinite

variety of circumstances, not one of which wore an
agreeable aspect : she had likewise revolved a
thousand new plots and plans, not one of wliich

could she determine on as practicable or safe ;

—

and she was now returnuig, at about three o'clock,

to the castle, well nigh broken in spirit,—deeply,

miserably, wretchedly desponding. Looking back
through the vista of years she remembered, when,
as the proud and envied bride of the old Lord of

the Castle, she had first trodden with elastic step

upon that soil as its mistress ; and when, though
her bridegroom was sufficiently aged to be her
grandfather, she nevertheless gloried in the mar-
riage as one that had raised her from the humble
grade of a country clergyman's daughter to the

lofty rank of a patrician of the land. Ah ! at that

time, little, little did she suspect what her future

years were destined to evolve !—little, little did

she foresee what poignant anxieties, what manifold

chicaneries aye, and what dark crimes, too,

were to make up the component parts of lior as

yet untrodden career. But the present—the pre-

sent ! what was she to do now ? Was she to

abandon herself, without a single effort, to the loss

of power, of influence, and of authority ? was she

to succumb without a struggle to Edmund whom
she abhorred, and Adelaide whom she detested.'

was she to endure, unavenged, the young lord's

insolent superciliousness and his bride's triumphant
arrogance ? Was she likewise to fulfil her pledge,

and in a day or two depart from the castle, never

to return !—was she to fly to the Continent, bury
herself in some seclusion, and pass the remainder
of her days in a wretched obscurity ? For wretched
such obscurity would indeed prove to the proud,

the active, and the domineering disposition of the

ambitious Lady Saxondale.

Ah ! but how to avoid all this ?

—

that was ihu

question. That she could still coerce Edmund if he

were alone, she kad no doubt. She would practisA

with him a new game : instead of tyrannizing over

him, she would flatter, cajole, and coax him—shfi

would immerse him in pleasures—she would sur-

round him with the luxuries which he loved—sh«

would adopt every means to enervate and emasculate

him—and thus would she acquire the fullest ascen-

dancy over his mind, so as virtually to keep hhn
imprisoned within the scope of her influence. All

this she might do if he were alone: but he was
not ! He had continually by his side a woman as

astute, as artful, as designing, and as penetrating

as herself—'a woman who could doubtless prove

equally unscrupulous—a woman who. Lady Saxon-

dido doubted not, was but too surely guilty of the

crime of husband-murder of which she had been

accused! This woman, then, it was who now
stood as an inpivssable barrier in Lady Saxoudale's

pathway. But could not this barrier be removed ?

could not that woman be stricken down in th«

midst of that path where her presence was so for-

midable ? Yes, doubtless—by a crime—and onl/

by a crime !
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Oh! bttt a crime heavens! had not Lady

Baxondale supped full of the horrors of crime-

akeady ? Crime I crime ! ^was it to be ever

crime ? Alas, when once the road of Iniquity is

entered upon, crime after crime must mark the

advance of those who tread it : bloodstained mile-

stones do they become, indicating distances passed

in safety, and pointing intervals of a still guiltier

progress i Did her ladyship shudder, as the

thought of another crime one more crime

a crime that was to be the last and the crowning

one, thus gradually arose in her imagination as

she approached the castle on returning from her

half-distracted ramble ?—or did she begin to en-

visage it as the only possible alternative that was

to save from utter ruin the fabric of that power

which she had hitherto taken so much pains to

build up ? Were her warrings by day and her

long agonies of toil by night—her schainings and

her plottings, her manoeuvres and her chicaneries,

to liave boL-n passed through for naught ? was all

the catalogue of her crimes to become useless for

the want of one more crime to crown everything

with success ?

It was while the thought of this new but last

deed of turpitude was expanding and acquiring

consistency in her mind, that Satan appeared

greedily on the watch to help her onward to its

consummation. There wao a bridge across the

river, at a spot where she halted for a few mo-
ments the better to commune with her thoughts :

and as the arch had a much wider span than was

requisite for the actual bed of the stream—the

earth having accumulated on either bank—a por-

tion of each of those banks was left dry boneatli

the bridge. We say that Lady Saxundale halted

at this spot for a few moments ; and while she

stood there gazing upon the castle which was

about a quarter of a mile distant, the countenance

of a man was stealthily thrust forth from under

tlie bridge. I'he eyes which thus peered out, re-

cognised Lady Saxondale's form in a moment,

tliough the face was unseen, her back being turned

towards the individual. Then an ejaculation of

satisfaction, uttered in a coarse tone, reached the

ears of Lady Sax(mdale ; and as she glanced round

with a sudden start, she perceived a man emerge

from the dry part of the bank beneath the bridge.

She too gave vent to an ejaculation, as she at once

recognised Chiffin the Cannibal.
" Well, my lady," said the fellow, " this is in-

deed an unexpected pleasure—though, to tell you

the truth, your ladyship is just the very identical

person I was wanting to see ; and in a fit of des-

1)0 ration I meant to make my way into the castle

this blessed night that is coming : for I learnt that

you were staying there
"

" And what would you with me ?" demanded

Lady Saxondale, sweeping her rapid looks around,

to assure herself that she was not observed while

thus discoursing with that dreadful-looking man.
" Money, doubtless ? always money ! For no other

purpose could you seek me."
" Now pray, your ladyship," said Chiffin, with a

grim smile, " don't set me down as so uncommon
selfisk. In the first place, it's a blessing to enjoy

the acquaintance of a noblo lady like you ; and in

the second place, how should I know but what you

might have some little business in liand that I

could give a help to ?"

"What are your circumstances?" asked her
ladyship quickly :

" desperate, I presume ? I

thought you were going to America—that you had
gone indeed——

"

" Well, I told Lord Harold I should go : and 1

told his uncle too—that's the Marquis of Eagle-

dean—I should go : but meaning to go and going

is two very different things. Don't you see, when
I make up my mind one way. Fate orders another.

Lord bless you ! adventures crowd upon me as

thick as bees did upon the bear when he upset the

hive ;—and that's the long and short of it. You
see, my lady, it's no easy matter for a genelman of

such a high and mighty reputation as I am, to

get out of the country. The folks wont part with

me: they watch the sea-ports to prevent m«
getting away from them."

" I suppose that you have been committing fresh

deeds of horror ?" said Lady Saxondale, who only

thus prolonged the discourse to gain the requisite

leisure for reflection upon the idea which was now
uppermost in her mind.

" Well, ma'am, I have done a little more work
in that way," answered Chiffin, quite coolly and

unconcernedly. " There was a feller, you sec,

which had played me some tricks : so I took the

liberty of pitching him down a weU—and such a

lazy vagabond he was, he wouldn't come out again.

That was a matter of three or four weeks ago.

The consequence was a row took place in the house
;

and I had to cut and run. I have been wandering

and hiding, hiding and wandering, till I was nearly

worn out ; and then to crown it all, I fell in with

a parcel of scamps at a little wjy-side public-hoiise ;

and getting drunk, was ass enough to show what

money I had about me—upon which, when I fell

asleep, they robbed me of every sktifick. Then
tliought I to myself, there is nothing left for it

but to go to the castle in the hope that her lady-

ship may be there. I learnt from a labouring man
just now that sure enough your ladyship was

there ; and so I came and crept under the bridge

here, to lay quiet till night-time, when I meant

to get to my old quarters. Now, that's the

blessed truth, my lady. If you have got anything

I can do for you, tell me what it is, and it shall

be done : but if you have not, lend me a hundred

or so—and when I am a rich man and got a large

estate in North America, I will send you over a

remittance."

Lady Saxondale would not have suffered the

Cannibal to continue thus long in his free-and-

easy, familiar discourse, were it not that she was

reflecting the while in a half-abstracted man»er

upon that idea which, as we have already said, was

acquiring a greater consistency in her mind. Sh«

looked at him : his condition fully corroborated his

tale, and denoted the desperation of his circum-

stances. His clothes wore torn in several places

and soiled with mud : his hat was more than ever

battered : his beard was of nearly a week's growth

;

and yet the fellow, though in this miserable plight,

had not lost the half-dogged, half devil-me-cars

kind of brutal recklessBeas, which was wont to

characterise him. His hand yrasped a club :—sel-

dom indeed was it that Chiflin the Cannibal had

ever been seen without his murderous bludgeon.

As Lady Saxondale thus gazed upon th« ruffian,

she could not help saying to herself, " It is destined

that this one last crime is to be perpetrated'.
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Scarcely had the idea taken birth in my mind,

when Satan sent me the instrument to accomplish

it. Ah ! is it, then, indeed no fable that human
beings may sell their souls to the Evil One ? They
can—they can ; and the method of doing so by the

formal means of a written compact, signed by one's

own blood, is the only part of the proceeding which

is a fiction. Ah! if I have thus sold mysejf to

Satan, of a verity he leaves me not long in a

dilemma, without sending me the means of self-

extrication; and if ever he had upon earth an
agent in human shape, the incarnate demon stands

before me know."
Some such reflections as these swept through the

mind of Lady Saxondale, as she surveyed Chiffin

the Cannibal ; and at length breaking silence, she

said, " So your circumstances are desperate, and
it would be an object to you to earn five himdred
pounds ?"

" Five hundred pounds !" echoed the Cannibal,

whirling his bludgeon up in the air, and catching

it with a full sounding grasp of his huge, muscular
hand, as it fell :

" five hundi-ed pounds ! Lord
bless your ladyship! only a quarter of an hour
back, if any body had told me there was such a

sum in the world, I should really have doubted it,

and fancied that I could only have dreamt of such
things. But to be serious—for five hundred pounds
I am the man ready to cut a dozen throats."

" Talk not thus !" ejaculated Lady Saxondale, a

strong shudder passing through her entire form.
" Yes—there is a deed to be done, and there are

five hundred pounds to be gained by the doing of

it. But we must not remain here any longer now :

we might be seen together—it were dangerous.
Besidea, after your last adventure at the cas-

tle
"

"When that gal of your's was so horribly

frightened," interjected Chiffin, with a chuckling
laugh. " Well, but where shall I see your lady-

ship again ? I suppose the rooms are still shut
up, as they always used to be ?"

"Yes," replied Lady Saxondale; "and every-

thing considered, it will perhaps be better for you
to take up your quarters there. If seen prowling
about, or observed hiding imder bridges or hay-
stacks "

" Well, it would look rayther suspicious," ob-
served Chifiin :

" partickler as I'm not exactly in a
Court-dress. Depend upon it, my lady, it's the
best plan ; and then perhaps you might come and
hold a confab with me at the usual hour, and give
me full instructions. But pray don't forget the
blunt at the same time ; and if your ladyship could
manage to put a flask of brandy in your pocket

—

or rum, or gin—I'm not very partickler—it would
be as well : for that chapel in the winter-time
must be as cold as ice."

"Well then," observed Lady Saxondale, after

having again reflected for a few moments, "get
presently into your old quarters ; and I will seek
you there punctually at midnight."

Having thus spoken, she continued her way to-

wards the castle ; while Chifiin crept under the
bridge again—there to rest concealed for another
hour or so, until it should be sufficiently dark to

enable him to efliect his entry into the shut-up
apartments.

"Yes -one more crime," said Lady Saxondale
to herself, as she approached the gate of the caatel- I

latcd mansion :
" one more crime—and then may I

hope for security and triumph !"

CHAPTER CLVI.

THE HEAD-CONSTABLE.

It was about half-past eight o'clock in the even-

ing, that the head-constable of Gainsborough

alighted from a gig at the gate of Saxondale Castle,

and proSered a request to the porter answering his

summons, that he might be allowed to speak a few

words with the Dowager Lady Saxondale,—adding

that if it were in any way inconvenient to her

ladyship, he would call again on tlie morrow ; and
that in any case he should not detain her many
minutes.

Lady Saxondale had shortly after dinner retired

to the library, under the pretence of writing letters

—but in reality to separate herself from the com-
pany of Edmund and Adelaide : for, as the reader

may suppose, they did not feel themselves very

comfortable in each other's presence—while any-

thing in the shape of pleasant and agreeable con-

versation, was altogether out of the question.

The young lord and his wife were by no means
sorry to be thus rid of the restraint and awkward-
ness created by her ladyship's society ; and they

cared but Utile what she did or whither she went

—for tlioy now felt assured that she was utterly

disarmed and completely in their power.

Lady Saxondale, we said, was in the library,

when a footman entered and delivered in precise

terms the message which the head-constable of

Gainsborough had sent in. At the first mention

of his name. Lady Saxondale was stricken with a

cold terror—a glacial chill which went quivering

through her even unto her very heart's core : but

nevertheless, at the distance which the footman

was standing from her in the spacious library, he

did not perceive that slie was thus swayed by any
unusual emotion. As he went on speaking, Lady
Saxondalc's presence of mind came back partially :

for she thought to herself that the message was
too civil, and that proposal of returning again on

the morrow if more convenient, was too unlike a

hostile proceeding, for the head-constable to have

any 8\ich intention. She therefore at once badn

the footman introduce the ollieial ; and during the

few minutes that elapsed ere the door again opened.

Lady Saxondale said to herself, "It is doubtless

relative to this discovery of yesterday : but how
can that dress be in any way nssoeiated with inc ?

What clue can liavc been obtained. Edmuiid and

Adelaide can have done nothing: no— I am euro

not! And then too, the courtesy which murka
the man's approach No, I have nothing to

fear
!"

Nevertheless, as Lady Saxondale possessed m
guilty conscience, she was far from being entirely

free from misgivings as tlic constable entered the

room ; and Iier large dark eyes Iwnt upon him the

penetrating look of englos' gliinccs, as he bowed
obsequiously in her presence. Her courage rose :

for slie saw that the man was himself somewliat

awkward and embarrassed— and the thought flashed

to her fliat it was probably altogether upon quit*

a different business ho had come.
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" I hope," he eaid, " that your ladyship will

pardon this intrusion—perhaps a most unwarrant-

able one: but in consequence of something that

has transpired, I feel it my duty to solicit a little

information at your ladyship's hands."
" Upon what subject ?" she inquired, with such

an outward display of calmnesj that not for a

Bingle moment could he fancy her to be inwardly

" It is relative to that unfortunate occurrence

—

that dreadful deed—which was perpetrated so

mysteriously a few months back ; and as there is

not as yet the slightest clue
"

These last words were productive of an infinite

relief to Lady Saxondale ; and resuming her own
seat, she motioned the constable to take a chair.

" I suppose you allude to the assassination of

the two women on the bank of the river ?" she

observed.

"It is so, my lady. That dress which your
ladyship saw yesterday, has been placed in my
hands. I am afraid that the subject may be a

delicate one "

" In what respect ?" asked Lady Saxondale,

•omewhat hastily.

" My lady, rumour did at the time whisper that

Lord Saxondale was somewhat intimately ac-

quainted with Miss Archer; and therefore it is

natural to understand how your ladyship may
dislike having the topic brought to your attention."

" But if it be necessary for the purposes of jus-

tice," was the response, given with a perfect main-
tenance of outward composure, "you must not

hesitato to speak, nor I to answer. You say that

no clue has been obtained to the discovery
"

" Not the slightest, my lady ; and that is the

reason I am anxious to glean as many particulars

as I can, no matter how trivial they may be. If

therefore I could learn for what purpose those

unfortunate women came into Lincolnshire at all

:

and also
"

" I will tell you candidly," interrupted Lady
Saxondale, assuming the merit of a frankness

which she felt convinced she might display with

all possible safety. "Yes—it is true that the

unfortunate Miss Archer was my son's mistress.

There was a desperate quarrel between them in

London : she felt aggrieved—she considered that

she had claims upon him—she addressed herself to

me. Indeed, I saw her within these walls the

Tcry day before that on which she and her servant

lost their lives. I could not then make up my
mind what to do in the matter. I had guests

staying in the castle—Lady Macdonald, Lady
Fiorina Staunton, her brother Lord Harold—while

Mr. Hawkshaw and other neighbours were constant

visitors. I was fearful that a character so well

known by sight as a somewhat conspicuous dancer

at the Opera, might be recognised by my guests

or my visitors. Moreover, ray son at the time

was engaged to be married to Lady Fiorina

Staunton ; and it would have been shocking for

that amiable and excellent girl to discover by any

means that his lordship's cast-off mistress— for this

in plain terms she was—was applying to me for

pecuniary redress."
" Naturally enough, niy lady," observed the

head-constable, gratified and proud at the mingled
crurteey and frankness with which he felt himself

to be treated.

I

"You can appreciate, therefore, my motives,"

I

continued her ladyship, " when I begged Mis*
Archer to give me time to think over the matter,

and not to seek my presence again save and ex-

cept under circumstances of the strictest secrecy.

In justice to myself—though reluctant indeed to

say a word against the dead—I must observe that

1 Miss Archer was very violent. Availing herself

of her knowledge of my son's engagement with
,
Lady Fiorina, she threatened an exposure; and
she herself, in a very peremptory manner, made
an appointment to call upon me again at the

castle between nine and ten o'clock in the evening
of the ensuing day, to know my decision. I con-

fess that I was angry ; and I declared that if she

came in a public manner—as, for instance, in any
vehicle to excite attention—I would not see her.

She became more humble ; and of her own accord

volunteered her readiness to come on foot, of

course being accompanied by her maid. To this

I had no objection : but little did I foresee what a
terrific peril the two fated women were destined

to encounter, and hoW dread was to be the catas-

trophe."
" I thank your ladyship for these explanations,"

said the constable, making a low bow.
" Of course," continued her ladyship, " when

the inquest was held, I saw no necessity for going

forward, or sending to communicate all these facts.

Consider, sir, a mother's feelings
"

" I can understand them fully," exclaimed the

constable ;
" and it was most natural that your

ladyship should study to save your son from what
might have been a little exposure—and at all

events would have had the effect of breaking off a

marriage which your ladyship at the time was
anxious he should contract. And now, my lady,

I have but one more word to say "

" I can anticipate what it is," exclaimed Lady
Saxondale. " You would ask me relative to the

cU-ess ?—and with the same frankness I have

hitherto shown, will I reply. The dress was mine ;

but therewith was connected a certain infamous

piece of scandal regarding me. You will not ask

me to repeat it : suffice it to say, it was false :

—

but Miss Archer had been led to believe it was
true. By certain means—no matter what—she

obtained possession of that dress ; and she pur-

posed to use it as a means of extortion in respect

to my piu-sc. When she called upon me, I re-

proached her bitterly for having adopted such

vile, base means ; and assured her that when she

again sought my presence, if she restored me not

that very costly costume which had been stcJen

from me yes, stolen from me 1 would not

listen to another word she might have to Si»y.

And now, my dear sir, with your goo.i sense, and

with your delicate appreciation of circumstances,

you can understand how it was that I did not

choose to recognise that dress, even when inspect-

ing it clos*'ly, on its being displayed by the labour-

ing man yesterday."
" To be sure not !" exclaimed the constable :

" your ladyship was not to place yourself in the

position of gi\-ing explanations to a peasant, and

before all the members of your household."

The official was indeed completely satisfied ol

the truth of every word which Lady Saxondale

had spoken ; for such was the seeming CrankuFM

of her maiinei and the candid openness <^ her
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look, that it was impossible to doubt her sm-

cerity.

" And now," she asked, " are there anj other

particulars which I can give you ?"

" None, my lady," responded the constable,

after a few moments' reflection.

"Of course," she went on to say, "you will

keep to yourself all that I have been telling you

:

for my daughter-inJaw is dotingly attached to

Lord Saxondale—and I do not mind confessing

to you, she is exceedingly jealous. Therefore, if

she heard that my son had ever been engaged

in such a liaison, with an opeia-dancer, she would

be very unhappy ; and inasmuch as these circum-

stances cannot really have the slightest connexion

with any clue to the discovery of the assassins of

those unfortunate women, it would be a mere
wanton infliction of pain upon certain members of

my family—indeed, upon us all—if the particulars

were flung abroad to be caught up by the greedy

tongue of scandal."
" Your ladyship may depend upon my discre-

tion," responded the constable, as he rose to take

his departure.

At this moment strange sounds reached the cars

of Lady Saxondale and the constable—ejaculations

I
loud and vehement—hurried and excited cries, as

if the castle were on fire, or as if an attack were

being made by banditti and the household were

being summoned to resistance. Her ladyship

started up with some suspicion of a new calamity :

the constable listened with all his ears, as if think-

ing that such a disturbance must more or less re-

gard his own official functions.

Suddenly the door of the library burst open;
and Lucilla, rushing in, exclaimed, " Oh, my lady !

thieves— robbers— bui-glars—murderers— in the

tapestry-rooms !"

Lady Saxondale's vague suspicion was thus con-

firmed in a moment ; and she grew pale as death.

That she should do so, appeared by no means
unnatural either to Lucilla or the constable,

—

considering the announcement whicli was thus

abruptly made : but little did they comprehend the

real reason which she had for being so affrighted.

"Thieves?" ejaculated the officer : and he sprang
to the door.

Lady Saxondale, quickly recovering her self-

possession,— or rather startled into it by the

sudden consciousness of some new and frightful

iangq- — sprang after the constable. They hur-

ried up the staircase. On the landing and in one
of the diverging corridors, some of the servants

were speeding along : Edmund and Adelaide, pre-

viously alarmed by the cries, had issued forth from
the drawing-room.

" What is it ? what is it ?" they demanded, as

tf speaking in one breath, and in a very excited

noanncr : tliough perhaps the young nobleman was
far more alarmed than his wife.

" Thieves !" cried Lucilla, who had followed Lady
fUxondalo and the constable.

"In the tapestry-rooms, my lord!— in the
tapfstry-rooms, my lady !" ejaculated one of the
footmen. " The steward, the butler, and several

others have shouted for assistance from the passage-
windows on the western side !"

Edmund rushed back into the drawing-room-
snatched up a poker—and coming forth again,

followed the rcbt towards the tapcstrv-rooms, I

taking good care however to be as much in the
rear as possible: for, as the reader is already
aware, he was very far from being the bravest

person in existence. As for Adelaide— she, much
more courageous, had fallen into the stream,

—

keeping pace with the constable and her mother-
in-law.

From this hurried description, an idea may be
formed of the confusion and excitement which
prevailed ; and when we add that several of the
servants carried lights in their hands, which
flamed and oscillated as they were borne rapidly

along, it may be well conceived that the spectacle

was altogether calculated to sustain that sensation

of wild interest and alarm. The constable, rushing

onward, soon outstripped most of the domestics:

Lady Saxondale kept close behind him : and Ade-
laide was not far distant. In this manner the

corridors and passages were soon threaded ; and aa

they entered the western side of the castle, the

sounds of loud voices, speaking in an excited

manner, and emanating from the chapel, guided
them all thither.

On enteruig that place, the spectacle which
burst on the view of Lady Saxondale, was Chillin

the Cannibal struggling desperately with the

steward, the butler, and two of the footmen.

These four, however, had got too strong a hold

upon him, and were maintaining their grasp too

tenaciously, either to allow the rulPian to escape,

or to do them much harm. His heavy boots cer-

tainly inflicted a few severe kicks upon their shins:

but his arms were held fast— and when he endea-

voured to butt at them, and even to bite, with all

the ferocity of a savage beast, they were perfectly

strong enough as well as sufficiently brave and
resolute to retain him in their clutch. The head-

constable, now darting forward, put an end to the

fellow's desperate struggles, by seizing Ids h-gs and
thus causing him to fall heavily on the pavement
of the chapel—a proceeding which well nigh brought

down with equal force those who held lum.

No sooner was Chillin the Cannibal thus pros*

trate, when handkerchiefs were promptly put is

requisition to bind his limbs ; and the rutiian was
now overcome and powerless. Aj he lay flat on
his back, he cast his grim savage looks around

:

his eyes encountered those of Lmly Saxondale

;

and not quicker is the lightning-flash athwart the

sky, than was the glance which she flung upon
him, significantly bidding him to remain quiet and
hold his peace. There was promise in t4iat look

;

iMid the thought darted into Chilliii's mind, that it

would be much better for liim to keep silent, and
not proclaim to those present his acquaintance

with her ladyship,—as by so doing, ho wouhl only

convert her into an enemy, whereas she might pos-

sibly serve him as a friend.

" Now, make the fellow sit up," exclaimed the

constable, " while we determine how he is to bo

disposed of: for I presume he was found as an
intruder here, and is but little likely to give a good
account of himself."

The flomestics lifted the Cannibal up, and placwl

him on a stone bench against one of the walls. At
this instant Lr)rd Saxondale entered the chapel;

and the moment his eyes lighted upon tlic Can-

nibal, an ejaculation of astonishment escnj)od his

lips: for he at <mcc recognised the man who had

delivered him from iniprisonmcut at Dr. Eernry'i
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house. The looks of all present inslautaneously

settled upon the young nobleman,—his mother
being as much astonished as the rest: for she

knew not that Chiffin was the author of his re-

lease—neither was she aware that her son and that

ruffian could have ever met before.
" Now then," growled the Cannibal, as an idea

suddenly struck him, " you will perhaps let me go,

when his lordship tells you that I have done him
a service in my time ; and it was natural enow
that I should come here to ask for a recom-
pense."

"Ah, that voice!" cried Lucilla, who at the

moment entered the chapel,—she having kept
completely in the rear of the livuig stream. " That
voice ! Yes—it is the same !"

The domestics at once understood what Lucilla

meant ; and the hcad-constablc glanced towards
her ladyship for instructions, or at least for some
sugirestion wliat course was now to be adopted,

inasmuch as her son did not deny Chiflin's asser-

tion that he lay under an obligation to him.
" You hold your tongue, young o'oman," said

the Cannibal, addressing himself to Lucilla. " You
never saw or heard me before, I know ! And his

lordship will very soon tell you all that I am a

highly respectable genclman, although somewhat
under a cloud at present."

" Yes—it is perfectly true," exclaimed Edmund,
" that this man did me a great service :"—then
thinking that it would seem very odd if he did not

flpecifically mention what it was, he added, " When
I was shut up in a certain place the other day, he
helped me out of it."

"All this appears so very extraordinary," ob-

served the head-constable of Gainsborough, " that

it must be calmly and deliberately looked into.

In the first place, I should like to know under
what cii'cumstances the man was discovered within

these walls P"
" I will explain," said the steward. " In con-

sequence of something which took place a few
weeks back, I have considered it to be my duty
to visit the shut-up apartments on this side of the

building every evening ; and as there are a great

many rooms to inspect—and moreover, as one docs

not exactly like to come here alone—I have usually

been accompanied by three or four of the other

domestics. Well, on coming into the chapel just

now, I thought I heard the sounds of footsteps

retreating into the cloister. I cried out for my
comrades to hasten hither. They came : and wc
discovered this fellow crouching behind one of the

monuments. Three of us tried to drag him out,

while another hastened to the passage-window

—

threw it open—and shouted for assistance: for we
did not know but what there might be more
of them concealed in the place. The fellow

utruggled desperately, as you may have seen
"

" But M\ me," said the constable, " to what
circumstances you allude as having induced you
to visit these rooms ?—and what did the young
woman mean by her ejaculation which seemed
to imply that she recognised this individual's

voice ;-"

"One word, sir," ixdaimod Lady Saxondale,

now thinking it liigli time to interfere. " It ap-

pears that his lonlsliip, my scm, has received a

service at this person's hands; and as he himself

hue observed, it was natuial ho should come to

ask for a reward. Perhaps he did not like to pre-

sent himself in the usual manner at the castle-

gate, and therefore obtained stealthy entrance in
the hope of finding an opportunity to speak to hia

lordship."

" Yes — that's exactly what it is," growled
Chiffin. " I was afraid that if I rang at the bell,

some of these powdered flunkies would order me
off, just because 1 don't happen to have my Sunday
clothes on : and so I thought "

" You had better hold your tongue," said the
constable sternly. " I can assure you that although
her ladyship, in the goodness of her heart may be
inclined to put the most favourable construction

on your proceeding, I am not to be equally misled.

Young woman," he added, turning to Lucilla,
" how is it that this man's voice waa at once
familiar to you ?"

" Lucilla, do you hear the constable speak to

you ?" cried La<ly Saxondale : but she only thus

addressed the maid, in order to have an oppor-

tunity and an excuse for accosting her ; and has-

tening up to the spot where she was standing, she

added in a hurried whisper, " Not a word of the

real truth ! Say it was a mistake !"

" Now, young woman," exclaimed the constable,
" don't you hear that your mistress orders you to

speak out ? You need not be afraid : this man
can do you no harm now."

" I think I can tell the story for her," observed

the steward, naturally fancying that Lucilla waa
cowed and over-awed by the terror of the Can-
nibal's presence. " The fact is, sir," he went on
to say, addressing the head-constable, " there was
a sort of burglarious entrance effected here a few
weeks back : the maid there was alarmed by the

entrance of persons into the room where she slept

;

and now, as you perceive, she has recognised the

voice of one of them."

The steward did not at the time remember the

injunction which he himself, as well as all the

other servants had received, from Mr. Denison
and Mr. Hawkshaw not to give publicity to the

incident which he had been explaining. In the

excitement of the present circumstance he utterly

lost sight of that injunction.
" This grows very serious," observed the he^id-

constable : and now he surveyed Chiffin more
attentively than he h;\d previously done. " Either

I have seen you before," he went on to say, in •
sort of musing tone ;

" or else I have read a very

accurate description of you "

" No, not of me, sir," responded the Cannibcl

:

' it's quite a mistake. I am an honest hard*

working man."
" "WHiat is your name ? where do you live ? and

can you get anybody to speak to your character?"

demanded the constable.

" My name is Brown, sir. I live in London
when I'm at home Ask his lordship there

whether I ain't a very respectable man ?"

" Faith ! I know nothing at all alniut you,"

ejaculated Saxondale, Viifha su{)ercilious haul^^ur.

"All I know is tiiat you delivered me out of

a certain place ; and if I had met yo>j. and you
had asked for a reward, I should certainly haTe

given it."

Meanwhile the head-constable had been scruti-

nizing Chitlin with still more miinitoness, imtd h»
origuial suspicion was confirmed —that in some way



TBI MTSTBHIES OP THK COUEI.

or another the fellow, both by his features and his

dress, was not altogether unfamiliar to him. Kc-

coUecting that he had a bundle of certain papers

in his possession, ho drew them forth : and step-

ping somewhat aside, began turning them over

one after the other, by the aid of a candle which

he beckoned to one of the footmen to hold close

for the purpose.
" Come, my lord," said Chiffin, now getting very

uneasy, " do speak a good word in my favour.

Don't be ungrateful on account of what I did for

your lordship."

But at this moment an ejaculation burst from

the lips of the head-constable—an ejaculation of

mingled horror and astonishment : and then, as

suddenly resuming his wonted oiBcial composure,

he said, " There is not the slightest necessity for

carrying this investigation any farther. The man
is my prisoner on a far more serious charge tlian

any which might at first be brought against him.

His name is Chiffin—and he is a mm-derer !"

Cries of horror burst from the lips of many
present. The Cannibal, perceiving that he was
recognised from a printed description which the

head-constable had in his possession, said not an-

otlier word^but reflected gloomily within himself

upon the chances of Lady Saxondale endeavouring

to do anything to save him.
" It now remains for consideration," the con-

stable went on to say, " how we can best dispose

of the fellow until the morning : for I should not

like the risk of taking him away while it is dark

—

he would endeavour to escape."

"Her ladyship," observed the Steward, "will

permit me tfnd some of the others to help you
convey him over to Gainsborough."

" No— let the constable have his own way,"

Lady Saxondale hastened to observe. " He knows
best ; and he is responsible for the safe custody of

his prisoner."

The oflicial reflected for a few moments. He
thought to himself that as Chiflin was such a

desperate character, it miglit be perilous to venture

his removal in ihc care of the servants of her lady-

ship's household ; and that it would be much
better to wait until daylight, and then convey

him in the charge of his own policc-ofilcers before

the nearest magistrate for identification, so that

with proper authority he might be removed up to

London. Besides, the head-constable had an eye

to the reward for Cbifiin's apprehension; and it

would not at all answer his purpose to afford the

fellow the slightest opportunity to escape under

the cover of darkness. He looked around ; and
he thought to himself that the chapel where this

scene took place, would serve as a secure prison

until the morning. But in order to make sui-e, he
took a light in his hand, and was about to investi-

gate the chapel more narrowly,— when Lady
Saxondale, as if divining bis intention, said, " You
are perfectly welcome to leave him here if you
choose. The door has strong bolts and bars : the

windows of the chapel and the cloister have iron

gratings; and there is no possible means of

egress."

" Besides," added the constable, " I will myself
keep wat<;h upon him throughout the night ; and I

Bhall take the liberty of asking one of your lady-

ship's servants to go over to Gaimiborough early

in the moruing, and bring half-a-dozen of my men,
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so that we will take good care to keep him secure.

I thank your ladyship for your offer, which I there-

fore accept."

Lady Saxondale darted, unperceived by any one
else, a quick glance of intelligenae upon the Can-
nibal, who fully comprehended that she had some
friendly purpose in view in thus interfering to pro-

cure lus stay there. He wore an appearance of

gloomy and savage sullenness : but yet hope was
in the ruffian's breast—for he knew that her lady-

ship was too astute and clever to be easily baflled

in any project on which she had set her mind, and
that she would devise some plan of outwitting the

vigilance of the chief constable. This official now
requested those present to withdraw,—he himself

issuing forth from the chapel last of all. As her

ladyship had observed, tlie door had massive bars

and bolts ; and these were all secured. There was
moreover a key fastening a padlock. This key the

head-constable secured about his own person. He
then inquired if there were any pistols in the

castle ? The steward at once volunteered the loan

of a pair vrhich he had recently purchased ; and
these were placed in the constable's possession. A
sofa was brought out into the passage from one of

the tapestry-rooms, and was stationed against the

chapel-door. A lamp was placed in a window-
recess ; and Lady Saxondale gave instructions that

food and wine should be supplied for the consta-

ble's use.

These arrangements being completed, and it

being now late, her ladyship directed the domestics

to seek their respective chambers—at the same
time observing that none of them need labour

under any apprehension of being disturbed in the

night, as it was evident the prisoner was too well

guai-ded to have the slightest chance of effecting

his escape. It was however some time before the

servants separated,—the incidents of the evening,

and the presence of a njurderer beneath those

walls, being sufficient to excite them, and afford

ample scope for their garrulous comments. I.ucilla

was particularly questioned as to whether she was
certain that ChitFui's voice was the same she had
heard on the memorable night when her repose

was intruded upon ?—and as she coiiGdently per-

sisted in an alRrmative response, the wonder of the

domestics was more than ever excited at the cir-

cumstance that Lord Harold Staunton could have

connected himself with such a dreadful character.

But that Lady Saxondale had any previous know-
ledge of Chifiin, was not for a moment 8usj)ected.

Throughout the scene in the chapel, she had main-

tained an admirable show of external composure

;

and the significant glances she had flung upon

Chiffin, had passed entirely unperceived by all save

him to whom they were directed.

On quitting the chapel, her ladyship did not

join Edmund and Adelaide in the drawing-room :

she did not choose to converse with them on this

new incident which had occurred ; but nK once

sought her own chamber, and having dispensed

with Lucilla's attendance, sat down to rcflcot upon

the best course which was now to be adopted.

The render will full well understand that Lady

Saxondale had purposed to employ the Cannibal as

an agent for ridding her of the one great obstacle

that was now in her pnthw ay : namely, Adelaide.

That she could still succeed in making Chiffin'i

services thus horribly and terribly available, sh*
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did not imagine : but having once brouijht hersolf

to look the idea of this now criiuo fixedly in the

face, she resolved that it should be perpetrated hy

some moans or another. Therefore she did not

renounce her intention of making one more des-

perate effort to consolidittc her own power, and

pursue the career fiom which fur a moment the

incident of the iiiasi]iicrading-dre89 had threatened

to divert her al together. If she had suddenly pur-

posed to fly from Enghind, now that Chiflin was

taken captive, she would have abandoned him to

his fate, desperately reckless of whatsoever he

might choose to say <jf her : but as she had made
up her mind to remain, and prosecute her schemes

to the end, it was absolutely necessary to bear a

friendly part towards that man, and aid him to

escape, so that he should not be led into any dis-

agreeable revelations with regard to antecedent

circumstances.

Lady Saxondale therefore decided that ChifEn

the Cannibal should be enabled to effect his escape :

but how was this to be done ? The windows of

the chapel and the cloister were all protected by

massive iron bars, as her ladyship had intimuted

when directing the constable's attention to the

fact; and the constable himself was keeping watch

outside the chapel-door, which was barred, bolted,

and locked. Nevertheless, Lady Saxondale could

afford to smile at these circumstances,—inasmuch

as there was a secret connected with the cloister

known to no living soul except herself. Many
long years back her husband had communicated it

to her ; and as it was a sort of hereditary mystery

picscrved in the family, she had never revealed it

to other ears.

She sat in her chamber till midnight : and then,

having ascertained by listening that the castle was

all quiet, and that the servants had at length se-

parated to their respective chambers, she prepared

for the enterprise which she had in hand. First

Bhe took from her writing-desk a sum of money,

amounting to a couple of hundred pounds in notes

and gold : and this she wmpped up in a small

parcel. Then, with the lamp in her hand, she

descended to the library ; and opening a small

cupboard underneath one of the bookcases, she

took from that recess a moderate-sized key. This,

through long disuse, had become encrusted with

rust : Lady Saxondale accordingly returned to her

own chamber, and provided herself with a small

bottle of hair-oil from her toilet-table. She like-

wise took some lucifer matches and a pen-knife
;

and again descended the stairs. On reaching the

great entrance-hall, she extinguished the lamp;
but still carrying it in her hand, passed out into

the quadrangular court on which the buildings

looked. The night was dark as pitch : there was
consequently iio danger of her being observed by

any one who might not as yet have retired to rest.

But as she glanced up at the windows on every

side, she saw that one light was alone burning

;

and this was at the casement of the passage whore
tlxe head-constable of Gainsborough was keeping

watch.

Lady Saxondale crossed the quadrangle, and
•topped at a small low door in the north-western

angle. SUc tried the key : but, as she had anti-

cipated, it was too rusty to turn in the lock. She
oiled it ; and another essay proved successful—the

door opened—and she crossed the tlireshold. Wlicu

inside, she cUised the door ; and then, by the aid

<jf the lueifer-matches with which she was pro-

vided, re-lighted her lamp. She found herself at

the entrance of a narrow stone palsage, which led

forward into utter darkness, and where the chill

struck like myriads of ice-shafts penetrating

through her brain and to her very heart's core.

She shuddered—her teeth chattered—and she was
seized with a racking pain in the head through the

intensity of the cold : it seemed as if ice had been
suddenly applied to her temples. But the air was
pure—or at least free from mephitic vapours ; and
thus was it evident that the premises which she

was entering, had apertures for the currents of the

atmosphere to pass through.

She j)roceeded along the narrow stone passage,

—advancing cautiously lest any of the masonry
should have fallen in, and thus create a stumbling

block iu her way. But such was not the case :

the mass of stonework forming the walls on either

side, and the arching ceiling, was as solid and
Compact as if this corridor had been hollowed out

of a granite rock itself: for the old castle appeared

not to belong to time, but unto eternity. The
passage was about twenty yards in length ; and it

terminated with a spiral ascent of steps, all of th»

hardest stone. Up these did Lady Saxondale

mount ; and in a few miuutes she entered a long

narrow apartment—or rather an enclosure of solid

masonry—in which were the stone mausolea en-

closing the coffins of those long-dead ancestors of

the Saxondale family whose monuments were in

the cloister above. For this vault—if such it

could be termed, which was not underground—was
precisely beneath the cloister itselQ and exactly

corresponding with it in dimensions. Several

loop-holes on the western side- namely, the one

overlooking the river—admitted the currents of

fresh air. Awful was the silence and deadly the

chill which prevailed in this place,—a silence fitted

for the place of tombs—a chill such as that which
sweeps fx-om the sounding sea-lashed shores of

Labrador. Lady Saxondale shuddered again—but

it was more wita the cold than with fear: for this

woman of the most powerful mind, feared her

crimes far more on account of what the living

might do to her as the consequences thereof, than

for any superstitious terrors which their memory
might conjure up.

The stone mausolea enclosing the coffins of th«

long-dead ancestors of the house of Saxondale,

stood in due order along the walls : and in the

middle of the pl.iee was an ascent of stone steps

reaching up to the ceiling—a height of about

seven feet. In that stone ceiling, or roof, they

appeared to terminate. Lad}- Saxondale ascended

a few of these steps, until her head nearly touched

the masonry above ; and then, with the lamp, she

carefully examined the stonework which was thus

overhead. An iron knob set in a slight hollow of

one of the stones, soon arrested her gaze: and
against this knob did she press her hand firmly.

It yielded somewhat to her touch : the stonework

began slowly to move overhead—until at length

an aperture was formed large enough for her to

pass through. She ascended ; and in a few mo-
ments stood in the cloister leatling out of the

chapel. The huge colossal figure of the armod
warrior had turned almost completely round : lor

it moved upon a vertical pivot, and the base of it«
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pedestal had thus been contrived to form that

fiecret moans of communication between the cloister

and the place of tombs.

Lady Saxondale passed on towards the chapel

—

but slowly and cautiously ; for she was fearful lest

the Cannibal, on perceiving a light approaching,

might in an access of superstitious alarm give vent

to an ejaculation that would reach the car of the

constable keeping watch on the other side of the

chapel door. But the man whom she came thus to

succour, was as little prone to superstitious fears

as herself; and moreover, he had all along been

expecting some assistance on the part of her lady-

ship —though he had been bewildering hiraselt in

conjectures how it could be possibly afforded, or

from what quarter it would come. Nevertheless,

being to a certain extent prepared, Chiffin no
sooner caught a glimpse of the first glimmering
rays which the lamp threw into the chapel, as Lady
Saxondale approached from the cloister—than he

knew full well who was nigh at hand.

We should observe that the villain had been so

firmly and effectually bound with the handker-

chiefs which had been fastened on his arms and
legs, that all his endeavours to rid himself of those

bonds had proved ineffectual ; and he had there-

fore remained on the stone bench where the con-

stable and the domestics had deposited him. As
Lady Saxondale emerged from the cloister and
came into his presence, his features expanded into

a look of grim satisfaction : and really, if Chitfin

were ever capable of a grateful sentiment, he ex-

perienced it now towards one who did not desert

him in the hour of his most bitter need. She

placed her finger upon her lips to enjoin silence

;

and then with the knife which she had brought,

proceeded to cut the handkerchiefs which so firmly

bound him. In a few moments he was thus far

free.

Motioning him to gather up the severed ker-

chiefs and take them with him,^so that his disap-

pearance from the chapel might in the morning
seem all the more mysterious, and be all the more
incomprehensible,—she led the way back towards

the statue ; and the Cannibal stared in astonish-

ment on perceiving that this colossal figure had
turned almost completely round, and in thus

moving away fi-oni the spot it was wont to occupy,

had disclosed a small square aperture. Lady
Saxondale descended first : and on reaching the

bottom of the steps in the place of tombs, held the

lamp in such a manner as to aid the Cannibal in

following her. She then ascended a few of the

Bteps again ; and by once more pressing the knob,

made the imago turn round int(^its proper place

— the pedestal again hermetically sealing the

secret aperture.
" Follow me," she said to the Cannibal : and

these were the first words that were spoken from
the instant she had appeared in his presence on
this occasion.

" 1 am uncommon obliged to your ladyship for

thus thinking i)f an old pal," responded Chilfin,

wiiose heart was exultant : for he already felt as if

he breathed the fresh air of freedom. " But about

that there little business you was coming to speak

to me of -"

" Enough ! it cannot be done now," interrupted

Lady Saxondale in a peremptorj' manner — and
not without a feeling of intense disgust at the

familiarity with which the coarse ruffian addressed
her. " You have not a moment to lose : you must
make the best of your way hence. Without
halting must you speed so long as the darkness
favours you : for there will be a loud hue and cry,

and doubtless a fierce pursuit in the morning."
" All right, my lady," responded Chiffin :

" de-

pend upon it 1 will show 'em a clean pair of

heels. There isn't no manner of mistake about
that."

"Ah ! one word, by the bye!" qaculated Lady
Saxondale, as if struck by a sudden recollection.
" It appears, then, that you were the person who
liberated my son. Lord Saxondale, from Dr. Fer-
ney's house ?"

" Yes, ma'am—I h(>d that honour : and uncom-
mon neat it was done, too, I can tell you. I sup-

pose he was locked up unbeknown to you ?"

" Silence—and speak not save in answer to my
questions," interrupted Lady Saxondale imperi-

ously. " Now, tell me, by whom were you en-

gaged to accomplish this achievement ?"

" Two gentlemen, one of whom was a foreigner,

—a mounseer, I should say by the cut of him."
" Ah ! and his name ?" cried Lady Saxondale.
" I don't know it. His friend's name was

Lawson ; and lives in Clifford Street, Bond
Street."

"But this Frenchman—was he a young and
handsome man ?" inquired Lady Saxondale.

"Yes—a matter of five or six-and-twenty, I
should say: tall— slender—but uncommon well

made. He wore a black moustachio. I hadn't

an idea that a Frenchman could be such a tidy

looking feller."

" It is the same : there can be no doubt of it—

^

the Count de St. Grerard !" thought Lady Saxon-

dale to herself: then speaking aloud, she added,
" And these two gentlemen, you say, employed you
to liberate my son ? Toll me the circumstances."

Chiffin accordingly explained how he encoun-

tered the two gentlemen at the Three Cadgers—
how they engaged him to proceed to the neighbour-

hood of Dr. Burdett's to reconncitre—how he dis-

covered that Lord Saxondale had been removed

to Dr. Forney's—and how it was arranged that he

should accomplish the young nobleman's libera-

tion. Chifiin went on to explain by what means
he had effected the purpose—how a post-chaise

was in readiness in Hanover Square—how Mr.

Lawson and the French gentleman, both muffled

in cloaks, were on the spot—and how Lawson ex-

changed a few words with Lord Saxondale."

"And the Frenchman," exclaimed Lady Saxon-

dale,
—" did he speak to my son ?"

" No— not a word," responded Chiffin. " I

remember he kept himself altogether apart, stand-

ing on one side and merely looking on."
" Recollect, if you can, what Mr. Lawson said

to my son."
" He merely told him that he didn't want no

thanks ; and it wasn't necessary to give any ex-

planations. Ah I I remember—Mr. Lawson also

told his lordship that he was to get off into Lin-

colnshire as quick as possible, to join his wife

there, and she w^ould give him all explanations.

Yes—and something else loo," coutuiucd the Can-

nibal, as the circumstances came back by degreei

to his memory ; " Mr. Lawson said that you waa

in London -that your son's wile had had a con-



THB MTSTEEIES OV THE COtTBT. 331

ersation with you—and that it was absolutely

necessary for him to reach Saxondale Castle as

quick as possible. And this was all that took

place on the occasion."
" Enough !" muttered Lady Saxondale : and

fien after a few moments' reflection she added

aloud, "Come—we must move onward. Follow

me."
She again led the way, holding the lamp in her

hand. Down the spiral staircase they went : the

stone passage was threaded— and the little low

door gave them egress into the quadrangle. But
we should observe that ere this door was again

opened, her ladyship extinguished the lamp. The
threshold being crossed, she re-locked the door

;

and with her handkerchief carefully wiped over

the spot were the key-hole was set, so that in case

any of the oil should have oozed forth, the traces

thereof might be effectually made to disappear.

And now she guided the Cannibal across the

court-yard
J
and they entered the castle. Again

was the lamp lighted :—for a few moments they

halted in the entrance-hall ; and there Lady Sax-

ondale placed the money-parcel in the Cannibal's

hand, intimating how much it contained.

"For heaven's sake," she continued, in a low

whisper, "get out of the country as quick as you

can. Remember, if you be recaptured, I can do

nothing more for you. And should it happen that

you are thus unfortunate —should you, in a word,

be retaken — let me hope that whatever may
ensue, you will have a sufiicient sense of becoming

gratitude to maintain the strictest silence as to all

that has at any time passed between you and

"Don't be alarmed, my lady," replied Chiffin, as

he eagerly clutched the money thus given to him.
" If I do come to dance upon nothing at Tuck-up

Fair, I will be mum as a mouse about your lady-

ship."

Lady Saxondale made no observation in reply

to this assurance, which was given in terms so

horribly ludicrous and revoltingly jocular : but she

proceeded at once to afford the man egress from

the castle. He disappeared from her view in the

darkness of the night : and she now breathed

freely as she retraced her way to her own apart-

ment.

At an early hour in the morning—long before

it was light—a groom, mounted on horseback, set

off for Gainsborough ; and by about nine o'clock

he returned, accompanied by a post-chaise con-

taining four constables. They came well armed
and provided with hand-cuffs : for the groom had

failed not to tell them what a desperate character

was to be dealt with.

The head-constable had remained all niglit at

his post in the passage where the sofa was placed

against tlie chap«J-door. He had not slept a

wink ; and if every now and then he felt a sen-

sation of drowsiness coming over him, he had risen

to pace to and fro and shake it off. Ue had

scarcely touched the wino which was furnished

him ; and he had chiefly employed the long weary

hours in thinking of the manner in wliich he

might best lay out the reward he was to obtain

for handing over the formidable and ferocious

murderer to the authorities in London. JIc did

Bot choose to run the sligliti'iit risk of losing him

by speuin^r the chaprl-door until the arrival of hib

subordinates from Giuinsborough. When they

came, they were at once conducted to the passag*

where their principal awaited them ; and three or

four of the men-servants of the household accom-

panied them, not merely from motives of curiosity

to have another glimpse of the terrible miscreant,

but likewise as an additional guarantee against

any possible demonstration of violence on his

part.

The sofa was drawn away—the door was opened
—the head-constable, with loaded pistols in his

hands, advanced into the chapel: but Ciiilliu was

not on the seat where he had been deposited.

This circumstance excited no suspicion : bound
though he were, he might have managed to drag

himself away to some other spot. Into the cloister

did the head-constable and his followers accord-

ingly pass : but no ChilBn was to be seen. Tliey

looked behind the monuments : the prisoner was

not there. Consternation and dismay appeared

upon the countenances of the head-constable ana
his subor linates : but one of the footmen sug-

gested that there could be no doubt the object of

their search would be found in the vestiary. The
door was thrown open : but still no Chilliu. Tiiat

he could have desceoiled into the vaults, was not

possible,—inasmuch as the huge bolt of the door

leading thither from the vestiary, was firm in its

socket. Every nook and corner was searched

:

but still no Chiflln ! The (-onstables and tlie foot-

men surveyed each other in downriglit dismay,

mingled with bewilderment. How could he have

escaped ? Not even the handkerchiefs with which

he had been bound, were to be seen. Tiie win-

dows were examined : not a pane of glass was
broken—not an iron bar was wrenched out.

Well indeed might those present at this fruitless

search, be confounded ! That a man whose limbs

were so firmly fastened, should have thus disap-

peared without leaving behind the slightest trace

of the mode and manner of his flight, seemed to

be invested with a preternatural mystery. Had
he evaporated into thin air ? or had Satan coma
to claim his due, thereby anticipating the hang-

man's w ork ? Not for a moment was it suspected

that the head- constable had connived at his escape

:

for his subordinates knew him too well to enter-

tain such an idea;— and moreover, they, as well

as the footmen, at once perceived that if he had
done so he would have b<en literally Hinging away
the reward offered for the fellow's apprehension

;

as it could not be for an icstant supposed that

Chifhu had, concealed about his person, a larger

sum than the amount thus offered, so as to have

been enabled to tempt the head-constable with

such a su|)crior bribe.

The mystery was indeed, as Lady Saxondale

had foreseen, perfectly beyond the most extra-

vagant and the wildest of conjecture. The news
spread through the castle; and the utmost ex-

citement prevailed. Her ladyship, as a matter

of course, aflVcteil the supremest astonishment

;

and she accompanied the constables in a fresh

seaj'ch throughout the chapel and the cloist<)r.

But all was in vain, as she very well knew it

would be ; an<l the disconilited myrmidons of jus-

tice took their way back to Gainsborough, not

without the idea that the Kvil One nmst indeed

have bud a hand in so mybterious a busuiess.
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CHAPTER CLVII.

THE LAST PLOT.

Two days after the incidents which we have just

related, Lady Saxondale said to Edmund and

Adelaide after breakfast, "To-morrow mominj^ I

purpose to leave you. The warfare is at an end

between us. That we can part with very friendly

feelings, is not to be supposed : but at least let us

separate in peace, and with a resolve to think

on either side as little of the unpleasant past as

possible."

" Well, mother," answered Edmund, " I don't

want to vex or annoy you, although there are

many things which might induce me to do so."

" No," observed Adelaide ; " we will not have

more angry words :"—but she could not repress a

look of exultation at the thought that she was

now completely triumphant, and that Lady Saxon-

dale was utterly humiliated.

"Yes—to-morrow," said the latter, "imme-
diately after breakfast, I shall leave Saxondale

Castle—most likely for ever ! It is my intention

to repair to the Continent, and to live in tranquil

seclusion for the remainder of my days. Again

therefore do I beseech that the last few hours wo

are to spend in each other's society, may be em-

bittered as little as possible by allusions to the

past."

Her ladyship thus spoke in order to throw

Edmund and Adelaide completely off" their guard :

and for the purpose of still more convincing them

of her sincerity, she wore a desponding, a dejected,

and a humiliated look, as if feeling herself com-

pletely vanauished and prostrated. But all the

while she had a certain plan agitating in her

thoughts,—a plan which, if successfully carried

out, would net merely rid her of Adelaide, but

would place Edmund completely in her power. It

was a hideous and a diabolical plan—the most

fiendlike which had ever yet entered the mind of

this desperate and unscrupulous woman. If tliere

be degrees in guilt— if there be shades and hues,

some deeper and darker than others, in the sphere

of criminality—then assuredly had Lady Saxondale

prepared to stain her soul with the blackest and

the deadliest of all.

After having spoken at the breakfast-table in

the manner already described, she wandered about

from room to room, collecting such of her trinkets

as she fancied to take with her, or might seem to

fancy for such a purpose : and in short, she ap-

peared occupied with her preparations for de-

parture. But all the while she was watching ft)r

an oj>portuuity to speak to Edmund alone ; and

this opportunity was somewhat dillicult to be

obtained, inasmu<;h as Adelaide kept almost inces-

santly with her husband. But just before luneheon-

time, Adelaide ascended to hor chamber to make
some little change in her toilet ; and Lady Saxon-

dale, anticipating this movcnu^nt, watched her

from her own room as she passed along the passage

Phc then glided to the apartment where she hoped

to encounter Edmund : nor was she disappointed

—for she found hiin there alone.

"Edmund—dearest Edmund," she hastily said,

adopting a tone and manner of allV-ctionatc kind-

n«6s,—" it is absolutely necessary I should have

half-an-hour's conversation with you. You know
not the importance of the matter on which I thus

seek to enlighten you Yes, terribly euUghten
you ! You are in danger—you stand upon m
precipice—and I alone can save you !"

When Lady Saxondale first began speaking

with that air of seeming kindness, Edmund gave
one of his insolently supercilious smiles, and was
about to tell her " not to bother him :" but the

concluding words that thus met his ears, and the

awfully impressive tone and look of warning which
accompanied them, struck terror to his heart.

" What do you mean, mother ?" he said- "Pray
don't keep me in suspense."

" I cannot tell you now. Adelaide will return

in a few minutes : she must not see us speaking
together !"

" Then is it about her ?" demanded Edmund,
nervously.

" Do not question me now. I will tell you all

presently : you shall then judge whether what I

have to say is important or not. But I charge

you not to breathe a syllable to your wife ! Do not

let her perceive there is any new secret between

us ! You must give me ma opportunity
"

" I know how !" quickly interrupted Edniund,

who was most seriously frightened. " When I go

up to dress for dinner, I will steal out of my toilet-

room and come to your chamber."

"I will be there," answered Lady Saxondale.

"And now compose yourself I—be as usual towards

Adelaide ! You know not how much depends upon
your behaviour in this respect

!"

Having thus spoken. Lady Saxondale hurried

from the room, and flitted back to her own cham-
ber. There she remained about ten minutes until

the bell rang for luncheon, when she proceeded to

the apartment where it was served. Edmund and

Adelaide were already there ; and a glance showed

her that the former was maintaining his wonted

demeanour towards his wife—so that her ladyship

felt assured she had succeeded in thoroughly

frightening the young nobleman into silence.

When the repast was over. Lady Saxondale retired

altogether to her own chamber ; and remained

there, occupied with her thoughts, until about

half-past six o'clock,—when the door opened, and

Edmund made his appearance.
" Now, mother, for heaven's sake what is it ?"

he exclaimed, his looks showing how strong was

the impression which her words had made upon
him in the middle of the day.

" You must be calm, Edmund—you must sum-

mon all your courage and all your sclf-posscssiou

to your aid ! Indeed, you never in all your life

roquii-od the exercise of the strongest poMcr of

self-control so much as you do at present."

" Go on, mother ! I will do as you tell mc

!

See, I am composed. Now, wlfct is it ?"

"Did you ever hear, Edmund, of a certain

Count dc St. Grcrard ?"—and .is Lady Saxondale

thus spoke, she fixed her large dark eyes penetrat-

ingly upon the young man's mean and ignoble

countenance, to ascertain the impression which the

mention of that name would create.

" St. Gerard ? Yes, to be sui-e !" he answered,

a strong feeling of jealousy at once spruigiiig up

within him.
" And you have read—or you have heard," con-

tinued her ladyship, " the full particulars of
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Adelaide's trial in Paris, upwards of two yeaii

ago."
" Yes—I have read it, every syllable

!"

" And the name of the Count de St. Gerard

figured therein ?"

" It did, mother. But what then ? Was it

not shown "

" Never mind what seemed to be shown," in«

terrupted Lady Saxondale impressively. " I tell

you that the Count de St. Gerard was Adelaide's

paramour !"

" If I thought it !" muttered Edmund, becoming

paie as death.
" If you thought it ?" echoed Lady Saxondale.

" I tell you it is true ! And what is more, that

same Count de St. Gerard has followed Adelaide

to England—and he has written to her."
" Mother, this is some tale of your's to answer

some new purpose !"—and Edmund stopped short,

for his teeth were set suddenly with a cold parox-

ysm of concentrated rage.

" Foolish boy ! what object have I noto to gain

in deceiving you ? Am I not to leave Lincolnshire

to-morrow—and to quit the country in a few days ?

It is your very Ufe which is at stake ! I tell you
the Count de St. Gerard is in England—and she

who murdered one husband for the sake of her

paramour, will not scruple to do the same by an-

other ! Edmund, are you aware who was the

author of your release from Dr. Forney's house ?"

" I don't know," quickly responded the young
nobleman. " That man CliilRu

"

"Yes—but by whom, think you, he was em-
ployed ?" interrupted Lady Saxondale. " The
Count de St. Gerard ! He v.'as one of the two
gentlemen whom you met in Hanover Square,

where the post-chaise was in readiness."

" Ah !" ejaculated Edmund, quivering from head

to foot with a cold terror. " Those two gentlemen
were muffled in cloaks : one was evidently an
Englishman—the other, I recollect, never spoke
a syllable during the few moments we were to-

gether "

" And that other who spoke not, and who
stood a little aside," added Lady Saxondale,
" was the Count de St. Gerard ! Was he not a
tall, slender young man—about six-and-twcnty
—of very gontccl appearance—and wearing a
bl.iok moustache t"

" True !" ejaculated Edmund, full of excite-

ment. " But how know you all this ?"

"What matter how it camo to my know-
lodge?" demanded his mother :

" you perceive
that what I tell you is the truth. Nay, more

—

to speak candidly, I intercepted a letter from
the Count to Adelaide "

"Show it mc !" cried Edmund, vehemently :

and still was he quivering with the excitement
of his jealous feelings.

" Nay—I have it not," responded her lady-
ship. " I resoalcd it, and suffered it to roach
Adelaide's hands. It suited my purpose to do
this."

" But what said the note ?" inquired Edmund.
" It was such as a paramour would write to

his mistress : it was couched in the most cn-

doarinpr terms—it left no doubt in my mind a>'

to Adelaido's guilt in many rnmie'sts—guilt as
to tho murder of her fir.st husbaml—guilt as to

her intercourse with St. Goiard—guilt as to hor
utter selfishness in invci^rlini,' yon into a niMr-

riap:e—and guilt as to her intentions towards
you !"

" And those intentions?" demanded the young
nobleman, trembling more than he had ever here-

tofore done.

Lady Saxondale bent upon him a fearfully omi-

nous look ; and in a low but impressive manner,

repHed, " Her intentions are to treat you as she

treated her first husband to take you off by
poison !"

" My God !" muttered Edmund, staggering back

with indescribable horror upon his ghastly pale

countenance.
" Yes—and the vile woman," continued Lady

Saxondale, inwardly chuckling as she saw how
effectively her words struck tho unfortunate Ed-
mund blow upon blow,—" the vile woman has all

along laughed at you!— she has ridiculed— she

has mocked you—she despises and hates you. Her
paramour's letter to her proved this much !"

" But wherefore did she not marry the Count
de St. Gerard ?" demanded Edmund quickly.

" Because he was not rich enough to support

her in the extravagant style in which she is ac-

customed to live. She married you in order to

obtain an income settled upon herself: and thi?

she has got. Now—her purpose being fully served

—she wdl make away with you, Etlmund, that she

may in due course become the wife of him whom
she has all along loved !"

" But, mother, what you tell me is horrible

—

horrible !" and Edmund literally shivered in the

excruciation of his agonized feelings. " Oh, I will

fly from her ! No, I will order the lacqueys to

turn her out "

" Madman that you are !" exclaimed Lady Sax-

ondale, catching liim by the arm as he was spring-

ing to the chamber-door :
'' do you think that a

wily woman, such as she is, will not find means
to accomplish her purpose even though you eject

her ? Yes— rest assured tliat sooner or later you
would be taken off by some moans or anothi-r !"

" My God, what am I to do ?" and Edninnd
sank upon a chair, a prey to mingled feelings

of jealous rage and horrible apprehensions.
" But why," he suddenly exclaimed, "did she
have me rescued from Dr. Forney's 't—would
it not have suited her purpose to leave me
there ?"

" Must I explain everything, even to the
minutest details F" demanded L^idy Saxon-
dale, impatiently :

" can you not fatliom any-
thing for yourself ? can you not penetrate a
single one of her purposes ? How could she

I

make away with you while you were at Dr.
Forney's ? was it not absolutely necessary for

her to have you with hor P and does not the
fact of St. Gerard being tho real author of

your liberation, prove tho concert which
exists between him and Adelaide 'i Nay, I

will toll you more !—it was in consequence
of reading tho intercepted letter, that I dis-

(!OVcred tho plan which was eontcmplatod for

your deliverance ; and therefore di<l I have
you hastily removed from Dr. Burdctt's to Dr.
Kernoy's."
" Oil ! what am I to do ? what am I to do?"

cjaonlated the miserable Kdni iid, wringing his

hands : then, in the abject wrolchoilncss of his

feelin'.js, ho threw himself at I adj' Saxondalo's
feet, saying, " Save me, ujothcr ! You told mo
just now that you alone can save mc !—pray do
it—ami 1 will never go against your wishes anj
more I"

" When I said I would savo you, Edmund,"
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Bhe answered, compelling him to rise up from his

suppliant posture, " I meant that I would counsel

you how to save yourself."
j

" I will go to a magistrate—I will hurry off to

Hawkshaw or to Dcnison—I will go to the constable

at Gainsborough—anything to got rid of this dread-

ful wojian !"—and he was fearfully excited.

" Insensate boy ! will you be tranquillized ?" ex-

claimed her ladyship sternly—though in her heart

rejoicing with a fiendish satisfaction at these

violent gusts of passion, which showed how effec-

tually she had instilled the poison of jealousy and
infused the influence of terror into his soul.

'

" What would you say to a magistrate ? It would (

be a mere vague and unsupported accusation. I
|

could not stand forward as a witness Alas !

|

now you perceive the consequences of having done
j

your best to place me in that woman's power ! i

But is it possible, Edmund, you have been all ,

along so infatuated as never to entertain the
,

slightest misgiving as to her intentions towards

you f

"

" Misgiving ?" echoed Edmund :
" I have sel-

dom been free from it ! I have been haunted by
vague terrors : my fears have followed me in my
dreams—I have fancied that I was encircled in the

coils of a monstrous serpent
"

" And as you live," cried Lady Saxondale, " it

it a serpent in whoso power you have placed your-

self! Know you not that the most venomous of

Snakes have the faii-est and loveliest of skins ?

Oh, my poor boy !" she added, pretending to be

affected unto tears, and to be seized with a sudden

revival of love towards one whom she in reality

hated with the most cordial detestation,—" you
must be guided by my counsel ! it is for me to save

jou !"

" Speak, mother—speak !" exclaimed Edmund,
completely beguiled by the tone, the look, and the

manner she had assumed.

"You see the position in which you are placed,"

continued her ladyship. " Adelaide menaces your

life: if she should fail, St. Gerard will take it.

They have vowed between them that you shall

perish by poison, or fall beneath the assassin's

knife. Adelaide, who murdered one husband, is

familiar with crime and all its means and re-

sources, and will not scruple to attempt the life of

a second husband. But if she fail, her paramoilr

is ready to take up the enterprise ; and he wlio so

well knew how and where to find a ready agent to

deliver you from the mad-house, will know how
and where to fiud the same or another to have

you waylaid and assassinated."

"Mother, speak!—what am I to do?" asked

Edmund, in a deep hollow voice.

•' What are you to do ? Arc you a man—and
do you not in the first place pant for revenge

against the woman who has beguiled you with

her treachery, who has dishonoured you witli

her profligacy, and who now meditates your

death ?"

"Yes—revenge! revenge!" muttered Edmund,
whoso fiendish malignity of dispositio . was ter-

ribly cxciled.

" Well then, revenge !" resumed her ladyship
;

"and at the same instant y»u consummate your
revenge, may you rid yourself for ever of this

demoness in human shH))e who seeks your life !"

"Ahl" ejaculated Edmund: but uj^ain ho

quivered all over as he said, " You mean, mother,
that I must take her life ?"

;

" And wherefore not ?" demanded Lady Saxon-
dale. " Is it not in self-defence ? If she attacked

you with a sword, would you not snatch it from '.

her grasp, if you could, and slay her therewith ?— i

and is she not now meditating by insidious means '

to take your life ? Are not all the blandishment*
she lavishes upon you, so many subtleties to lull

you into a false security ? Shall you not therefore

be justified in tearing the weapons from her gnisp

— turning round upon her suddenly—and dealing

her the death which she purposes to overtake

you ?"
I

" Would you have me poison her ?" inquired
|

Edmund, with a look of unfeigned horror.
" Aye—poison her ! Why not ? But no," added

Lady Sasondale more slowly, as she reflected that

after the tragedy of Mabel Stewart, a recurrence

of a sudden death in the family might seem sus-

picious. "Some other plan must be adopted.

But first of all, Edmund—tell me, are you re-

solved ?"

" I am, mother !" was the response. " It is my
only alternative—the only means by which I can
possibly save myself."

" You never spoke anything more truly. Now
look you, Edmund : the lliver Trent rolls deep
near the bridge—and the banks are high. A female,

if plunged into those waters, and encumbered by
her apparel, could not scramble up the shore, if he

who thrust her in was prompt and resolute in

driving her back. She must drown—she must die I

Nothing could save a woman in such a easel

Well, even now you scarcely seem to understand

me : you gaze upon nic witli a sort of vacancy, as

if I must be explicit in every detail, even the mi-

nutest. Then be it so !"

" Proceed, mother," said the young nobleman,

now quivering nervously again.

"To-morrow," resumed Lady Saxondale,— "yes,

to-morrow, 1 say ; for delay is dangerou-^, and you
know not how soon after I am gone, the drsp of

poison may be poured into youi" coftVv or your

wine—or how, when you are sleeping, the phial of

venom may be placed to your lips
"

" Horror !" groaned the miserable young man,
whose feelings were worked up to just the very

pitch which Lady Saxondale desired.

" Yes — to-morrow, I say," she continued.

—

" when I have taken my departure, you and Ade-

laide can walk out together. Slie will be all en-

dearing blandishments —you must be all apparent

confidence ; and you will chuckle, and rejoice, and
laugh together, at having got rid of me. You will

lead Adelaide along the bank of the river: there

is a beaten pathway—and it is jdeasaut walkio-j

there on these fine frosty days. AVIien at a sulli-

HPnt distance from the castle, and beyond the

bridge—where the wat<-r runs so deep, the stream

is so wide, anil the banks are so high—you will

sweep your eyes around to assure yourself that no

observer is near, anil you will suddenly thrust her

into the river. Need 1 say any more ? Her cries

will echo around : i/rtu may raise shouts of si-cming

horror and vucifcrale for help. If tiiosc shout« are

hoard, so much the better: the more effective

gloss will bo thrown over the deed. In any case,

when you see that she has sunk the third time—

—

remember, Edmund, the t/Uini time I—you m»y
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rush away—you may hastgn back with all the

appearance of frenzy and frantic grief to the cas-

tle—you may proclaim that a terrible accident has

deprived you of your beloved wife. Now, have you

the courage of a man Yes, you must have when

you think of all your wrongs ! And I warn you

to be deluded not by her blandishments ! The

more endearing they may become, rest assured the

nearer is the hour when the fatal poison is to be

administered. It is for you to anticipate it :—it

is for you to save yourself by making away with

her Aye, and avenge yourself at the same time !

Will you do it ?"

"I will, mother!"—and Lady Saxondale saw

that Edmund was resolved.

" But in the meanwhile, everything depends

upon the demeanour you assume. Remember, she

is keen and penetrating: a word or a look will

betray you !—and if so, your life, even before my
departure, is not worth a single hour's purchase.

Now go !—return to your di-essing-room—and

when we meet at the dinner-table, let me see that

yo\i ibr once in your life can model yourself to the

exigences of the occasion, and maintain the

strictest control over your feelings."

Lady Saxondale and Edmund separated for the

present,—he returning to his toilet-chamber, she

remaining in her own apartment,—he to compose

his feelings as well as he was able, she to chuckle

over the 'detestable scheme which she had devised

and which appeared to have every prospect of

terminating as terribly and as tragically as she

could wish. The reader cannot have failed to

perceive how artfully and how skilfully this de-

signing woman had seized upon certain incidents

—had given a different complexion to them—had

tortured and twisted them, so as to suit her own
purpose—and had accumulated a terrific mass of

evidence against Adelaide. Bad though Edmund's
wile herself was, yet was Lady Saxondale's story

utterly devoid of foundation : for the Count de St.

Gerard was not, nor ever had been, Adelaide's

paramour : he was incapable of conniving at a

mui-derous intent, much less of entertaining one to

be executed by himself;—and Adelaide harboured

not the slightest idea inimical to her husband's

life.

Lady Saxondale, Edmund, and Adelaide met
at the dinner-table ; and the first rapid search-

ing glance which her ladysliip threw upon them
both, convinced her that Edmund was exercising

more presence of mind than he had ever before

displayed, and that his wife suspected nothing

wrong. In the same manner did the evening pass

away ; and when they sought their chambers,

I^aily Saxondale said to herself, " I shall triumph

yet."

But it cost Edmund a tremendous effort thus to

cast a veil over his real feelings, and maintain his

wcjuted demeanour towards his wife. He however

succeeded in doing so. Firmly believing every

syllable his motlior had told him, because her state-

ment appeared to be so fully borne out by a variety

of facts within his own knowledge,—he regarded

Adelaide as an intending murderess in respect to

himself; and therefore felt that his life depended

wholly and solely on his own conduct and bearing

towards her. Thus did the very desperation ol

his position, as he believed it to be, arm him witii

kind of courage which he hail never experienced

before. But when he went to sleep, the horrors of

his waking thoughts followed him in his dreams ;

and once again did he fancy that he was writhinjj

in the immense coUs of a fearful serpent tightening

around him. So powerful were his convulsive

movements—his spasmodic throes—his heavinga,

and tossings, and strugglings in his sleep, that his

wife was awakened by them : and when, believing

him to be labouring under the influence of some
terrible night-mare, she kissed him,—for it was
her policy now to enchain him to her by the ten.

derest blandishments,— his fevered imagination

made him fancy that the reptile which encircled

him, was licking him with its forked tongue, to

cover him with its loathsome saliva previous to

the process of deglutition. He awoke with a strong

start and a wild cry: but fortunately, ere hi«

wildering senses became collected, he gave utter-

ance to no word which betrayed what was upper-

most in his mind. Adelaide therefore still re-

tained the belief that he had been labouring under
the influence of a night-mare ; and when he com-
posed himself to slumber again, it was far less

disturbed.

The morning came : Lady Saxondale, Edmund,
and Adelaide met at the breakfast-table ; and still

was the first-mentioned of the three satisfied that

the other two were in the same relative position as

on the previous evening—namely, that Edmund
had said nothing to excite Adelaide's suspicions,

and that she herself remained without the slightest

misgiving. The travelling-carriage was ordered

to be ready for Lady Saxondale at ten o'clock

;

and the moment ft)r departure arrived.

" I am about to leave you, according to my pro.

mise," said her ladyship, addressing Edmund and
Adelaide. " Farewell

!"

She extended her hand to her daughter-in-law,

who held it for an instant with a look of cold

reserve : she then proffered it to Edmund, who
pressed it far more warmly, as if in gratitude for

the warning and the counsel she had given him on
the preceding day, as well as a significant assurance

that her advice should not be disregarded. She

descended to the carriage,—Edmund and Adelaide

accompanying her to the threshold of the castle,

for the sake of appearances. She found an oppor-

tunity to dart one rapid look of deep meaning
upim Edmund—and stepped into the vehicle.

1 1 rolled away ; and Adelaide whispered to her

husband, as she accompanied him back to the

drawing-room, " Your lady-mother has a fine day

for her journey,"—the svords being uttered with

a smile of mingled irony and triumph.
" Yes, dearest Adelaide," answered Edmund,

—

"so fine that, if you please, you and I will enjoy it

likewise for ourselves. We will ramble forth tog«-

tiier ; and while exchanging congratulations at

having got rid of my mother, will discuss our plans

for the future."

CHAPTEK CLVIIL

TUR BIVEB.

Lord Saxondale and his wife rambled forth

from the castle, the latter leaning on the ni-ii ot

the former. Adelaide was now completely h»pp» :
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she was entirely wiHioiit a su-ipicion that licr

mothcr-iulaw, ore takinj^ hnr rlcparturr, liad in-

stilled such vpnom into K-iinund's reins—or that a

mine had been prcpiircd, above which she was
unconsciously to tread. She considered that the

desperate warfare of plots and counterplots, dupli-

cities and machinations, which had been waged
between Edmund's mother and herself, was now
altogether at an end -that tlic former had been

worsted —and that she therefore remained tri-

umpliant.

We have already said that the very desperation

of Edmund's position, as he himself believed it to

be, bad served to endow him with a degree of for-

titude which astonished even himself: that is to

gay, a particular kind of fortitude—the fortitude

which enabled hiui to wear a mask upon his coun-

tenance in the presence of liis wife, without be-

traying the secret thoughts and intents which
were agitating within. Indeed, in this respect,

his hypocrisy was now consummate; and as those

who harbour treacherous intents, invariably assume
gome extreme feeling in order to veil them,—so

was Edmund's manner kinder and more affectionate

than ever towards Adelaide. She perceived this as

they walked forth together— and naturally attri-

buted it to satisfaction at his mother's departure.
" Now, my dear Edmund," said Adelaide, as she

leant upon his avm, and gazed up with her wonted
blandishment of look into his countenance,—" at

length we are rid of that woman who sought to be

•uch a terrible domestic tyrant. I hope you will

not be angry that I speak thus of your mother "

"Angry?—no!" ejaculated Edmund: "how
can I be angry, when for some time past I have
looked upon her as my bitterest enemy ?"

" Well, she is gone at length," observed Ade-

laide :
" in a few days she will quit England—let

»s hope never to return. So long as she was here,

T trembled for your safety, although I did my best

to conceal my fears. You know not, dearest Ed-
mund, how much I love you ; and the heart which

loves as fondly as mine, is naturally full of appre-

hensions at the slightest chance of danger to the

object of such affection."

" And you do indeed love me as much as you
gay, my adored Adelaide ?" asked Edmund, gazing

upon her countenance, which never looked more
beautiful than it did at this momeit: for the

fresh froBty air had heightened the colour upon her

cheeks—and the sunny light of satisfaction and
triumph was dancing in her eyes.

" Love you, Edmund ? You know that I love

you !" she murmured, modulating her tones so

that the music of her voice, of the melody of

which she was fully conscious, might sink down
with rapturous sensations into the depths of his

goul. " Did I not love you from the very first

moment we met ?"

" Yes, yes—even as I loved you," he answered :

but all the wliilc he felt convinced in his own
heart that every syllable she uttered, though
glossed with honey, was nevertheless fraught with

an envenomed hypocrisy.

On issuing forth from the castle, he had not

immediately conducted her near the river,—but
through the park, into the fields—and with an
air as if it were a matter of indifference which
way ho went; so that in nothing should his

wnduct encourage the slightest suspicion in her

mind. As they wore proceeding along a narrow
lane, they heard the sounds of a horse's feet ap-

proucbing; and as a turn in the road almost im^
mediately revealed the rider to their view, Ed-
mund recognised Mr. Kawkshaw. It was a long
time since the young nobleman had seen the

8|uire—never since he had last inhabited the
c.istle some two or three years back, and when be
might be described as a mere lad. He had not
h)wever sufficiently altered—and heaven knows
had not so much improved in personal appearance
—that Mr. Hawkshaw could fail to recognise him
also. The recognition was therefore mutual : but
while, on the one hand, Edmund salutea the

Squire with a cordiality which might be regard^
as an overture of friendship-the other leturned

his salutation with a frigid reserve- If Lord
Saxondale had possessed the least degiee of proper

spirit, he would himself have demonstrated a
studied coldness towards the individual who had
so signally exposed his sister -Juliana— notwith-

standing that his sister was flagrantly and foully

in the wrong. But Lord Saxoudale had no such
spirit: he had vanity and conceit—but no real

pride, in its loftiest and noblest sense ;—and thus

was it that, heedless of antecedent circumstances

in respect to Hawkshaw and Juliana, he was now
anxious enough to avail himself of the present

opportunity to renew his acquaintance with one
of the leading gentlemen of Lincolnshire.

Mr. Hawkshaw instantaneously comprehended
how Lord Saxondalo ought to have treated him in

revenge for his conduct towards Juliana; and

therefore despised him for acting otherwiie. He
was urging his steed past,—when Saxondale, de-

termined not to be thus almost "cut" by the

Squire without an effort to amend matters, ad-

vanced a pace or two—stretched forth his hand

—

and exclaimed, " Well, Mr. Hawkshaw, it is gome
time since you and I met. I shall be very glad to

see you at the Castle But perhaps you were

going there to call ?"

" No, my lord—I was not," was the Squire's

response, given with a marked emphasis ; although

at the same time he suffered Edmund to grasp the

tips of two of his fingers, as he did not wish to be

too pointed in his conduct.
" If you had been, we would have turned back

with you," said the yoimg nobleman. "Permit
me to introduce you to Lady Saxondale "

But at that moment the Squire gave another

cold and distant bow—colder and more distant

than even the first ; and galloped onward.

"The unmannerly country bumpkin!" ejacu-

: lated Edmund, as Mr. Hawkshaw thus darted

I

away upon his high-spirited steed.

" Do not vex yourself, my dearest husband,"

j

said Adelaide, again resuming all her most fasci-

nating wiles, and putting forth the most seductive

I witcheries which her charms were so well calcu

1

lated to display. " What care we for the society

of the world, when we are all in all to each

other ?"

" True, dearest Adelaide !" returned Edmund,
scarcely able to keep back an expression of bitter-

ness from his countenance : for he thought that

Hawkshaw's coldness was altogether on account of

his wife, and not at all on account of himself, nor

of the family to which ho belonged.

The lane new led into a widci road ; auJ Ed-
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mund knew that a little farther on there was

another diverging lane, conducting towards the

river. In this direction did he resolve to proceed.

But scarcely had they entered the broader road,

when the sounds of an approaching equipage

reached their ears ; and as it came in sight,

Edmund, at once recognising the servants' liveries,

hastily said, " The Denisons' carriage !"

It was advancing at only a moderate pace,—as

Mr. and Mrs. Denison, with their eldest son and

his wife, their daughter-in-law, were taking an

airing. There was consequently a sufficient oppor-

tunity for the Sasondales to observe them—and
for them to observe Edmund and his wife in re-

turn. But what pen can describe the bitter mor-

tification of the young nobleman, when he saw the

occupants of that veliicle avert their heads

marked and pointed a manner that there was no

possibility of mistaking their intention to give him
and Adelaide the cut direct ? The equipage passed

on its way ; and Edmund, utterly humiliated, and

quivering with rage, gave vent to some low-

muttered imprecation. Again was his wife ready

with cajoling blandishments ; and he, fearful of ex-

citing in her mind any suspicion of how hateful in

every sense she had Oecome to him, appeared to bo

soothed, and even affected to talk disdainfully

and scornfully of " the wretched unmannerly
beings who lived in that part of the country."

But if the terrible purpose with which Jjniy

Saxondale had so skilfully imbued her son, had

required strengthening, the malevolent interven-

tion of Satau himself could not have conjured up
incidents better calculated to achieve that end than

these which had just arisen from accident. Too
vain and conceited to be willing to admit that it

could be in any way on his own account he was

thus cut,—Edmund attributed his humiliation and

discomfiture entirely to the presence of this woman
to whom he had allied himself. In every way,

therefore, had she become hateful to him,—hateful

as one whom he regarded as being the wanton
paramour of another—hateful as the murderess of

her first husband—hateful as entertaining murder-

ous intentions towards himself—hateful as the

eource of disgrace, opprobrium, and infamy, all of

which were falling upon his own head. Never-

theless, he still maintained an outward appearance

of kindness, afiTection, and love,—forcing himself

even to chat the more gaily the nearer he di'ew

his wife towards the river.

They entered upon the beaten pathway which

ran along the bank. In their ramble they had

made a partial circuit, which thus brought them
back to within a mile of the castle : for it was at

no great distance below the bridge that they en-

tered upon the pathTay which followed the course

of the stream. Adelaide, as she leant upon his

arm, was nearest to the river ; and as Edmund
threw his eyes forward, he perceived a point about

fifty yards ahead, at which he well recollected that

the bank was higher than elsewhere, and that the

path skirted its very edge. He knew likewise

that the water was there exceedingly deep ; and
not a cottage nor a hut was nigh. That was the

spot ho fixed upon to become the theatre of the

terrific crime which his mother had suggested,

and in the dread purpose of which so many cir-

cumstances had combined to strengthen him.
" Excellent fishing at this part of the river, in

the season," he observed to Adelaide, thus suddenly
breaking a brief interval of silence.

" A.nd are you fond of angling r" she inquired.
" If so, when the spring returns, we will ramble
forth together—we will seek the most refreihing

shades: you shall take your rod—I will bring a

book ; and thus will we while away the time."
" Yes—and it will be truly delightful," observed

Edmund, who experienced such curious and almost
horrible sensations, as he neared the particular

spot, that he could not altogether conceal the ex-

citement and agitation which possessed him.
" I am afraid, dearest Edmund," said his wife,

perceiving the glitter of uneasiness in his eyes,
" that you are still troubled by these incidents

which have just now occurred? Pray think of

them no more. You have rightly described the

authors of those insults as persons of uncouth
manners."

"Yes, yes—they are so," responded Edmund
quickly : and he slackened the pace at which they
were walking, as if to postpone as long as possible

the fatal instant when the foul deed was to be
done.

" Then, wherefore vex yourself on their account?"
asked Adelaide, gazing up, with all the power of

her assumed fondness, into his face.

" It is not so much on that account—it is not so

much for them that I am annoyed "

" On account of whom, dearest Edmund ?"

" My own infernal folly !" he replied bitterly,

and with startling suddenness.
" Your foUy ?"

" Yes—wretch !" and he hurled her into the

stream.

A moment before, his looks had been swept
around quick as if it were a lightning-flash that

waa thus circling the \*-intry landscape : no ob-

server met his view—and thus at the instant the

marked-out spot was reached, was his purpose

executed. A wild shriek thrilled forth from Ade-
laide's lips, swiftly followed by a splash and heavy
plunge ; and for a few moments she disappeared

from the view of the wretched murderer, who stood

dismayed and horrified on the bank. The circling,

and gurgling, and agitation of the water showed
where the unfortunate woman was battling and
struggling in the depths below. Suddenly she re-

appeared on the surface ; and wild cries again rang

forth.

" Edmund—murderer ! Help ! help ! for Grod'e

sake help !"—and her countenance, distorted and
absolutely hideous with the wild anguish and tho

dread horror depicted upon it, presented to his

dismayed view a spectacle full well calculated to

haunt him ever more.

Struggling and battling against the engulfing

waters—carried downward by the stream—vainlj

did the miserable woman endeavour to reach the

bank : and a second time did she disappear from

the gaze of her murderer. The sudden sinking of

that hideous ghastly coiuitonance—a countenatice

which but a minute before was full of exquisite

beauty—smote him as it were with a sense of

relief : yes, smote him—for the revulsion of feeling

was marvellously abrupt from consternation and

horror, to comparative presence of mind. Then
did Edmund recollect another portion of his

mother's instructions : and rushing to and ff
along the bank with every appearance of the mot*
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frenzied terror, he shouted for help. All of a

Buddcn his foot slipped—and in he fell. Fortu-

nately for him, however, his hand instantaneously

encountered the root of a tree, spreading out

beneath the water, from the bank ; and he was

enabled to scramble safely back to a sure footing

upon the land.
" Help, help ! in mercy's sake, help ! Edmund

— villain— murderer My Grod, help!" were

again the wild cries which rang thrillingly forth in

a voice of piercing agony, as for the second time

Adelaide rose to the surface.

Edmund, full of horror at the fearful peril

which he himself had but that instant escaped

from, leant against the tree for support : his brain

whirled—he appeared as if in the midst of an ap-

palling dream. Again did the cries of his wife

cease : again had she disappeared in the depths of

the Trent. More than a minute now elapsed cro

she rose again: then it was but for a moment

—

naught but a gurgling sound, faint, low, and dis-

mal, came from her lips—but her limbs were con-

vulsing and battling desperately. It was a last

effort—like the last flutter of a dying bird ; and

she sank to rise no more alive. Ere she went
down, however, tliis third time, the murderer

caught a glimpse of her counteuanco,—the expres-

sion of which was far more hideous with the

agonies of death upon it, than it had seemed

before.

Again did he recollect his mother's words : he

had seen her go down a third time ;—and giving

vent to cries and yells, which indeed seemed full of

frenzied horror, he rushed in the direction of the

castle. But not many yards had he thus sped,

when he beheld a horseman gallopping like the

wind towards him ; and in a few moments Squire

Ilawkshaw was upon the spot.

" Good heavens ! what is the matter ?" he ex-

claimed, perceiving Edmund alone, without his hat,

and dripping with water.
" My wife ! my wife ! my beloved Adelaide

!

There ! there !"—and with gestures apparently

frantic he pointed to the river.

Theti flinging himself upon the bank, he moaned
and howled horribly: but it was not altogether

acting—for his feelings were indeed worked up to

a fearful pitch ; and the remorse as well as the

terror he experienced, were immense.
Hawkshaw sprang from his steed, and hurried

rapidly to and fro on the bank, ready to plunge in

at the slightest indication which the waters might
afford in any particular spot, of the victim being

immersed beneath. But the surface had become
completely calm once more ; and perceiving that

all must be over, the Squire hastened to lift Snxon-

dale up and say whatsoever he could to fortify and
console him. Not for an instant did Ilawkshaw
suspect the terrific crime which had just been per-

petrated there. How could he? Edmund's last

wild cries were those which had reached his ears

as he was riding at a distance; and he had only

come within view of the scene in time to behold

the young nobleman flying as if in frenzy along

the bank, and giving vent to lamentations the

genuineness of which it was impossible to doubt.

Then, too, that accident which befel Lord Saxon-

dale, and which had for a moment threatened his

own life, told immensely in his favour : for was it

not evident to the mind of the Squire that the

distracted husband had boldly plunged in to rescue

his wife ?

" My lord, my lord," he said, much moved on
the young nobleman's behalf, " for heaven's sake,

compose yourself ! I know the calamity is a

dreadful one : but it must bo endured with for-

titude !"

" Oh ! but it is shocking—it is terrible !" cried

Edmund : and his accents, his looks, and his whole
manner, indicated the wildness and the horror of

the most genuine atflietion.

" It is shocking !" said the Squire, who indeed

felt what he thus expressed. " Come, my lord—

I

will see you to the castle ; and we must procure

assistance to recover the -"

He stopped short : he would not say " corpse,"

for fear of exciting fresh paroxysms of bitter woe

on the part of him whom he took to be a miserably

bereaved husband. And now the Squire, naturally

generous-hearted, beheld not in joung Saxondalo

a being who merited his contempt—beheld not in

him a member of the family which he had so much
reason to detest—beheld not in hirn the husband

of a woman who was all but a branded murderess,

—but only a fellow-creature whom a dire mis-

fortLinc had suddenly overtaken. Nor in the

hurry and whirl of his owu feelings, had Hawk-
shaw leisure to reflect (believing the tragedy to be

entirely the result of an accident in one sense)

that it might be a providential retribution for the

crime which Adelaide was but too deeply sus-

pected of having perpetrated in respect to her

first husband.
" Come, my lord—let me help you to reach the

castle," he said : and sustaining the young noble-

man with one arm, he held his horse's bridle in

the other,—in which manner they proceeded in

the direction of the castellated mansion.
" Oh, Adelaide ! Adelaide !" murmured Edmund,

thus forcing himself to continue his lamentations

:

" who could have foreseen this ?"

" How did it happen ?" asked the Squire, gently

and hesitatingly, and displaying all that delicacy

with which one fears to probe a deep wound just

inflicted.

" Her foot slipped—she was walking a few paces

in front of me—and in a moment the water hid

her from my view. I plunged in alas, it wiis

vain! 1 could not swim—my own lite was

nearly lost Would to heaven I had died with

her
!"

" My lord," answered Hawkshaw gravely, " there

are calamities which are sent to try us in this

world, and which though deep and terrible, must
nevertheless be borne."

Edmund stopped short—covered his face with

his hands—and appeared to sob violently ; so

that the Squire had the utmost dilliculty in per-

suading him to resume his way to the castle :—
or at least it seemed as if there were all this dilli-

culty : and so far as Hawkshaw was concerned, it

was precisely the same thing. At length—after

several halts, and fresh outbursts of grief, more
tlian hall" simulated, but still partially arising from

remorse—the castellated mansion was reached

;

when horror and dismay were quickly difl'useil

throughout the household on hearing what had

liappened. Hawkshaw told the tele ; and thus

here again, as with himself in the first instance,

not the slightest auspicion of foul play was •nlcr-
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tained. Edmiind was hurried up to his own
chamber, disapparelled by his yalets, and put ' to

bed : while Ilawkshaw, accompanied by several of

the servants, provided with materials for dragging

the river, returned to the spot where the tragedy

had taken place. A groom, mounted on a fleet

horse, sped to Gainsborough to procure medical

Msi stance for Lord ftaxondale, whom Hawkshaw
reported to have been himself half drowned, and

whose condition seemed deplorable indeed.

In about a couple of hours, a physician was in

attendance. He administered what he considered

necessary ; and reported to the domestics that

though their master's system had sustained a ter-

rific shock, there was no danger of fatal results.

After remaining some time with Edmund, be took

his leave,—intimating that it would not be neces-

sary for him to call again until the. morrow. In

the course of the afternoon the corpse of the

drowned lady was fished up from the depths of the

Trent, and was conveyed to the castle. Hawkshaw
undertook to break to Edmund the intelligence

that the body had been recovered, and that it was

then lying beneath that roof. As a matter of

course, there was a fresh scene of apparent grief

and anguish on the part of the young nobleman

;

and Hawkshaw again said and did all he could to

strengthen and console him. When Ethnund

thought fit to suffer himself to be somewhat tran-

quillized, the Squire delicately hinted that it would

be as well if his mother were communicated with

by that day's post ; and the steward was instructed

to write at once to her ladyship at Saxoudale

House in London,—Edmund stating that although

it was his mother's original intention to proceed to

the Continent forthwith, in order to pass the re-

mainder of the winter in Italy, he had no doubt

she purposed to tarry a day in the metropolis, and

would thus receive the letter. It was accordingly

despatched ; and Mr. Hawkshaw, after generously

remaining with Edmund until a late hour in the

evening, took his departm*e for his own abode.

Night came—the first night which this youth-

fid mui-derer had to pass alone after the perpetra-

tion of his stupendous crime. It was a night

which hn indeed dreaded—a night which he fore-

saw would be fraught with ineffable horrors for

himself. At first he thought of accepting the pro-

posal which his valet made to sit up with him

:

but then he feared lest in his sleep

—

if he coidd

»Ieep—hc might give utterance to words that

would betray the enormity of his guilt ; and the

scaffold had never ceased to loom, dark and omin-

ous, before his eyes from the moment that the

voice of conscience rang the word " Murderer"

in his eai-s. So the valet's presence was dispensed

with ; and at eleven o'clock on this night—the first

succeeding his crime—Edmund was alone. Alone

in that chamber which he had occupied in com-

pany with his wife—the wife who was no more

—

the wife whom he himself had done to death ! Ah,

it was a loneliness in one sense—an awful loneli-

ness : but in another it was no loneliness at all.

He had the companionship of his thoughts—a hor-

rible companionship! His mind had the com-

panionship of the dread images which peopled it

—

a frightful companionship ! And the room too was

peopled with grisly ghastly shapes—again a dread

wmpanionship !

The wax lights burnt upon the toilet-table
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Oh, not for worlds could the vretched, guilty

young man suffer himself now to be in the dark

!

A fire was blazing in the grate ; and the play of

its lurid flames on the opposite wall, seemed like

spectral shapes gliding past. Edmund tried to

sleep : but he dared not keep his eyes closed.

Every half-minute did he open them and wildly

stare around, in the dread eypectation of beholding

something horrible standing by his bedside. His
nervous starlings made the bed-curtains shake

;

and his blood ran cold with apprehension that a

spectre was standing behind those heavy draperies.

Often and often, as he thus opened his eyes, did

he fancy that he caught a glimpse of some disap-

pearing shaj)e, in any comer of the room to which

his looks were at the moment turned. No—ho

dared not keep his eyes closed ! And yet to re-

main awake the whole night—to lie tossing, and
heaving, and convulsing, on his pillow—at one in-

stant with the blood stagnating and congealing

into ice in his veins, at another instant tortured

with a thrill of fiery agony as if those veins ran

with a lightning-fluid Oh, this was horrible,

horrible! Ah, wherefore had he listened to his

mother's counsel ? wherefore had he done this

deed ? Vainly did he seek to satisfy his own con-

science : vainly did he endeavour to muster, com-

bine, and aggi-egate every possible argument in

order to appease that conscience. He could not

!

Was he not a murderer ? No sophistry could

repel this tremendous conviction. And then, what
too if Adelaide bail been innocent after all ? What
if she had never harmed a hair of her first hus-

band's head? What if the tale in respect to St.

Gerard had been a hideous calumny? What if

Edmund had really been bclovetl by her, and she

would sooner have perished than harbour a hostile

thought in respect to him P Oh, if it were all

so,—then of a still deeper shade was the intensity

of his guilt !—of a more hideous blackness was the

enormity of his crime !

Yet no : she must have been guilty of every-

thing imputed to her—murderous dee<ls as well as

murderous intents !—guilty of wanton profligacy

—

guilty of everything that could render her charac-

ter abominable, hateful, detestable ! Well, but

still was ho justified in taking her life ? No, no

—ten thous lud times no !

Thus was he racked by varied and conflicting

thoughts,—sometimes imagining that Adelaide had

been innocent—at others feeling convinced that

she was really guilty ; but yet with the latter hy-

pothesis being no more able to justify his own
deep criminality unto himself, than he could with

the former belief. For as in the case of that

former belief, such attempt at self-justification was

impossible,—equally impracticable did it seem in

the other. Whichever way he tiu:ned—to whatso-

ever point of view his mental vision was directed

—

there was only the one stupendous, harrowing,

agonizing conviction he was a murderer

!

Hours passed : the wretched young man could

not get to sleep. But as the night advanced, ha

occasionally began to doze off—and would thus be

sinking mto semi-slumber for a few minutes at a

time, when ho would start up into complete wake-

fulness -wild and harrible-with the idea that the

cold hand of a corpse was laid upon his cheek : or

that the countenance ef his murdered wife, ghastly

and distorted as he had seen it on the surface of
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the wat«r, w&s looking in. upon him through the

curtains. Or else it would appear to him that

those wild cries of distress which had thrilled

agonizingly over the Trent, were still ringing in

his ear ; and as he started up, he found himself

batb>Hi in his own agony—covered with the cold

perspiration that burst forth in large drops all

over

!

But at length he did sleep awhile without such

startling interruption : yet it was to dream as hor-

ribly. Yes—it was to dream that he stood in a

court of justice which was crowded from floor to

roof: he beheld the jury, stern and resolute in the

performance of their duty—the judge, grave and
inflexible—an advocate pleading against him, tell-

ing the whole tale as the incident had really hap-

pened—and the crowd gazing on him with looks

of horror and aversion. He saw the black cap

produced—he heard the sentence of death pro-

nounced, lie fancied that ho threw himself on
his feet to implore mercy with a wild cry ;—and
this wild cry was real enough—for therewith he

awoke.
He went to sleep again—and also to dream

again. This time it was to behold a scafibld

erected—a living ocean of people gathered around
the dark and sinister object—the halter pendant
to the cross-beam—the hangman ready to do his

dreadful work. He fancied himself pinioned,

walking by the side of the chaplain—ascending

the steps leading to the platform of death. He
mounted—he stood upon the drop—the noose was
placed round his neck—the white night-cap was
drawn over his countenance—the knell was tolling

doep and ominous upon his car. Then from his

lips rang forth a pealing cry of agony : he started

into fullest wakefulness—the cry which again in

reality he had sent forth, was still ringing through

the room ; but the horrible phantasmagoria of the

scafibld and the crowd had passed away. It was
morning : the light was glimmering in at the

casement Thank heaven, it was morning!
Thus passed Edmund's first night after he had

become a murderer Oh, how was he to endure
the ajipronch of a second ? how to look forward

through the vista of coming years, and to know
that thuy must have as many nights as days ?

CHAPTER CLIX.

THE INQUEST.

The haggard ghastJiness which a night full of

horrors had left upon Lord Saxondale's counte-

nance, was even more than sufficient to impress

the domestics generally with the notion that he

profoundly felt his bereavement ; and thus was it

^uite unnecessary for him to simulate any show of

grief. Squire Hawkahaw,—with the most gene-

rous consideration for the young nobleman whom,
before his supposed calamity, he had well nigh

"cut,"— called soon after the breakfast-hour at

Saxondale Castle, and felt really shocked on be-

holding the aspect which Edmund's countenance
presented. As far as ever from entertaining the

slight{rst suspicion that there was guilt at the

bottom, the kind-hearted Squire shared in the

opinion of the domestics, that the young noble-

man was profoundly afflicted, and that he felt his

loss with a greater keenness than might have been
conceived on the part of one by no means con-

spicuous for amiable or generous sensibilities.

This was a day of considerable bustle, even in a

house of death. Tailors and milliners arrived from
Gainsborough to receive orders for the mourning-
apparel of the household generally : the under-

taker likewise made his appearance ; and in the

afternoon an inquest was to be holdcn. The hours

passed ; and Mr. Hawkshaw remained with Ed-
mund, not merely from friendly motives, but like-

wise because he was to be a principal witness at

the inquest. During these houi's Edmund paced

to and fro in the drawing-room—or else threw

himself for a few minutes at a time upon a sofa,—
all his conduct and proceedings, however, being

full well calSulated to sustain the impression of

his immense woe. Nor were his excitement and
agitation altogether feigned : they arose from the

horrors of the preceding night, as the ocean re-

tains tlie trouble of its waves for some time after

the storm has swept by. They arose too from
remorse, »ia well as ffom apprehension of the

coming night ;—they arose also from a vague

dread of the inquest ; for though he saw not how
the real truth could be suspected, yet conscience

made him a coward;—and they arose likewise

from the idea of having to meet his mother

;

because that she would very probably, for appear-

ance' sake, hasten back into Lincolnshire on re-

ceiving the letter, he now began to surmise.

At about three o'clock in the afternoon, the

coroner arrived at Saxondale Castle ; and waa

speedily followed by the persons who had been

summoned to serve as the jury, and who consisted

chiefly of gentlemen or tenant-farmers dwelling in

the neighbourhood. It was in the dining-room

that the conclave assembled ; and after the usual

preliminaries, the coroner aud the jury proceeded

to view the body. This was merely a formal

matter, — those persons contenting themselves

with looking into the room where the corpse

lay, and then retiring. All this while Edmund
remained with Mr. Hawkshaw in the tb-awing-

room. He had not as yet seen the body since it

was taken forth from the water ; and when once,

for the sake of appearances, in the earlier part of

the day, he had cried out, in a suddenly feigned

paroxysm of despair, " that he would speed to

embrace the remains of his beloved Adelaide," the

well-meaning Squire had held him back.

The proceedings of the inquest occupied nc

great length of time. The physician who attended

upon Edmund, proved that death in respect to

Adelaide had arisen from drowning; and when
asked, as a mere matter of form, whether there

were indications of violence having been used, he

emphatically, and indeed most truthfully, re-

sponded in the negative. Edmund was compelled

to attend, and give an explanation of how the

tragedy had occurred. The mortal terror which

seized upon him when he found himself in the

presence of the coroner and the jury, took the

semblance of an overpowering grief; nnil thus

was all suspicion of foul play still ett'eotually

warded off. The account that he rendered was

the same as that which he liad given to Mr. Hawk-
shaw,— though a little more detnilcfl : but he was

Boon suffered to quit the room, the coroner feeling
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deeply for hitn. Mr. Hawkshaw, when examined

as a witness, gave his evidence according to his

knowledge of the circumstances ; and after a brief

charge from the coroner, the jury delivered a ver-

dict of " Accidental Death."

While Hawkshaw remained below, Edmund
paced the drawing-room in considerable agitation.

He was there alone : he could give unrestrained

vent to his tortured foelin:^s. Myriads of appre-

hensions crowded in upon his mind. What if,

after all, there had been some witness of the dee<l

—a witness unseen by him ? What if such wit-

ness should suddenly come forward .^ Edmund
had read of such things in books recording the

annals of crime : he knew that by inscrutable

means did Providence often bring home guilt to

its perpetrator. Yet in spite of these terrors

which were haunting him, Edmund's mind had a

horrible clearness—an illimitable sense of the ne-

cessity of keeping the strictest guard over his

looks, his words, and his actions. Thus, as he

heard footsteps approaching the room-door, and

knew them to be Hawksliaw's, he said to himself,

" If I show an anxiety to learn the result of the

inquest, I am lost
!"

Accordingly, as the Squire entered the apart-

ment, Edmund appeared to be again absorbed in

the deepest woe, as if unmindful even that an

inquest was being held at all. Yet from Hawk-
•baw's lips were about to come forth the words

that must either confirm all his horrible terrors,

or afford a sudden relief to his mind. The words

were spoken: the verdict was made known—and
Edmund remained with his countenance bui-ied in

his kerchief, for fear lest any change of the ex-

pression of his features should raise a suspicion

where evidently none existed as yet.

The coroner and the jury, having partaken of

refreshments which were served up to them, de-

parted to their respective homes ; and Mr. Hawk-
shaw remained with Edmund. He staj'ed to dinner,

bping unwilling to leave the unfortunate young

nobleman (as he considered him to be) until tlic

last moment : but conceiving it probable that Lady

Saxondale might make her appearance that even-

ing—and being naturally disinclined to meet her

—

he departed at about nine o'clock. Again was

Edmund alone, but the least thing in a better

frame of mind than he was a few hours back.

The grand ordeal had been passed through—the

inquest was over—and it had terminated in a way

which had relieved his mind from torturing appre-

hensions. But he had yet two terrors to look in

the face. His mother was coming ; and the night

was coming! At least, the longer he reflected

upon the course which Lady Saxondale was likely

to pursue, tlie more convinced was he that she

would come. And why did he dread to meet her?

Because he shrank from the thought of looking in

the face any one who could say to him, " Thou art

a murderer !"

But his mother—was not she also stained with

crime ? and did he not know it ? Ah, yes ! but

the knowledge thereof mitigated little, if at all,

the dread feeling which he himself must experience,

of having put it in the power of any living soul to

My, " Thou art a murderer !"

An hour passed : it was ten o'clock. Lady
Saxondale must have received the letter at about

uImo in the morning : if she sot olT immediately,

slic might be at the castle now. Ah! no sooner

had the young nobleman iniule this reflection, when
the sounds of an equipage dashing up to the gate-

way, reached his ears. Xo doubt it was his

mother! In a few minutes he would know; and
during those few minutes he experienced the

aeutest su-spense : for, as above stated, it was with

him a horrible dread to look in the face of any one
who even by a glance seemed to say, " Thou art a
murderer !"

Footsteps were ascending the stairs : the door

opened—and Lady Saxondale made her appear-

ance. For the sake of show in the presence of the

domestic who had attended her thither, she threw

her arms about Edmunds neck, and from her lips

sent forth sounds which passed well enough for

sobs. The door closed—the domestic had retired

—there was no longer need for hypocrisy; and
therefore, abruptly withdrawing herself from Ed-
mund, she fluug her gaze upon him. Their cye«

met: and the conscience-stricken young mao
thought that as plain as eyes could speak, those of

his mother said to him, " Thou art a murderer !"

He staggered back, and sank on a chair as if

annihilated. His feelings were at that moment
horrible. Crime had looked crime in the face

:

and crime had seemed to make crime its own self-

reproach. Lady Saxondale, comprehending tole-

rably well what was passing in Edmund's 84)ul,

smiled scornfully for an instant,—as if to be thus

overcome by the sense of crime, was a weakness

deserving contempt. But as that expression

quickly vanished from her features, she recollected

the nncessity of fortifying Edmund's mind as much
as possible, so that he should not be led into a be-

trayal of ids guilt. She forced herself to speak

kindly to him ; and this perhaps she was the better

enabled to do, inasmuch as since he hafl become

criminal, she could hate him a trifle less than sh«

had done before. For if virtue has its affections,

so has crime : afUuities of positions sometimes en-

gender atUnitics of feelings. Besides, L.Tly Sax-

ondale had resolved on pursuing a different course

from that whieli she had heretofore adopted towards

Edmund. Sternly resolved to wield the iron sceptre

of domestic domination, she nevertheless purposed

to treat him with a sufficient amount of kindness

and indulgence, after a certain fiishion, as would

make him insensible of the tyranny of her rule.

He was to be her slave without precisely knowing

it. Through him would she continue the hcatl of

the house of Saxondale, even after his majority

should be attained. Nominally he would bo the

owner of the wide domains and the lordly revenues

:

but she would virtually exercise supreme contml

over both. Such was the policy she inteude.1 to

adopt : such were the prospects which were sprcaJ

out before her.

Edmund was in that frame of mind when the

soothing words of kindness could not be lost upon

him, ill-conditioned mortal though he were. Besides,

it was a relief for him to reflect that his niother,

after all, did not mean to make a reproach of the

black guilt which he had pe^rpet rated, and into

which she had persuaded him. He 'leeordingly

looked up ; and he acquired courage from her own
lirm and resolute demeanour. In less than half-

an-hour frinn the momeut of her arrival, slie got

him to talk up(m the ineident^^ of the tragedy.

He described the details—staled how gejier«>u«ly
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Hawkshaw had behaved to him—how accident ha^l

positively and literally helped him in his tale by

Bending the Squire at the moment to the scene of

the crime—and how the inquest had passed off

favourably. This intelligence, which her ladyship

had not previously heard, was most welcome to

her ; and she was also rejoiced that circumstances

should thus have partially smitten down the bar-

riers which had lately existed between Hawkshaw
and the Saxondale family. Not that it was to be

supposed the Squire would repeat his visits, now
that she was once more at the castle : but, at all

events, in him she folt assured, from what she

now heard, that they possessed a vindicator, should

suspicion venture to breathe the surmise that per-

haps, after all, Edmund's wife had not come fairly

6y ht*r death.

The hour for retiring arrived ; and Lady Saxon-

dale saw by the ghastly look which Edmund's
countenance now wore, that he was afraid of the

horrors of the coming night. She said all she

could to strengthen liis mind : she bade him re-

member that no human tongue save his and hers

could proclaim the secret ; and that if he had
nothing to fear at the hands of living beings, it

was pure idiotic imbecility to give way to super-

stitious apprehensions. Edmund was encouraged :

but when he again found himself alone in his

chamber—when his valet was dismissed—and he,

disapparelled, was about to snter his couch—he

was seized with such a sudden consternation that

he could not have keen more terrified if a veritable

spectre had sprung up before him. Even as he

hastened to leap into his bed, he dreaded lest his

foot should be caught by the cold hand of death

protruded from beneath it. And now did he in-

deed enter on another frightful ordeal—an ordeal

of hours of mental anguish and hideous imaginings

—frightful waking fancies alternating with the

dreams of fitful and broken slumbers, wherein the

\rild cries of dying agony thrilling over the Trent,

the ghastly countenance which had been upturned

from tlie cold waters towards him, and all the

circumstances of the horrible tragedy were pain-

fully, poiornautly, vividly revived. And there was
that young nobleman, bearing a proud title—pos-

sessed of wealth—couched upon down—environed

by velvet and satin di-apcries—in a magnificently

furnished room,—there he was, in a state of mind
to be envied only by any wretch whose guilt was
discovered and who was about to expiate it on the

scaffold. But if this were not the reality of Ed-
mund's position, he at least experienced all its

liorrors in liis dreams: for again did he behold

the tribunal of justice engaged in » trial for

murder, where he figured as the principal —.igain

did he behold the dark and ominous scaffold, with

all the appalling j'araphernalia of death, and him-

self the criminal about to die

!

When the cold wintry morning sent its dull

glin mering light in at the casements, it found the

young man more ghastly, more haggard than

before ; and as he looked at himself in the mirror,

he recoiled with dismay and affright, so cliangcd

had he become. "When his valet entered to assist

in the morning-toilet, the man could not prevent

himself from showing how much he was shocked

at his master's appearance : but still he suspected

not that it was guilty horror, instead of the im-

mensity of wo«, which had thus stamped its terrilic

traces on Edmund's countenance. On descending

to the breakfast-parlour, he found his mother
already there; and the instant they were alone.

Lady Saxondale said, "You have passed a bad
night, Edmund."

"Mother," he answered, "a few more such

nights as these will either send mc to a mad-house,

or else hurry me to the grave. Ah ! I can under-

stand how it is that people's hair have turned

white in a single night—a statement at which I

have often been wont to laugh !"

" Edmund, I will not reproach you," answered

Lady Saxondale : " I will not tell you that this is

an unmanly cowardice : but I will conjure you to

exercise greater control over your feelings. You
must do it ! At present, those about us give you
credit for a natural grief : but grief, the sincerest

and the severest, becomes toned down ; and if you

assume not such a demeanour, suspicions will arise.

Bear this in your mind—and let it serve to arm
you with courage."

" It must, it must !" murmured Edmund.
"Yes—I see that you are right."

Several days passed ; and it appeared as if the

counsel given by Lady Saxondale, was not entirely

thrown away upon Edmund. But then he had
discovered the means of defying the horrors of the

night—or rather of rendering himself unconscious

of them. He drank deeply. Lady Saxondale saw it

—permitted it—even encouraged it; and when,

more than half intoxicated, he went to his bed at

night, she attended him to the door of his chamber,

—whispering to the valet, " that grief had made
sad havoc with his imfortunate master."

We should observe that before the lid of the

coffin containing Adelaide's remains, was screwed

down, Lady Saxondale and Edmund proceeded to-

gether to the chamber where the corpse lay, osten-

sibly for the purpose of bestowing a last Look on

those remains. But this was a piece of mockery

in perfect keeping with all the other horrible pro-

ceedings that were known only unto their ows

hearts. When alone together in that room, they

did not so much as approach the coflln ; Edmund
could not even bring himself to throw a single

glance at it: but when they came forth again, il

was with their kerchiefs to their eyes, as if they

were both deeply moved.

The funeral took place with considerable pomp,

all the domestics following as mourners, and Ed-

mund at their head. The ceremony was over;

and Lady Saxondale thought that now the tomb

had closed above the one object who was so great

a barrier to her complete domination, she had

effectually ensured her triumph. But yet slie felt

and she knew that her power was not consolidated.

Madge Somers had not yet been disposed of: Lord

Harold Staunton had hitherto found no oppor-

tunity of carrying out her instructions. Tliis cir-

cumstance caused her much unoasiiioss : for that

woman was possessed of a secret wliich, if once

told, would bring utter ruin down upim the liead

of this patrician lady who had already consum-

mated so many crimes in order to attain lier ends.

She must go to London to see Lord Harold again

—to devise with him some plan to be immediately

executed, if that which he had alrcmly nuggested

should prove impossible. Slie was uneanj, as we
have said— but only uneasy : she was not dispirited

—much less did she despair. The blow so recently
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•truck, had inspired her with renewed confidence

in herself and her resources. By that blow she

had gained two grand emis at once : she had re-

moved Adelaide from her path, and she had got

Edmund completely into her power. One more
achievement to get Madge Somers out of the way,

and she would be entirely safe

!

The day after the funeral she and Edmund set

out for London. The young nobleman was far

from sorry to leave a spot which was associated

with the black crime that he had been induced to

commit ; and during the journey he recovered as

much of his wonted cheerfuluess as he dared put

on under existing circumstances. His mother

continued to preserve her kindness of manner to-

wards him,— yet at the same time acting as the

supreme authority in all things, and with just a

sufficient display of her will as to prove that she

meant to be dominant. Edmund rebelled not.

It was not that he exactly said to himself he was

in his mother's power : because, after all, crime

could not betray crime without drawing down
destruction on its own head as well as on that of

the one denounced. But the real weakness of

Edmund's nature now showed itself in yielding

voluntarily to a state of more or less dependence.

The fact was, Lady Saxondale, with a consummate
art, was making herself necessary to him,—antici-

pating his wants and wishes, studying his comforts,

and in a thousand ways suffering him to perceive

that her's was after all a master-spirit to which

he had better trust as the means of helping him
on through that career which, so to speak, had

begun anew from the starting-post of a crime.

They arrived iu London,—arrived there, dressed

in deep mourning; but beyond the Petersfields,

Marlow and Malton, and a few—a very few other

individuals, whom selfish motives rendered the

hangers-on of wealthy personages,—they had no

friends to come and condole with them on the loss

sustained,—assuming such condolence to be accept-

able under the circumstances. But for all this

Lady Saxondale cared little ; and she did her best

to prevent Edmund from feeling annoyed at their

comparatively isolated position. Indeed, his expe-

rience had recently been of this sort ; and as his

chief sources of enjoyment were now centred in

the champagne-bottle and the pleasures of the

dinner-table, he was not very difficult to be made
contented.

Immediately on their arrival in Ltindon, Lady
Saxondale sent an intimation of the cu-cumstance

to the obscure lodging which, under a feigned

name, Lord Harold Staunton was occupying in the

vicinage of the Regent's Park ; and he delayed

not to hasten to the mansion in Park Lane. It

was in the evening of the day after her ladyshii>'s

return to town with Edmund, that Staunton thus

called upon her ; and they were at once closeted

together to deliberate upon their affairs.

" You look charming, dearest Harriet," said the

young nobleman, " in this mourning garb. It

becomes you wonderfully : it sets off your grandly

handsome figure to the fullest advantage :"—and

he throw his arm round her waist as they sat to-

gether upon the sofa. " I love you, Harriet

yes, I lovo you more than ever ! And you ?"

" I love you also, Harold," she responded, not

Merely suffering his caresses, but returning them.

F»r BOW that Lady Saxondale had no longer a

reputation to lose, she had made up her minci to
gratify her passions without restraint. Moreover,
she had an interest in keeping the young noble-

man enchained to her—for she did not intend to

fulfil her previously given promise of marrying
him : she would never divide with another that

power which she had toiled thrcTugh crimes and
waded through iniquities to consolidate : but sho

would retain him as her paramour, and she knew
that by lavishing gold she could not fail to pre-

Bervo her influence over him.

"And this mourning too," continued Lord
Harold, looking significantly in that face upon
which he had just been imprinting kisses,

—"you
are not sorry to wear it under such circum-

stances?"

"The worst and bitterest enemy I ever encoun-
tered," responded Lady Saxondale,—"far worse
and far more bitter than even your uncle has
proved himself^is now no longer an obstacle in

my path. She is gone—and Edmund is completely

in my power. He who for a time succeeded in

emancipating himself from my shackles, has got

them now more closely riven upon his limbs than
he had when as a child he dared not attempt to

thwart me."
" I understand," observed Harold. " I read in

the newspapers the account of how Edmund's wife

met her death : and it struck me at the time "

" Enough ! breathe not your thoughts aloud,

Harold !" interru^ited her ladyship. " Yes—it ia

so : you have rightly conjectured : there need be
no secrets between you and me. Is not Edmund
—with his weak and frivolous mind—with hit

superstitious terrors, and his addiction to the

grossest sensualities—is he not completely in my
power ? But Ah ! you know not what else

occurred at Saxondale Castle. I dared not write

to you upon the subject; and no sooner had I

arrived in London the other day, when the letter

announcing Adelaide's death summoned me back

again ; and therefore I had no time to communicate
with you."

"But what happened?" inquired Harold, to Q
certain degree excited by feverish suspense.

"That dress
"

"Ah!" he ejaculated with a quick start; and
hia countenance became ashy pale.

" Do not be alarmed," his patrician paramour
hastened to observe. " Fortunately nothing came
of the incident : but at one moment it appeared

so frightfully threatening, that I was almost dis-

possessed of every particle of courage. For, you
perceive, as Adelaide knew everything—as Ed-
mund in his weakness and his folly ha<l made her

a confidante of all past circumstances—the dis-

covery of that masquerade-dress set her reflecting

upon other things; and so astute, so cunning waa
she "

"I comprehend," said Lord Harold, with a

shudder. " She penetrated the mystery ot that

deed "

" Yes—she fathomed it ; and I fell all of a sud-

den completely into her power. Ah ! there was a
moment," continued Lady Saxond&lc, " when I

abandoned myself to desjinir,—until gradually in

my imagination expanded (he idea that she must

be removed. But I ought to observe that th»

dress fell into the hands of the constable of Qaina-

borough "
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" The constable ?" echoed Harold, with another

quick start, and flinging his affrighted glances

around, as if he apprehended lest the door should

burst open and the officers of justice rush in to

seize upon him.

"Harold, this is foolish on your part," said

Lady Saxondale. " I tell you the danger is past
:"

—and then she explained the particulars of her

interview with the head-constable of Gainsborough.

This led her on to describe the adventures of

ChifHn in the chapel—how he was discovered and

made prisoner—and how she had efiected his re-

lease.

" You have passed through a trying ordeal,

Harriet," observed Staunton, pressing her towards

him.
" Yes : but my power is once again all but con-

solidated," she answered, with a look of triumph.
" There is nothing now t ) be a source of terror,

save and except the one spcret which that woman
may reveal."

"And this secret," said Lord Harold,—"how
is it of such paramount importance ? You have

never yet informed rae : but you have just given

me the assurance that henceforth there shall be no
concealment of any kind between us."

" Ah, I had f'l gotten !" responded her ladyship.

" This one secret must remain my own—at least

for the present. Do not press me, Harold, upon
that point."

" I will not—I will not," he answered, so com-
pletely ensnared by her beauty as he strained her

in his arms, that he was entirely submissive to hei

will.

"And now, relative to this woman," she con-

tinued. " What is the latest intelligence you have

obtained concerning her ?"

"That she still lies completely prostrate—un-

able to speak—unable even to mc7e her limbs

:

but the medical attendant confidently predicts her

recovery."
" Then, Harold," immediately added Lady Sax-

ondale, " she must be dealt with speedily. While
in this state, the opportunity is most favourable

for her removal in pursuance of the plan which I

myself suggested to you some time since."

" You know, Harriet, the difficulties with which
I have had to contend. Ah ! if we had only that

man ChifBft to aid us "

"If we had," replied Lady Saxondale, in a
musing manner, " it would be settled in one way
or another off-hand. Idiot that I was when aiding

him to effect his escape, that I did not bid him
eome up to London and succour you in the business !

However, you must carry out the operations im-
mediately. You know not—indeed you know not
—how much depends upon it ! Even a risk must
be run ! Surely, surely you can by some means
got William Devcril out of the way for a few
hours ? A forged letter will do this. Ah, the

idea is a good one ! Know you if your uncle the

Marquis is still at Edenbridge?"
" Yes—I have every reason to believe so," re-

plied Harold.
" And can you not imitate his lordship's hand P"

awked Lady Saxondale. " Can you not write a

pressing letter, as if coming from your uncle, and
urging Mr. Deveril to go to him at once ? Then,

your aasistants being in readiness to act
"

** I understand : it shall be donn !" ejaculated

Staunton. "Yes— it shall be done without
delay."

After a little more conversation, Lady Saxon-

dale and her paramour separated,—the latter i»-

suing forth from the mansion.
He was proceeding along Park Lane in order to

reach Oxford Street, whence he purposed to take a

cab home,—when by the light of a lamp he per-

ceived the form of a man walking rapidly a little

way ahead, and keeping as much in the shade as

possible,—in short, evidently striving to escape the

notice of passers-by.

" Ah !" ejaculated Lord Hr.rjld to hiijself s

" the very man who is so needful to me now !"

—

and quickening his pace, he found that Lis sus-

picion was correct, and that the indivi.lui' thus

proceeding stealthily along, wae none otiier than

Chiffin the Cannibal.

"My good fellow," said Oio yoong nobleman,
" it is fortunate I hav3 thus fa'ilcn in with you."

"Ah! is it you, my lord?" obdorved Uhitfin,

who was at first somewhat alarmci by hearing

such quick footsteps, as if they were in pursuit.

"And pray what is there in hand? Some little

business to be done? No good though, I'll b«

bound: or else you wouldn't want my asaist-

ance."
" There is money to be e«imod," answorod HaroM

" and what is more —there is a deed for y <u to

finish, which you once commenced but clii-.usUy lell

undone."
" And what may that be ?" inquired the Crji-

oibal.

" If I mention the name of Madgo Somers, you
will understand me ?"

" Nothing can be plainer, my lord ; and when
money is to be got and an old spite to be gratified,

I'm your man."
" We cannot remain talking here," observed

Harold. " Where can we go ?"

" Come to my lodging, my lord," responded

ChifBn. " It's all safe there : the people are right

enough—and there's no danger. Follow me at a

distance—and don't lose sight of me."
" Lead on," said Harold :

" I shall not miss

you."

The Cannibal accordingly proceeded along Park
Lane in the direction of Oxford Street. This he

rapidly crossed, and soon plunged into Duke Street,

—turning thence into a narrow dark alley, where

he stopped at the door of a house which, so far

as could be judged amidst the obscurity, was

of poverty-stricken appearance. Lord Haro;d

speedily joined him; and the Cannibal, letting

himself in with a latch-key, conducted the young
nobleman up a couple of flights of stairs, into a

small back room, where he speedily struck a light

The den was poorly furnished—with a bed, a table,

two or three chairs, and some other necessaries i

but it seemed a sufficiently secure hiding-place for

a person who was so much " wanted " as Mr.
Chiffin.

"Sit down, my lord—and make yourself at

home," said the Cannibal. " Here's brandy and

water. If you've got a cigar you can light it : I

don't mind smoke—or more does my landlady, aa

long as she gets the ready. You see I'm going to

blow a cloud :"—and he lighted his pipe accord-

ingly.
" You have had gojne strange adventures latf'ly,"
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obserred Harold, looking rather suspiciously around

the roorUj and not feeling oyer comfortable in the

Cannibal's quarters, despite the kind invitation to

make himself at home.
" Adventures—ah !" growled CbifEn :

" rum 'uns

enough too. But as you was in Park Lane, I sup-

pose you have been to see my very particldar and
intimate friend her ladyship ; and so she has no
doubt told you all about it. But adventures are

always tumbling down upon me ; and a precious

one I had this morning too, I can tell you. You
see, my lord, I thought this toggery of mine had
better be changed : but as I didn't like to walk
right bang into a Eegent Street tailor's and order

a fashionable suit, it struck me as how I would go
down to the quarters where those honest folks of

Jews deal in second-hand articles. They are not

such impudent fellers as to ask any questions if so

be they only get their price. So having made up
my mind to rig myself out afresh, and convert

myself into a real genelman—all the better to get

out of the country, which I mean to do as soon as

possible—I toddled off towards Houndsditch. I

needn't tell your lordship that I don't patronise

the great thoroughfares, but keep as much as

possible in the back lanes and alleys. That's the

way I take my walks. Well, at length I found

myself in Houndsditch : and just past Phil's Build-

ings stands the new Exchange "

" The Exchange ?" ejaculated Lord Harold. " I

always thought it was on Comhill, close by the

Bank of England."
"Lord bless your lordship's ignorance!" ex-

elaimed Chiffin. "I didn't mean the Exchange
where such tip-top fellers as Rothschild and them
sort of coves go. I mean the Jews' Exchange in

Houndsditch. It was only built a year or two
ftgOj ty * Mr. Isaac ; and so you may take your
salvation oath he was a Jew by the name. Well,

there's a toll at the entrance ; and I had to fork

out a halfpenny for going in as a buyer. And
when I did get in—for I had never been there

before in my life—I was astonished !"

"The magnificence of the place, I suppose?"
observed Harold.

" Magnificence of fiddlesticks," exclaimed Chiffin.

" No—not that. I mean I was astonished at the

rum figures I saw, and the lots of toggery spread

out on every side. I really fancied the whole
twelve tribes of Israel there was twelve, wasn't

there ? Ah, I thought so. WeU, the whole of

the twelve tribes seemed to be there. Men, and
women, and children—all Jews, and no mistake

—

save and except a few Christians like me, that

came as buyers. Your lordship smiles : but I

suppose you call yourself a Christian— and why
eliouldn't 1 ? Howsumevcr, there I was in the

middle of that Exchange, surrounded by such

quantities of clothes of all shapes, sizes, and
colours, that there was enough to suit and fit a
whole tribe of naked Indians, if any of them Mis-

sionary Societies should bo at a loss for toggery

to send out to clothe them with. And such a

clatter of voices too—it was as stunning as Babel

!

Presently I saw one venerable old Jew in a
gaberdine—with a long beard—a pair of top-boots

in one hand—and his bag over his shoulder; and
he looked uncommon suspicious at mc, as if he

thought I meant to take an advniitiigo of hi»n

sort of a genelman like me, fancying he could take
in a Jew ! But I presently recollected that I had
seen this identical old file at the Billy Goat
that's a public-house in Agar Town ; and I got
rather funky. For thinks I to myself, the old

file might go and peach for the sake of the reward.
So, as ho was looking at me askance from under
his battered old hat, I turned towards a stall : and
snatching up a pair of unmentionables, asked the

price. A shambling lanky feller of a Jew, with a
long frock-coat on that was never made for him,
—and he too was carrying a pair of boots in his

hand,— asks me thirty shillings, swearing they
was dirt cheap and that he would lose by the

bargain. I was just telling him, in no very com-
plimentary terms, that I thought it a dead tako-iu,

—when a voice whispered over my shoulder,

'They'll be very cheap, Mr. Chiffin, at a hundred
pounds.'—Now, my lord, I'm no coward ; I scarce

know what cowardice is : but 'pon my soul, any
one might have knocked me down with a straw

:

for without turning my head, I knew uncommon
well it was that old rascal of a Jew with the long
beard and greasy gaberdine. So then he fronts

me : and fixing his piercing eyes upon me, says,

says he, 'I know Mr. Chiffin is a genelman, which
always has plenty of money about him :'—and then
he winked in a knowing manner, so that I couldn't

be off guessing what he meant. The fact is, ray

lord, I did a certain little business at that public-

house where I had seen the old Jew "

" Yes, yes—I know it," interrupted Lord Harold,
somewhat impatiently ; for he liked as little as

might be to have to listen to the Cannibal's story

:

but at the same time it did not answer his purpose
to offend the man. " So I suppose you had to

give a large sum of money ?"

" Well, my lord," continued Cliiffin, " the short

and the long of it was that this old Jew whispered
to the long lanky feller which was showing me the

unmentionables ; and they asked me to step along
with them to the nearest public-house, where we
might talk certain little matters over. I did not
dare refuse : they might have raised a hue and
cry, and I should have been done for. So w«
went away together. The old Jew asked for a
private room : and when we were all three closeted

there, he told me as cool as possible that if I didn't

give him every farthing I had about me, he would
shout out for the constables. There was a pretty

plight for a genelman like me to be in !—and as

a matter of course I was as powerless as a child in

their hands. I could not even prevent them from
searching me as they chose : 'cos why, though I

was strong enough to knock 'em both into tlie

middle of next week, or smash 'cm up into little

bits, yet I didn't dare raise a finger or even look

savnge, for fear lest they should give the alarm.

Well, my lord, as I am telling you, I was just

like a child in their hands ; and as I've lately made
it a rule to carrj- about with me all I possess

—
'cos

why, I was some rime ago ri>bbed by a pal of mine
named Tony Wilkins, when I left my money
locked up in a cuj)bonrd "

|

"Then I suppose those Jews plundered you ot

every farthing?" observed Lord Harold, with an |

increasing iinpatiouce, which he could no longer
I

conceal.
|

All except a little loose silver and a few half-

The idea of an innocent eay-notiiii^-to-nobody
|
pence," replied Chiffin, with a horribly savage *»-
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pression of countenance; "and they would not

even give me them inexpressibles that I had been

bargaining for. So I made the best of my way off

from that public-house, and went down to another

that I knowed of in Wapping. There I stayed

till about a couple of hours back,—when I thought

to myself I would just go and call at Saxondale

House, and see whether her ladyship was at home :

for if so, I knew she wouldn't leave an old friend

in trouble and danger. So I tramped all the way
from Wapping to Park Lane : but just as I was

going to knock at the door, I twigged a couple of

constables standing talking close by a lamp-post

;

and I therefore thought I had better move on a

bit. Then your lordship soon after overtook me ;

and so, as the tale-writers say, I've brought down

my history and adventures to the present mo-

ment."
" It therefore appears," observed Lord Harold,

" that your finances are in no very flourishing

condition ?"

" As low as they well can be," answered ChiflMi.

" A many times I have wanted to get clear out of

the covmtry, and take my gentility and good looks

to America : but somehow or another, things have

always turned up to keep me in England, and

prevent mo from affording the Yankees the

pleasure of a personal acquaintance with such a

celebrated character as I am. This time, how-

ever, if I can only get the wherewith—and which

your lordship seems to promise—it won't be very

long before I take my departure."

"Then listen," said Lord Harold Staunton:
" and I will explain the object which I have in

Tiew. That woman of whom I spoke-^Madge

Somers—still lies an invalid at Mr. Deveril's house.

It suits my purpose—no matter why— that she

should be removed thence ultimately to be

made away with," added the young nobleman,

lowering his voice almost to a whisper.
" Well, my lord, nothing is easier than this,"

answered ChifBn. " But why not have her made

away with on the spot ?"

" No ; such a deed as that would create too tre-

mendous a sensation," rejoined Harold :
" whereas,

if she be simply borne away in the first instance,

those from whose care she is taken will remain

in the dark as to her fate ; and a letter may be

written to them a day or two afterwards, to assure

them that the woman is comfortable and in good

quarters, but that there are circumstances which

render it necessary she should thus be retained in

a seclusion which it will be useless for them to

make any endeavour to penetrate."

" Have your own way, my lord," responded

ChilBn :
" it's your concern—not mine ; and if you

pay, I am bound to follow your lordship's direc-

tions. Where is she to be taken to ?"

" To some great distance," answered Lord

Harold,—" and under circumstances the best cal-

culated to break off all clue to the route thus

taken. But," he added, with an ominous expres-

sion of countenance, " she is to be made away

with ! Need I say more on this point ?"

" Not a syllable, my lord," responded Chiffin,

with a grim look of intelligence.

" But there are other matters with which you

must be made acquainted," resumed Harold. " I

have already engaged some men to act, when op-

portunity shall serve, in this business
"

" Who are they ?" demanded the Cannibal
quickly.

" They bear the euphonious names of Mat the

Cadger and Spider Bill," returned Lord Harold.
" I know 'em well," said Chiffin. " How came

your lordship to be acquainted with such pleasant

and agreeable individuals ?"

" Some months ago I was led by curiosity to

some horrible den in the neighbourhood of Drury
Lane, kept by a certain Widow Burley and hex
two daughters "

" Enough !" interrupted the Cannibal. " I un
derstand. Biddy Burley is the mistress of Mai
the Cadger, and Polly Burley of Spider Bill. So
I suppose you got at these chaps by means of

them Burleys f"
" Exactly so," answered Lord Harold. " I pre-

sume you will not refuse to act with them ? They
want a man of your energy to lead them in the

matter."
" To be sure they do !" ejaculated Chiffin, with

a smile of satisfaction, as if he knew full well that

his astuteness and courage must invariably place

him at the head of any villanous expedition or

iniquitous ventiure with which he might become
connected. " All your lordship has got to do is

to tell them to come to me. I know they are to

be trusted ; and we'll lay our heads together."

Some further conversation took place between
the young nobleman and Chiffin the Cannibal ;

—

and the former, having given the latter some
money for his present purposes, took his depar-

ture.

CHAPTER CLXL
THE VILLA.

We must now return to the villa near the Eegent's

Park—that villa which was the home of William
and Angela Deveril, and at which Madge Somers
still lay upon the bed of illness. The reader has

already learnt how she experienced a most serious

relapse in consequence of her endeavour to commit
to a slate those words which she could not speak

with the tongue, but to which she was so impa-

tient to give utterance. borne weeks had now
elapsed since that period when she did succeed in

committing to the slate this brief and unfinished

sentence :
—" William Deveril is the $ ."

Durmg that interval her position had been most

dangerous ; and were it not for the assiduous

ministrations of the beauteous Angela, she must

have succumbed. The medical man who was in

attendance upon her, frequently declared that to

Miss Dcveril's kind attentions— even more than to

his own skill— was the invalid indebted for the

prolongation of her life; and that to the same
cause she would chiefly owe her recovery, should it

eventually take place.

Within the last few days previous to the date

to which our narrative has been brought, the me-

dical attendant had been enabled to predict with

contidence that she would recover: but still, as

Lord Harold had ascertained, she lay prostrate and

powerless—speechless— and so weak as scarcely to

be able to acknowledge by signs the attentions she

received from Miss Deveril. This young lady had
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not absented herself from the villa, save for an

houi-'s daily walk with her Brother, ever since that

brief visit which they paid together to E<lenbridge

Park, and when Francis Paton avowed his love.

But on several occasions Frank had journeyed up

from Kent to see his betrothed; and frequent

was the epistolary correspondence between them.

William Deveril still continued to call regularly

upon his charming and well-beloved Fiorina in

Cavendish Square ;—and thus stood matters at the

time when Lord Harold Staunton encountered

Chiffin, as described in the preceding chapter.

It was in the morning of the second day after

this encounter, that a letter bearing the Eden-

bridge post-mark, was delivered at the villa. It

was addressed to William Deveril; and its con-

tents were found to be as follow :

—

" Edenbridge Park, December 22nd, 1841.

" My dear Deveril,

" Something has transpired which renders it neceisary

that I should see you to-morrow evening (the 23rd) at the

Park. You had better leave London so as to be with us

st the dinner-hour. Of course you will stay the night

:

but if you be aniious to return home soon, I will let you

depart on the followiDg day. Do not alarm yourself un-

necessarily as to the nature of the business to which I

have so distantly alluded : for though of importance, and

requiring prompt attention, it need nevertheless excite

no apprehensi n.

" We all join in kindest regards to your amiable sister

and yourself; and believe me to remain,
" Your sincers friend,

"EAGLEDEAN."

This letter was received at the villa while the

brother and sister were seated at the breakfast-

table. William had at once exclaimed that it was
from the Marquis of Eaglcdeau,—not merely be-

cause he perceived the Edenbridge post-mark, but

likewise because he fancied that it was his lord-

ship's handwriting. But as he read the letter, his

countenance gradually expressed a look of sus-

picion and mistrust,— so that Angela observed him
with an increasing degree of anxiety.

" I hope, dear brother, there is nothing wrong ?"

she said.

" Read for yourself, Angela," he answered, giving

her the letter. " And now what do you think ?"

he inquired when she had perused it.

" There certainly appears something strange in

the wording ef the contents," replied Angela, also

mystiCed and suspicious :
" and yet it is his lord-

ship's handwriting—here too is the Edenbridge
postmark

" But observe, my dear sister," interrupted our

young hero. " This letter addresses me as My
dear Deveril,'—whereas the Marquis invariably

writes to me as 'My dear William.' It speaks of
' kindest regards,' whereas the term is wont to be

cither 'most affectionate regards' or 'kindest

love:' and instead of 'your sincere friend,' his

lordship is accustomed to subscribe himself
' Your's affectionately,' or ' i'our affectionate

friend.' Trivial as the variations in this letter

may seem from his lordship's habitual manner of

communicating with me, they are nevertheless im-

portant when a suspicion is excited."
" True !" observed Angela, thoughtfully as well

08 anxiously. " But what do you suspect ?"

" I know not, dear sister : and yet I am afraid

that some treachery is at the bottom of this note.

In(k«d," he continued, having taken up the letter

again and considered it attentively, " I am now all

but convinced that this is not even the handwriting
of the Marquis, excellent though the. imitation be.

Angela, it is a forgery—I feel convinced of it

!

and there ia a treacherous intent in some quar-

ter !"

The young maiden grew very much alarmed

:

but her brother hastened to reassure her, by ob-

serving, " It would be much worse, Angela, li' our
suspicions had not been thus excited, and if in

blind confidence I were to plunge headlong into

the snare, whatsoever it may be, that is set for

me. The object evidently is to get me away from
home during the ensuing night : hence the recom-

mendation to be at Edenbridge by the dinner-hour

—so that it is doubtless calculated I could not get

back again, on discovering the deceit, until long

past midnight."
" And what will you do, William P" asked An-

gela, still with a trepidation of anxiety, though
considerably reasstired by what her brother had

just said.

" What shall I do ?" said William, thoughtfully

repeating the question thus put to him : and then

for a few moments he reflected deeply. " I tell

you what I will do, Angela : I will start off at

once for Edenbridge, and clear up all uncertainty

as to the genuineness or fabrication of the letter

If it be a forgery— as we have so much reason tc

suspect—I will return home at once. I can easily

come back by three or four o'clock ; and then

aided by tlie advice which the Marquis will in the

meantime have given me, I shall know how to act.

You need be under no apprehension during my
absence. Whatsoever treachery may be in con-

templation, is to be reserved for the night-time.

That is evident. Therefore fear not, my sweet

sister. Not for an instant would I leave you un-

protected, if I thought there was any dangi-r."

Having embraced Angela, William Deveril issued

forth from the villa. As he traversed the little

garden in front, the old gardener, who appeared

to be busy at work, stopped him with the accus-

tomed touch of the hat ; and asked him a question

of a trivial nature in connexion with some shrub.

William was about to hurry past, telling him that

he had not time to attend to the matter at that

moment,— w'uen it struck him that the gardener

surveyed him in a somewhat singular manner

;

and as this was not the first time that the same
suspicion had occurred to our hero, he did stop and
answered his questions.

" I see you arc in a hurry now, sir," said the

man; "or else I had several other things I wanted

to speak to you about in connexion with t\w gar-

den. But as I suppose you won't be njore tluiu an

hour or two absent, as usual, I will wait till your

return."
" You bad better tell me now what you have to

say," answered Deveril :
" for I have some business

which may detain mo in town ; and when I come
home in the- afternoon, I must be ofl' at once to

Edenbridge. I have received a letter from the

Marciuis of Eitglodcan, inviting mc to dine with

him this evening."

Wliile alfecting to have his eyes fixed upon th«

pirticulnr shrubs to which the gnrilencr luid al-

luded, William was all the time scrutinizing, from

beneath liis long dark lashos, the countenance of

the old man ; and his original suspicion was con-
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firmed, that this individual was in some way or

another connected with the treachery which was

being secretly plotted—that is to say, Bupposlng

his surmise to be correct that the letter from Eden-

bridge was a forgery. He remained conversing

with the gardener for a few minutes ; and then,

pretending to have forgotten something, he re-

entered the villa.

" My dear Angela," he said, " I feel convinced

that there is something wrong about that gar-

dener. I have frequently told you that he has

for some weeks past come much oftener than he

was bound to do according to the terms of our

contract for keeping the garden in order—much
oftener too than the garden itself requires at this

season of the year. He has lingered and loitered

about at times in a manner that struck nio to be

strange ; and with an air of good-humoured fami-

liarity he has frequently endeavoured to get me
into conversation when I have been going out, as

if he sought to learn whither I was proceeding

and Tiow long I should be absent. Just now his

manner struck mo as more than usually peculiar.

In a word, I believe him to be a spy But fear

not, Angela ! Whoever our enemies may be, we
will outwit them j and whatsoever may be their

design, we will frustrate it."

" Do not think, "William, that my fortitude will

fail," responded his sister. " It is for you to adopt

the course that you may think fit : I will remain

here tranquilly untU your return."

"You would do well, dearest Angela, not to

breathe a word to the maid-servants that anything

unusal has occurred. Go about your avocations

with the same demeanour as heretofore. On the

part of neither of us must the least evidence be

shown that we suspect anything ;—so that the gar-

dener, if he be really a spy, may go and inform his

employers that this morning's letter ha» thrown us

completely off our guard."

Angela promised compliance with her brother's

instructions; and he then departed. Proceeding

at once to the railway station, he took the first

train to Edenbridge,—teaching the Park soon after

mid-day. The Marquis at once pronounced the

letter to be a forgery,—thus confirming Deveril's

preconceived suspicion.
" But who can have done this ?" asked our

young hero :
" who can my enemies be ? and what

object can they have in view ?"

" These are questions," replied the Marquis of

Eagledean, gravely, and after nearly a minute's

consideration, " which naturally leld us to retro-

spect over past occurrences, and bring events to

our minds, showing us who have acted in a hostile

spirit on former occasions, Alas ! I fear that my
graceless nephew Harold has not abandoned the

career of wickedness : for I have recently received

letters from Stockholm, which acquaint me that

he is not in that city,—a piece of intelligence

which seems to bo confirmed by the fact tliat ho

has neither written to mo, nor drawn for any

pecuniary supplies. Yet it is dillicult to conceive

how he can entertain any perfidious intent with

regard to your affairs."

"Good heavens!" ejaculated William; " if he

were infamous enough to harbour the intent of

carrying off Angela P He has seen her at the

Opera : who knows but that he may have con-

ceived a passion for her i"

I

" Or it may be," suggested the Marquis, " that

there is something connected with that woman
who has for so long a time been harboured at your

abode. We know that she has some secret of the

deepest importance t<j reveal—a secret intimately

concerning yourself: but may not this secret like-

wise regard others, and even threaten to compromise
them ? If 80, whatsoever hostile designs are in

contemplation, may be levelled against her. It ia

however useless for us to waste time in conjecture

:

we must determine how to act."

It is not however necessary to record in Inia

place the nature of the measures which were

promptly resolved upon. Sutfioe it to say that s

little past three o'clock in the afternoon Williafc

Deveril reached liis villa near the Regent's Park.

It was now verging towards the dusk, which setg

in early at that season of the year ; but the old

gardener was still occupied with tlie shrubs and

the plants, which certainly needed not so much
care as he seemed intent on lavishing upon them.

William was however careful, as he passed him by,

not to show, by any change of demeanour towards

the old man, that he suspected him of treachery

:

neither did he exhibit the haste and excitement of

one who had just come from a journey. He entered

the villa, and was speedily closeted with Angela.

From her he learnt that scarcely had he taken his

departure in the morning, when the gardener went
away and did not return for an hour : but that

ever since he had remained about the premises, to

all appearance busily engaged. Devenl then in-

formed his sister of all that had taken place at

Edenbridge Park—how he had received the confir-

mation that the letter was a forgery—and how the

Marquis had suggested certain measures which

were to be adopted, not merely for the frustration

of whatsoever treachery was being plotted, but

likewise for the capture of its perpetrators.

It was now close upon four o'clock ; and Deveril

prepared to leave the house, as if he were on the

point of proceeding to Edenbridge according to

the intimation he had given to the old gardener.

Angela learnt from one of the maids—who acci-

dentally mentioned the circumstance—that the gar-

dener was seated in the kitchen, to warm himself,

as he said, after a hard and cold day's work.

Angela lost no time in reporting this to her bro.

ther,—who remarked, " Yes, everything confirms

my belief that he is a spy ; and the circumstance

of his remaining in the house is a mere pretext to
|

enable him to watch whether I really take my de-
|

parture or not. I will however do something thai

shall lull him still more deeply into such a belief."

Thereupon our hero descended to the kitchen

premises, on some pretence or another ; and when
^

the old gardener saw him, he said, with that air

of good-humoured familiarity which for some time

past he had adopted, and which a person of hii
'

years might assume, " You will be late for the

dinner, sir, at Edenbriilgo Park."
'

" Not so," responded William. " It is now only

four : a cab will take me to the station in an hour

—the train starts at five—and I shall reach my
|

destination at half-past six. His lordsliip's dinner
j

hour is seven." '

Deveril then ascended to the hall—whispered %

few hasty words to his sister, bidding her be -jf I

fjood ciicer—and issued forth from the house, bar.
j

ing a brace of pistuL. bccuied about his person.
|
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We must now pass over a few hours, and sup-

poso it to be about ten o'clock at night. In an

up-stairs room—in a low public-house, situated in

one of the worst streets in the worst part of Cam-
den Town—four persons were assembled. These

were Chiffin the Cannibal, Mat the Cadger, Spider

Bill, and the old gardener. Of the first-mentioned

of these worthies, it is by no means necessary to

give the reader the slightest description: but of

the second something may be said, inasmuch as he
was a peculiar-looking person in his way. He was
accustomed to dress in a sort of sporting style, but
always in such shabby, greasy, sordid garments, that

he might have been taken for a broken-down horse-

chaunter. Sometimes he wore top-boots—sometimes
gaiters—but always corduroy breeches, very loose

and baggy. A fustian shooting-jacket, or else a

cut-away green coat, with tarnished metal buttons,

constituted the varieties of this portion of his cos-

tume : his waistcoat, which was generally of that

green and yellow striped material worn by stable-

men, came very far below his waist. A blue

kerchief spotted with white, better known as

a " bird's-eye," was loosely folded several times

round his neck, the ends being crossed over the

front of a shirt which did not bear too narrow a
scrutiny in respect to cleanliness. This necker-

chief came nearly up to his mouth so that his chin

was usually buried in it altogether ; and this was
not merely the case in winter when it was cold,

but likewise in the summer, even in the dog-days.

His hat was a sort of chimney-pot shape, but
having seen such good service that the crown
bulged upward, thus giving a conical appear-
ance to the article. He was of middle height

—strongly built—of muscular development and
compact proportions. The expression of his

countenance was that of thorough determina-

tion : indeed a more daring, resolute • looking

kind of a person it would be difficult to meet

;

and in this respect he quite equalled Chiffin

the Cannibal. His eyes were dark and piercing :

he had a snub nose—a very wide mouth—short

ragged whiskers ;—and his hair was so uneven that

it appeared to have been hacked about by a pair

of blunt scissors wielded by some drunken barber,

t' e last time it was cut. He had a habit of rest-

ing his right hand upon his hip and assuming an
attitude of boldest decision when engaged in con-

versation ; and he likewise looked fixedly up with
an insolent stare of defiance in the countenance of

whomsoever he might wish to make an imprcs-

ion upon. In his earlier years he had been
connected with the turf,—expending thereon the

few hundreds of pounds which he inherited at the

death of his father, who was a tradesman. He
had then hung on, for some time, to the skirts, so

to sjieak, of those individuals with whom his sport-

ing proceedings had thrown him in contact : so

that he was said to have " cadged " for his living

—hence the surname he had acquired. Of late

years however he had sunk down very low, and
had turned his hand to anything desperate—had
fallen amongst the vilest of associates—had be-

come the flash man of such a disgusting woman as

one of Widow Burley's daughters—and might
therefore bo classed amongst the foul refuse and
most loathsome sweepings to be found in the greaf
moral sewer which conetitutcs more than half of
the modern Babylon.

As the above is no imaginary character, we
have taken some little pains to describi him. In
respect to Spider Bill, we need say no more than
that he was so called from his peculiar shape and
an extreme lanky length of limb. He also was
as desperate a character as Chiffin the Cannibal or

Mat the Cadger, and therefore well fitted to be
their associate in any criminal undertaking.

"We say it was ten o'clock ; and those three vil-

lains, together with the old gardener, were drink-
ing and smoking in the private room at • the

public-house where we find them thus grouped
together.

"Well," said Mat the Cadger, appealing to

Chiffin, " I should think it is pretty near time for

us to be ofl^. The clock down stairs has just struck
ten ; and it's a good twenty minutes walk towards
the villa. Besides which, we must separate and
go different ways."

" We will be off directly," answered Chiffin :

" but don't you dictate, old feller : 'cos why, I'm
in command now."

" I suppose there isn't no doubt of it's all being
square and straightfor'ard this time," observed
Spider BUI :

" for there's been so many puts-off

during I don't know how many weeks past "

" To be sure !" growled Chiffin :
" 'cos why. Lord

Harold is a muff in these things^and you chaps
ain't much better. But here, you see, I have only

been in the business two or three days, and it's

going to be done as nice as possible. But I say,

you feller," he added, turning to the gardener,

—

"you're certain sure that it's all right at the villa

—eh?"
" I've told you so a dozen times," was the old

man's response. "I'm certain that Deveril sus-

pects nothing."
" But what do you think Mr. Deveril could have

been about, all that while absent from home from
ten in the morning till three in the afternoon P"

inquired Chiffin.

" Why— courting, to be sure, down in Caven-
dish Square," replied the gardener ;

" and perliaps

attending to business of some kind or another.

But I'll answer for it that there's nothing wrong

;

because I waited in the garden, as I've told you,

till he came back at three o'clock ; and he spoke as

friendly and looked as happy as ever. Besides,

didn't I tell you that I went into the kitchen and
stopped till he set off to go to Edcnbridge. He
came down to get his upper coat brushed, and told

me he was just about to start. In a word, when
I went and told Lord Harold in the forenoon that

all was right, I made sure it was; and so you will

find it to be."

" Well, we'll take it for granted it is so," said

CliifEn. " It isn't that I'm afraid, you know,"
he added, with a grim look as he glanced slowly

round upon his companions: "but I don't like

such a thing as a failure; and as we've only got

half our reward paid down, and are to have t'other

half when the job's done, I want to make as sure

of the last as I am of tlio first :"—and here he
significantly ta iped his pocket.

Of course," observed Mat the Cadger, with an
assenting nod.

" Then let's bo off," said the Cannibal. " Wo
don't want your services any more, old ohap," h«
added, turning to the gardener :

" so to you w*
say good bye."
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The villainB then issued forth one by one, and

it intervals of a few minutes, from the public-

bouse,—the three who were to be actively em-

ployed in the enterprise, taking diffprent directions

to gain the point of meeting, which had been

already settled. This was in a narrow and dark

lane at no great distance from Deveril's house;

and there a covered spring-cart was waiting. The
horse attached to it, was a strongly built as well

as fleet animal ; and a man in Lord Harold's pay

was in charge of this equipage. Close by, too,

Lord Harold himself was waiting. Enveloped in

a rough pea-coat, and with a glazed hat, the large

brims of which slouched over his countenance, he

was pacing to and fro with some degree of im-

patience, the time for the appearance of his agents

having elapsed by some minutes. At length they

came one by one ; and ChifEn, who was the first

upon the spot, assured his lordship that it was all

right, for he had been closely questioning the gar-

dener upon the subject.

" Then let us to work at once," said the young
nobleman :

" because when Deveril got to Eden-

bridge and found out that the letter was all a

trick, he would naturally take the Marquis's

carriage-and-four and return home. But that

would make it past eleven o'clock ; and so there is

plenty of time, if we are expeditious."

" But about the up-trains, my lord ?" said

Chifiin inquiringly.
" I took good care to ascertain," responded

Harold, " that there are none which could serve

his purpose so as to bring him up in time to

interfere with us. Now then, you fellows, go on

together : we will follow with the vehicle exactly

five minutes after you leave, so that it won't have

to stand long at the gat« of the premises."
" Five minutes in advance will be ample," re-

sponded Chiflin. "If the inmates are in bed,

we'll break into the house in a jifify : but if they're

still up it will be easier work still."

Having thus spoken, Chiffin led the way from

the spot, closely followed by Mat the Cadger and

Spider Bill ; and in three minutes they were at

the villa. The hall-lamp was still alight ; and a

candle was also burning in an up-stairs room—so

that it was evident the inmates had no* yet retired

to rest. Chiffin's dispositions were speedily made

:

he was to enter by the front door, while his two

companions were to effect their entry by the back

part of the premises, and thus as it were take the

place by storm. They were provided with black

masks, which they put upon their countenances

previous to commencing operations.

We will first follow Chiffin. He traversed the

front garden and rang the house-bell,—having done

which, he turned his back towards the door, so

that the instant it should be opened the servant

answering the summons, might not at the first

glimpse catch sight of his mask. He was not kept

long waiting : the door was opened—he made one

Btep backward—caught the female by the throat

— and kicked the door to with marvellous ra-

pidity.

" Not a word ! not a struggle !" he said, in the

low hoarse whisper of his terrible voice : "or I'll

throttle you !"

There was scarcely any need for this injunction,

inasmuch aa the young woman at once swwned
with the awful terror which seized upon her.

Meanwhile Mat the Cadger and Spider Bill had
leapt over the wall at the back of the premises

;

and stealing into the kitchen, they found the other

two female servants (for the Deveril's kept three)

seated at work. Mat sprang upon one—his com-
panion on the other. The first who waa thus

assailed, gave vent to a slight scream—but only a

slight one ; for it was instantaneously stifled by
the rude hand that gagged her lips :—while

the other female was seized with too profound
a dismay Jo cry out at all. They both received

the hurried assurance that if they remained quiet

no harm would befall them. Almost immediately

afterwards footsteps were heard descending the

stairs ; and Chiffin appeared, bearing the inani-

mate form of the housemaid who had answered
the door.

" Now then," he said, with growling bastinest

of tone, " let us put these women into some secure

nook—and then fot the rest of the business. Ah

!

there's the coal-cellar quite handy !"—and forth-

with the door of that place was opened.

The two women who had not fainted, but over

whose mouths rough hands were forcibly held,

showed by their looks how wild was their terror.

The villains repeated their assurances that no
hai'm would befall them if they remained quiet

:

bnt they likewise vowed that the slightest scream

would be instantaneously followed by the murder
of all three. They were accordingly thrust into

the coal-ccUar; and the bolt was drawn upon
them.

" Now then for up-stairs," said Chiffin : and he
led the way, followed by his two accomplices.

As there had been no light perceived in the

ground-floor rooms, thej did not think it worth

while to enter them : out they crept up towards that

where the Cannibal had seen a candle burning.

Angela—who was seated there, by the bed-side of

Madge Somers,—heard the footsteps; and though

a tremor shot through her form, she was not

so much frightened as might have been ex-

pected :—perhaps she knew that succour was near.

She rose up from her chair—and the next instant

the three ruffians with the black masks rushed

into the room.
" Not a word, or you're dead !" ejaculated Mai

the Cadger, as he caught hold of the young lady

with one hand, and with the other produced a pistol

from his pocket.

The sight of that weapon did strike a horrible

alarm to the soul of Angela. Mat the Cadger

forced her down into the chair—whipped out a

cord from his pocket—and in a moment bound her

arms to the back of the seat,—at the same time

renewing his horrible threats. ^Vhile this was

doing, Chiffin and Spider Bill seized upon Madge
Somers and tore her from the bed. All this was

the work of a few instants; and as a shriek did

now vibrate from Angela's lips, Mat the Cadger

placed the muzzle of his pistol close to her fair

polished brow,—declaring, with a horrible impre-

cation, that he would blow her brains out if she

did not hold her tongue.

But at this instant there was a hAaty rush of

footsteps up the stairs : and the utnl moment Wil-

liam Deveril, Don Diego Cliristoval, the young

Lord Everton, and the Marquis of Eagledcan made
their appearance, each presenting pistols and bid-

ding the viliaiufi surrender. Chiffin the Cannibal
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«nd Spider Bill dropped Madge Somers upon the
carpet : but at the same instant the former was
seized upon hy tlio powerful arms of Count Chris-

tovai and liurled upon the floor—while Spider Bill

was simultaneously overpowered by William De-
veril. Mat the Cadger, dropping his weapon,
made one rush to the casement—tore it open—and
precipitated himself forth, just as Lord E%-crton

clutched him by the skirts of his coat; so that it

was a miracle the young nobleman was not dragged
forth after him. The villain alighted ujwn a border
under the window ; and instantaneously picking
liimself up, rushed n;iadly awny. Almost imme-
diately afterwards a vehicle might have been heard
driving quickly off : for Lord Harold, who was so

stationed below that he could command a view of

that window, on perceiving this sud/len descent and
flight of Mat the Cadger, comprehended in a ii\o-

ment that the project had failed. Ho tlierelore

Ivurricd oif the vehicle— while he himself fled pre-

No. y7.— lUIliD BkBlliB.

cipitately in another direction, and in the wildest

excitement lest the ollicers of justice should be

upon his heels.

We must now for a few instants descend to the

lower part of the premises, to announce that the

captivity of the female-servants was not of long

duratiim : for the door of the cellar was quickly

opened by Francis Puton, who besought the terri-

fied women not to give way to their alarms, nor do

anything to raise the neighbourhood, as there were

oth.Ts in the house who would prevent any farther

rullianism on tiio part of the intruders. Leaving

the lady's-maid and cook to recover the housemaid

from her swoon, Francis sped up-stairs—where the

following spectacle at once met his eyes. While

young Lord Kverlun had quickly closed the casc-

inent again, tlie Marquis of Kiigledean cut th«

cords which bound Angela to the chair; and ha

then hastened to assist her in lilting Madge
Somers back into the bed from which aha had lM«ia
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BO rudely torn. Just outside the threshold, Don I be thus expected, was naturally judged from the

Diego Christoval had one knee upon ChifBn's chest,
I

circumstance that means had been tatcn to get

hand at his throat, and a pistol at his head ; the

mask had fallen from the ruflian's countenance,

which wore a horrible expression of mingled rage,

hate, and doggedness. Just inside that same

threshold. Spider Bill was likewise upon the floor ;

his mask had also come off, and he looked terribly

crestfallen and frightened, as William Deveril kept

him down in a similar manner to thafc adopted by

the Spanish nobleman in respect to Chiflln.

" Search this fellow, Frank !" said Don Diego

;

" and take from him whatsoever weapons he may
have about him."

The Cannibal's pistols and clasp-knife were

Bpeedily drawn forth from his pockets by Francis

Paton : while Adolphus (Lord Everton) also dis-

armed Spider Bill.

"Now," said the Marquis of Eagledean, who

had assisted Angela to replace Madge Somers in

the couch, " let these two men be conducted down

stairs ; and let them understand well that at the

slightest attempt at resistance, they will be shot

through the head. Remorseless rullians that they

are, we may not hesitate to treat them as dogs if

they thus pr::' .ke us !"

Don Diego Christoval and William Deveril

accordingly sufiered their prisoners to rise ; and

the room being soon cleared, Angela remained

with Madge Somers,—who, having swooned off at

first, was now rapidly recovering. In dogged sul-

knness did Chiflin descend the stairs : while Spider

Bill appealed for mercy as he was made to follow.

" Silence !" exclaimed the Marquis of Eagledean,

in answer to the latter's entreaties :
" you will hear

what wc have to say—and accarda.g as you respond

to our queries, shall we deal with you."

The parlour on the ground-floor was reached

—

the lamp was lighted—and the prisoners were

placed in such a position that they could not pos-

sibly escape from the guardianship of those who
now had them in custody. We should not how-

ever forget to observe that ere descending from

the chamber above, Francis Baton had lingered

behind the rest for a single moment, to exchange

a warm pressure of the hand and a fond look with

Angela, in congratulation of the issue of this

perilous adventure.

Perhaps also, ere resuming the thread of the

narrative, it may be as well to pause for a few

moments and describe how it was that such speedy

succour was at hand. As the reader will have

Been, the Marquis entertained the suspicion that

his nephew Lord Harold had some connexion with

the impending treachery : for ho thought he could

discover traces of the young nobleman's writing in

the imitation of his own hand in the forged letter.

Judging from antecedent circumstances, he had

come to the conclusion that if his nephew were

really so connected with the plot, whatever it might

be,—Latly Saxondale was also sure to be in it. It

was therefore necessary to fathom the whole pro-

ceeding to the very bottom ; and, still anxious to

save his nephew from the ignominy of figuring in

a criminal tribunal, the Marquis of Eagledean had

decided upon adopting the measure of watching

inside the villa, so as to not merely frustrate the

intended treachery, but also capture whomsoever
might be found entering the premises. That there

would not be many persons whose arrival might

William Deveril out of the way, so that only a few

women would have to be dealt with. The nature

of the arrangement devised by the Marquis had

been duly communicated to Angela by her brother,

when he returned from Edenbridge. Indeed he

came up to London from the Park with the Mar-
quis, Lord Everton, Francis Paton, and Count
Christoval,—this last-mentioned personage being

on a visit there at the time. Nothing however

was said to the female servants at the villa,—for

fear lest at the very first alarm they should be led

to call out fi^ succour notwithstanding any in-

junctions to the contrary, and thus prompt the

expected intruders to take to a precipitate flight

—

thereby frustrating the hope of the Marquis to

make them prisoners and fathom the entire pro-

ceeding to the bottom. It was regarded as a

matter of certainty that blood would not be shed

uselessly by the agents of the dark and mysterious

treachery which was impending,—and that whoso-

ever came would be contented with binding the

female servants and intimidating them by threats

into silence.

Such were the calculations, the motives, and the

plans of the Marquis of Eagledean. We should

further observe that, at about ten o'clock, Angela,

who was on the watch, descended genily from the

sick woman's room, while the servants were in the

kitchen ; and noiselessly opening the front door,

she gave admittance to her brother, the Marquis,

the Count, Adolphus, and Francis Paton,—who
nil five forthwith ensconced themselves in the

breakfast-parlour leading out of the hall ; and

tlierc they remained in the dark until the time for

action arrived. Of what followed, the reader is

already aware : the whole scheme, as arranged by
the Marquis, ended in success, and without the

intervention of the police—an alternative which

he had been so anxious to avoid. But he did not

anticipate to encounter in one of the rullians,

Chiflin the Cannibal, whom he presumed to be at

the time far away across the sea, on the American

soil.

We may now resume the thread of our narrative,

and describe what took place between the prisoners

and their captors in the parlour.

" You have been taken," said the Marquis of

Eagledean, addressing the two prisoners, " in as

attempt to carry off an unfortunate invalid woman,
whom your knife,"—and here he fixed his eyes

upon tiie Cannibal,—" nearly devoted to death.

This is a proceeding of so extraordinary as well as

outrageous a nature, that it must have had no
unimportant instigation. As I have already ob-

served, we shall deal with you according to your

answers to my questions."

" And what if we confess everything ?" de-

manded Spider Bill eagerly.

The Marquis of Eagledean did not immediately

reply : his soul revolted from the idea of again

letting loose the Cannibal upon society :—and yet

when he reflected upon all the reasons which his

daugliter Elizabeth Paton had advanced against

making an enemy of Chillin at that time when he

was entrapped by her stratagem at Edenbridge

Park, ho felt that he could not do otherwise than

let the man go. But while reduced to this alter-

native, he made up his mind on the present occa-
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iion to adopt some measure to ensure the ruffian's

departure from England. '

"If you confess everything," he accordingly

said, in answer to Spider Bill's question, "no
harm shall befall you."

" And does that apply to me, my lord ?" asked

ChifEn, in a sullen growling voice.

" Yes," was the response.

"Well then, here goes for confession!" ex-

claimed the Cannibal, with a savage exultation.

" It was your lordship's own nephew. Lord Harold

Staunton, which got up all this business."

" Yes—that it was !" cried Spider Bill :
" and

what's more, me and tliat man which bolted just

now, have been upon the watch for I don't know
how many weeks to do the job. But you, sir,"

turning to William Deveril, " was always in the

way "

" Ah ! while I bethink me," observed our hero,

"was not that gardener of mine privy to what
was going on ?"

" He was, sir," rejoined Spider Bill.

At this moment the door opened ; and Angela

made her appearance, with a singularly excited

expression of countenance. She beckoned William

Deveril to follow her ; and the Marquis of Eagle-

dean, thinking that something of importance had

occurred, accompanied his young friend from the

room ; but not before he had made a sign to Count

Christoval, Lord Everton, and Frank, to keep a

strict guard over the prisoners.

The Marquis and William Deveril accompanied

Angela into the breakfast parlour, whither she led

them, and where a light was now burning. They
both noticed that she still continued to manifest a

considerable degree of excitement : there was a

visible tremor throughout her charming form ; and

she flung quick as well as singular glances upon
Deveril,—glances in which a certain degree of

timidity and bashfulness was blended with that

excitement which was inspiring her.

"What has happened, Angela?" inquired the

Marquis, quickly.

" Hasten to tell jis, dear sister ?" exclaimed

Deveril, also in acute suspense.

" Sister !"—and she echoed the word in a strange

and iuvolimtary manner: then with considerable

rapidity of utterance, she went on to say, " The
woman has recovered the faculty of speech. Doubt-

less the shock which she has sustained, produced a

•trong revulsion in her entire being But no

matter what may be the cause : the effect is aa I

tell you—and it is indeed of stupendous import-

ance to you, William ! It however seems to me
like a dream 1 am afraid my thoughts are be-

wildered perhaps I heard not arifj)it—and yet

she spoke plainly—I made her repeat tlie words.

J3ut come you both, and hear them with your own
cars, and from her own lips, that you may judge

for yourselves."

Having thus spoken, Angela issued quickly

from the room,—while the Marquis of Eagledcan

and William Deveril, exchanging rapid glances of

wonderment and suspense, hastened to follow her.

They both felt tliat they were upon the threshold

of the knowledge of some grand and important

•ccret : but neither of them could form the sliglitcst

conjecture what it might be. Still under the in-

fluence of a strange and wild excitement, Angela

tripped up the stairs, and conducted William and

the Marquis into the invalid's chamber. Madge
Somers was now propped up with several pillows ;

and there was a faint hectic tinge of excitement
upon the haggard hollow cheeks—or rather upon

I
the sallow skin where the cheek-bones were pro-

minent. Her eyes lighted up with an expression

j

of joyous satisfaction, as she encountered the look*

of William Deveril, whom she beckoned to ap-

j

preach close to the couch.

j

" Now," said Angela, her voice losing some-

what of its excitement in the gentle kindness with
which she habitually spoke to the invalid, —
" repeat those words which you ere now breathed

twice in my ears."

j

"I will," responded the woman, in a faint,

feeble, and almost dying tone—bnfc still one that

was clearly audible, as well as unmistakable in

the syllables to which it gave utterance : then,

fixing her eyes steadfastly upon our young hero,

she said, "Prepare yourself to hear that solemn

truth which I am about to proclaim, and which I

j

see that Miss Deveril has not ventured to com*

: municate Prepare yourself, I say : for it is a
truth that will startle you with the wildest amaze-
ment ! You are not the brother of this amiable

and excellent young lady—you are not the child of

the poor wandering players ^you are the son of

Lady Saxondale !"

CHAPTER CLXIL

THB BIGHTFUL HEIE OF EAXONDAIB.

Wild indeed was the amafcmont experienced

by our hero at this intelligence—an amazement

I

which was to an equal extent felt by the Mar-
quis of Eagledean. So powerful a sensation of

faintness almost immediately seized upon our

hero, that he staggered back, and was compelled

to lean against the wall for support. Angela, per-

ceiving how great was the effect which the an-

nouncement had produced upon him, hastened to

bear him a tumbler of water: but it was with a

sort of timid bashfulness that she presented it.

I
He drained its contents : then, observing the ex-

pression of her countenance, and instantaneously

comprehending what was passing in her mind, he

caught her in his arms,—exclaiming, " Oh, dearest

Angela! even if all this be not a dream -if it bo

not a fevered fancy on the part of that poor

woman— if, in a word, it be a stern an<l solemn

truth,—you are not the less my sister ! For think

you that any circumstances could possibly dimini-h

the brotherly love which I bear towards you ?

No -never, never, my darling Angela !"

The young lady wept profusely as she reeeired

these assurances ; and the Marquis of Eagledean

was likewise uiucli adectcd.
" If it be a dream f" exclaimed >ra(lgo Somcra,

:
speaking in a much stronger and more excited

tone than at first, "No, no— it is not a dream

!

I
Have you not the mark of a strawberry upon your
shoulder ?"

" Ves !" ejaculated our liero. " Here !"— and he
placed his hand upon the spot.

'• To be sure," contmucd Madge. " I saw it

when you were at that cottage in Lincolnshire, at

tlio time you so generously saved my life from

the waters of the Trent."
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" But that young man, thon," kuLcI the Marquis

of Eagledean, scarcely yet recovered from the be-

wilderment into which he had been thrown,^
" that young man, 1 say, who passes before the

world as Lord Saxondale ?"
i

" That young man," answered Madge Somers, in

a solemn voice and with a corresponding expres-

sion of the countenance, " is my own son !"

Here was another subject for ineffable astonish-

ment ; and for some moments not another word

was spoken : but those who were present in that

room, surveyed each other with a sort of solemn

awe, as if they deeply felt how mysteriously and

inscrutably the ways of Providence are worked

out. But at length the Marquis of Eagledean,

breaking that silence, began to question Madge 1

Somers farther. A faintness had however now
come over the woman : a reaction set in from the

|

excitement which for the last few minutes she had

undergone ; and she only shook her head to indi-
[

cate that she was no longer able to exercise the .

faculty of speech.
" She must be kept quiet," suggested Angela. !

" I know full well how to treat her : leave her in

my hands. But perhaps, dear William," continued
!

the young lady, drawing our hero aside, and speak-

Ljg in a whispering voice,
—" for after the kind i

and considerate assurances you have given me, I

shal! still call you by that name—I shall still ad-

dress you as a brother
"

" Oh, Angela ! infinite would be my affliction,"
,

responded our hero, " if you were to treat me
otherwise :"—and taking her hand, he pressed it

with the mpst affectionate warmth. " Now con-

tinue, my dear sister—for as such you must ever

be regarded by me : continue, I say, the sugges-

tions you were about to offer."

" It is but too evident," proceeded Angela,
" that this poor woman has for long years been

privy to a foul wrong committed towards yourself

:

but she is penitent—she is anxious to make all

possible amends—and it will doubtless contribute

towards her mental peace, and therefore to her

physical recovery, if you give her some assur-

ance
"

" I comprehend you, dearest Angela—and I ad-

mire more than ever the noble generosity of your

heart :"—then approaching the bed, our hero took

the emaciated hand of the invalid, and said in a

solemn voice, " Here, in the presence of her whom
1 love as a very dear sister— in the presence of

that nobleman who has been to us both the most

generous of friends—and likewise with an attesting

heaven to listen to my words,—do I declare that I

forgive you, my poor woman, for whatsoever wrong

you may liave done me ! Yes, I forgive you

—

and may God forgive you likewise !"

" Aly lord," murmured Madge Somers, now again

for a lew moments recovering the faculty of speccli,

" this generosity on your part is moie than I could

have expected. But as through me you have for

I many years been deprived of your rights, it is a

1
satisfactiou amounting to a bliss that 1 should be

i

the first at length to salute you by that title which

j

is properly and truly your's, and which the law

j
will recognise. For as I have a soul to be saved,

you arc the rightful heir of Saxondale—and may
heaven give you long life to boar that proud name
which though desecrated in others, will be honoured

in you !'*

Matlge Somers wa« again overcome by the trau*

sitory paroxysm of excitement which hiid enabled

her to give utterance to that speech ; and Angela

made a sign of entreaty that our hero and the

Marquis of Eagledean would now withdraw. They
did so : and on descending the stairs, the former

drew the Marquis into the breakfast-parlour

—

closing the door, so that they were alone there

tegether.
" Now, my dear young friend," said Lord Eagle-

dean, embracing our hero with an affection truly

paternal—"let me congratulate you upon the

knowledge of a momentous secret which gives you
that title and that wealth from which you hare
been so long and so iniquitously debarred !"

" My dear lord," was the young nobleman'*

response, "accept my fervent gratitude for these

congratulations which you proffer me; but my
mind is made up to one thing :"—and he spoke in a

tone expressive of the firmest resolve, while his

countenance corroborated his words.
" You do not mean to tell me," cried the Mar-

quis, more than half-suspecting what he was about

to hear, " that you reject
"

" I mean, my generous friend," interrupted our

hero, " that I shall continue plain and simple Wil-

liam Deveril. By that name therefore I beseech

you to address me as heretofore : nor to those in

the other room—no, not even to your own son

—

must be revealed that secret which we have just

learnt ["

" This is madness ! this is impossible !" ejacu-

lated the Marquis vehemently : and he even spoke

in anger—the first time that ever he had been

angry with our hero.

" Do not reproach me, my best of friends," said

the young man entreatingly, but still with an ex-

pression of firmest resolve upon his countenance.
" Give me your attention—I will explain my
motives for that course on which I am inllexibly

determined ; and your own kind heart will sym-
1 pathize with my feelings."

I

'• Proceed," said the Marquis, but with a voice

' and manner which showed that it would be dif-

I

ficult indeed to bring him over to his young friend's

views,

I

" Has it not occurred to you," resumed the

I latter, " that if I profit by the information which

we have just received from that woman's lips, I

bring down utter ruin upon my own mother ? Is

it not but too evident that she—the authoress of

my being—has perpetrated 1 cannot speak the

word !"

" The foulest of crimes !" ejaculated the Mar-

quis, almost fiercely. " She has brought up a

stranger to supplant her own offspring ! Yes —
I
there can be no doubt that you will involve her ju

ruin : but really, my young friend, this is a ciise

I in wliioh you ctujnot stand upon such punctilios.

There breathes not a man who would more earnestly

inculcate the necessity of filial love, and duly,

and forbearance towards a mother but such a

mother !"

" Nevertheless," added our hero, " she is still

my mother ; and not for worlds would 1 adopt

measures which must hold her up to the scorn and

the execration of the whole world nay, more

—measures that would compel the law to take eog-

nizancc c5f her misdeed and visit her with some

terrible puuishment !"
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" Admirable young maij !" exclaimed the Mar-
quis of Eagledean, his better feelings bui-sting forth

with a gush of enthusiasm that absorbed his trau-

eitory resentment and impatience, and sent forth

tears from his ejes.
" Oh ! I am rejoiced," exclaimed "William De-

veril—for such we must continue to call him, inas-

much as it was his own will to be so denominated,
—" I rejoice to perceive that you at last yield to

the strength of my reasoning, and that you no
longer oppose the course which I am resolved to

adopt."
" But will you not make your mother aware,"

inquired the Marquis, " that you are acquainted

with the secret of your birth ?"

" Yes—assuredly," answered Deveril : " because

it is evident that she fears the revelation which the

invalid woman has made to us
"

" And perhaps, in her desperation," added the

Marquis, " when she finds that to-night's plot has

so signally failed—a plot to the carrying out of

which there can be no doubt she instigated my
wretched nephew—she will adopt some extreme
measure to take the very life of Madge Somers.

Have I not now expressed the motives which in-

fluence you, when you say that you will see your

mother and inform her that you are acquainted

with the mystery of your birth P"

"Yes—those are the paramoimt motives," re-

sponded our hero. " But I am likewise desirous

to relieve her mind from the terrible anxiety into

which it must be plunged on account of this tre-

mendous secret which she knows full well the

woman Somers would sooner or later reveal.

Moreover, you can full well comprehend, my dear

Marquis, that it will be to me a source of satisfac-

tion to tell my mother that I forgive her- for all

the past—to endeavour to move her to at least

some little display of parental affection
"

But here Deveril suddenly stopped short and be-

came pale as death ; for the remembrance flaslied

to his mind, accompanied by a sickening sensation,

that his own mother had at one time made to him
overtures of love—a love which, had he yielded to

the temptation, would have been horrible to think

of!
" Let not that circumstance trouble you, my

young friend," said the Marquis, in a kind and
soothing manner—for he full ea,sily penetrated

what was passing in William's mind. " No—let 1

it not trouble you more than it has heretofore !

done : for your mother of course knew not at the 1

time that you were her own son Indeed, there

is no reason to believe that she knows it now ; in-

asmuch as her measures have been taken to pre-
t

vent Madge Somers from revcaUng to any one the

secret which she—your mother—deems and hopes

to be still a secret locked up in that woman's
\

heart. But we must hasten back to the other

room, where our prolonged absence has doubtless
j

already created much astonishment—perhaps un-
j

easiness."

" And your lordship," said Deveril, " will suffer
!

those two men to depart ? You will not, by in-

voking the aid of the law, create an inevitable

exposure of all that has occurred "

" I will suffer them to depart," answered Lord
Eagledean. "Think you, William, that I would
do aught inimical to your wbhes ? No—not for

worlds!"

" And you will likewise, my generous friend,"

said our hero, "keep the secret "

" From everybody !
" responded the Marquis

emphatically. " Yes—1 will do so, because there

is in my mind the deeply-seated conviction that

heaven itself, in spite of your own noble for-

bearance, will sooner or later bring all these mys-
terious transactions to light ; and I shall yet have

;

to welcome you as Lord Saxondale in the presence

I

of the world."

William shook bis head slowly and solemnly, in

deprecation of this prophecy ; and he followed the

I

Marquis from the room. On re-entering the

opposite apartment, all eyes were at once turned

j
upon them both : but Lord Eagledean hastened to

observe that it was only in connexion with the cri-

tical position of the invalid woman they had been
summoned forth by Angela,—adding that the poor
creature was much better and past all danger.

" I have now to decide," he went on to observe,
" upon the measures which are to be adopted in

respect to you two,"—fixing his eyes upon the

prisoners. " First, in regard to you," he said, now
addressing himself specially to Spider Bill :

" you
are at liberty to depa»t hence. Should you en-

counter your accomplice wBo ere now saved him-
self by a precipitous flight—or that traitorous

gardener who has been playing the part of a vile

spy—you may tell them both, that for certain

reasons a merciful course has been resolved upon,
and that they have nothing to fear—but that it

will be well for them to forbear from lightly men-
tioning the name of Lord Harold Staunton, their

employer in the misdeed. Go—begone !"

The reader need scarcely be informed that Spider
Bill lost not a moment in availing himself of the
permission thus accorded ; and muttering a few
words of thanks, he precipitately left the house.

" With regard to you, infamous villain that you
are—most unscrupulous, daring, and iniquitous of
evil-doers," continued the Marquis, now addressing

himself to the Cannibal, "if you had your merits,

the transition would be from this apartment to a
cell in Newgate. But mercy shall again be ex-
tended towards you— yet under certain conditions

which I will explain in as few words as possible. I

happen to have the means of ensuring your safe

exit out of the country. Within the hour that is

passing, a post-chaise will be ordered, and two of
my companions hero will take you with them to

Dover— whence you will at once be embarked for

France. There at least jou will be in safety ; and
if you choose to seek Ilavrc-dc-Gracc, you niaj'

embark tlienco for America, where you will find

the remittance which some time back I made to

New York on your account. Christoval, one word
with you !"

The Marquis drew Don Diego into a corner of

the room, and said to him in a whispering voice

—

" You must aicon)pany this man to Dover. Lord
Everton .siiail likewise go with you. Tlirou;;h the

assistanM of the Marshalls and ol Edward Kuski-II,

his safe passage to the Continent can doublles» bo
ensured. Let nieasurrs be taken to the effect that

not one fnrlliing of money shall the wretch receive

until he sets foot on the French const. Deveril

will lend him a cloak, and whatsoever other arti-

cles of apparel may help to render him a mora
decent object than he now is ; and Frank shall

issue forth at once and order a post-chaise."
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The arrangements thus suggested by the Mar-
quis, were duly carried out ; and Chiffin the Can-

nibal took his departure in the custody—for such

it really was—of Don Diego Christoval and Adol-

phus. We may as well observe here, that the

entire plan, as laid down in respect to Chiffin, was

executed; and through the agency of Ned Russell,

he was safely landed at Calais. But whether he

eventually got so far as the United States will be

Been ere this narrative, which now draws towards

8 conclusion, is brought to a complete close,

Don Diego Christoval and Lord Everton having

taken their departure with Cliiffin the Cannibal,

the Marquis of Eagledean and Francis Paton stayed

at the villa to pass the night—or rather the re-

mainder of it : for it was close upon one o'clock in

the morning ere the inmates of that dwelling could

•think of retiring to rest. But even then, Angela

Deveril would not seek her own couch. The ser-

vants had been too much alarmed and excited by

the incidents of the night to render it prudent to

allow either of them to sit up and attend upon

Madge Somers, It should be observed that the

nurse who was at first engaged to watch the in-

valid had within th» last few days been herself

very ill, and had returned to her own residence,

which was at a little distance : but Angela having

entertained the hope that the woman would return

shortly and resume her duties, had not considered

it necessary to put another in her place. Thus

the absence of the nurse—which w .s duly reported

by the old gardener—had been deemed by the

conspirators one of the favourable circumstances

for the execution of their plot at that particular

time. Now, however, Angela missed the nurse

much ; for she herself was exhausted by the mental

and physical excitement she had undergone : yet

neither the fortitude nor the generous spirit of

the young lady failed ; and believing herself

better capable than the servants of keeping the

requisite vigil by the couch of Madge Somers, she

resolved to adopt this course. It had been with

considerable reluctance that William Deveril con-

sented to her thus wearying herself by sitting up
with the invalid ; and he only desisted from re-

monstrance on receiving the assurance that another

nurse should be procui-ed early in the morning, in

case the one who was formerly engaged, continued

too much indisposed to resume her duties.

But our hero, the Marquis of Eagledean, and

Francis Paton had not been many minutes in their

respective chambers, when Angela called forth to

them, in an affrighted voice, from the invalid's

room ; and they quickly hurried thither. A ter-

rible change had suddenly taken place in Madge
Somers: it was evident that she was dying.

Francis sped off to fetch the medical attendant

:

one of the female domestics was summoned to

assist Angela in doing all that possibly could be

done for the unfortunate woman in the extremity

to which she was brought : but human suMour was

unavailing—consciousness had abandoned uer—the

glaze of death came over her eyes—the ominous

rattle in the throat commenced—and a few minutes

after the return of Francis Paton with the medical

man, she breathed her last.

Thus did she perish. Not another syllable be-

yond the few explanations already recorded, fell

from her lips; and the circumstances so nearly

and intimately relating to William Dovcril's cai-licst

years of existence, were left still involved is •
mystery which seemed to be impenetrable.

CHAPTER CLXIIL

MOTHEE A5D 805.

Lady Saxosdai-e knew that the scheme for the
carrying-off of Madge Somers was to be put into

execution on the particular night the incidents of

which we have been describing : she a.\sr> knew that

Lord Harold Staunton purposed to accompaHy
Chiffin the Cannibal in the hired van, in order to

bear away the woman to some distant spot, where
she might be disposed of in a manner that would
silence her for ever. Her ladyship did not there-

fore expect any communication from Lord Harold
during that night—nor perhaps for a day or two,

until all should be over in respect to Madge Somers.

His silence and his non-appearance would be to

her a sufficient indication that the plot had tho-

roughly succeeded, and that the woman who was so

much dreaded by her need no longer be regarded

as an object of terror. Therefore her ladyship had
gone to rest at her usual hour,—having seen Ed-
mund reel off to his own room in a state of com*
plcte intoxication.

But Lady Saxondale had not been half-an-hour

in her own chamber, and her night toilet wae
scarcely completed,—indeed, her maid was still

combing out the masses of that luxuriant raven

hair which neither time nor the influence of strong

passions and the powerful workings of her mind
had streaked with a single thread of silver,—when
a loud knock and ring resounded through the

dwelling. Her ladyship started up with dismay

—for it instantaneously struck her that the plot

had failed ; and then there was a perfect gush of

horrifying apprehensions through her tortured

brain. But quickly recovering her presence of

mind, when she saw that the maid was gazing

upon her in a perfect consternation, she bade her

hasten down stairs and see who the visitor might

be. We should observe that this maid was not

Lucilla, the one who had been so frightened by
the incursion of ChilBn and Lord Harold Staunton

into the room wliich she had appropriated to her-

self at Saxondale Castle during the absence of her

mistress : for her ladyship had left Lucilla behind

in Lincolnshire, inasmuch as she had foreseen that

on returning to London she would have to receive

visits from Lord Harold, and she of course did not

wish the young nobleman to stand the chance of

encountering that maiil in whose presence he could

not do otherwise than look particularly foolish.

When left alone in her dressing-roiun, while her

dependant hastened down to ascertain who had
knocked and rung in so porempt<>ry a manner.

Lady Saxondale said to herself, " Some new crisis

is now at hand 1"—and as she glanced at the

mirror opposite to which she was standing, she

saw that lier countenance was of a dead pallor.

Then, clasping her hands in a paroxysm of mental

anguish, slic bitterly, bitterly repented having ever

entered upon a career of crime :—in that dreaii

moment she would have given worlds to recall the

past ! But she was not a woman to remain long

thus overpowered by her terrors: she felt the
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necessity of exerting all her strength of mind to

meet whatsoever diinger nright now be menacing

her, and to encounter with fortitude whatsoever

new emergency might have arisen. Feeling con-

vLuced that the visitor must be either Lord Harold,

or else some messenger from him, she threw on a

morning wrapper; and scarcely had she done this,

when the maid returned to the room with the ex-

pected intimation. For it was as she had foreseen:

—Lord Harold Staunton craved an immediate

audience of her ladyship on most particular busi-

ness.

"You need not wait up for me," said Lady

Saxondale to the maid : and having given this in-

junction, slie descended to the parlour into which

the footman who answered the front door, had

conducted Lord Harold.

The moment her ladyship entered, she perceived

by the young nobleman's coimtenance that the

plot had failed : for he was very much excited and

had a bewildered look.

" You have not succeeded, Harold ?" said her

ladyship, in a quick trembling voice.

" No : everything has miscarried— and yet I

know not how," he replied, as he threw himself

upon a sofa, much exhausted ; for he had run nil

the way from the liegent's Park to Saxondale

House.
" You know not how ?" ejaculated her ladyship.

" But what are the circumstances ? Tell me all

you do know ! leave me not in suspense !"

" Everything was carried out in the manner
previously settled, up to a certain point. The
vehicle was in readiness—the fellows entered the

house — they remained there for two or three

minutes—I thought it was all right—when all of

a sudden the bed-room window was flung open,

and out sprang one of them— a gentleman, whom
I could not recognise, making a clutch at him as

he thus precipitated himself from the casement,"
" But the man was he captured ? was he

killed ? or did he escape, and tell you what had
happened?"—and as Lady Saxondale put these

questions in a hurried tone, her countenance ex-

hibited all the tortures of suspense.
" He told mc nothing : he sped wildly away,"

answered Harold; "and I, seeing that all was
lost, took my own departure from the spot."

" And the other men—what became of them ?

" I cannot tell. One tiling is certain, it was
not Chiffin who thus made his escape. I fear

therefore that he and the other agent whom we
employed, were made prisoners."

" Good heavens ! what is to be done ?" ejacu-

lated Lady Saxondale. " If those men have been

taken captive— perhaps by the police lying in

wait—they will reveal everything ! they will say

that they were engaged by you "

But all in a moment Lady Saxondale expe-

rienced a relief, arising from the selfish reflection

which suddenly struck her, that her name could

not possibly have been mentioned in the business.

At least Harold had all along promised that this

secrecy should be observed, and had assured her

that he had faithfully kept his pledge.
" You, at all events, have nothing to fear," he

haatened to say, " so far as the night's work is

concerned. Of course you know best how far and
in what way the woman Madge Somers can com-
pronuBe you, should she recover the faculty oi

speech But I—what am I to do ? I dare not

return to my lodging—those fellows know where
I lived—and if they confess who was their em-
ployer——"

"True !" observed Lady Saxondale; "it will be

serious for you. You had better leave London at

once "

" To-night I can do nothing," answered Harold,

with a sort of dogged determination. " I am tired

to death, and unfit for any energetic proceeding.

Besides, Harriet, I am not going to separate again

from j-ou. Our destinies are linked
"

" But I cannot harbour you here, Harold !"

interrupted her ladyship. " It is impossible

!

The servants will know it Edmund will know
it

"

" They already more than suspect that you and

I are not .very great strangers to each other," in-

terrupted Harold. " You would not have me go

wandering forth to-night. Look at this costume

—

this glazed hat—this great rough coat. Do I not

seem like a ruffian ? how can I present myself at

any hotel to ask for a bed ? I may be arrested in

the streets : who knows what hue and cry may be

already raised after me ?"

There was a mingling of entreaty and dogged

determination in Staunton's looks and accents, as

he thus spoke in a hurried manner. Lady Saxon-

dale saw that it would be dangerous to provoke a

quarrel with him ; and she herself was getting so

desperately reckless as to her own reputation, that

she came to the conclusion it would be better to

let him have his own way.
" Well," she .accordingly said, " I must secrete

you in the house as cautiously as I can. For-

tunately I hare dismissed my maid for the night.

To-morrow we shall doubtless learn from some
source or another the extent of the exposure which
has taken place, and of the peril which menaces
you. Then our measures can be taken. Perhaps
the vortex of ruin But no matter ! it is too

lato to retrograde a single step. Come !"

They issued forth together from the parlour;

and Lady Saxondale, opening and closing the front

door, said in a loud voice, " Good night, Lord
Harold !" which words were uttered in order to

deceive any of the domestics who might possibly

be listening to what was going on.

Staunton did not however leave the house : but
with the utmost caution he followed Lady Saxon-
dale up to her own chamber ; and in the embraces
of illicit passion they both forgot for a while the

perils which, jointly or separately, they might have
to apprehend. In the morning her ladyship told

her maid, when the latter knocked at the door,

that she could dispense with her services for the

occasion; and thus Lord Harold's presence there

remained unsuspected. His pea-coat and glazed

hat were carefully locked up in a cupboard ; and
Lady Saxondale, watching an opportunity when no

one was ujxm tlie stairs, conducted him down to

the breakfast-parlour—so that wlien a servant

entered, it might appear as if he had juat arrivo(i

to pay this early visit. She was compelled to leave

to chance any suspicions which might be enter-

tained as to the real truth of the proceeding—and
any inquiries which the footman might put to the

liall-portcr as to whether the young nol)luinan had

indeed come that morning, or whether he had been

several hours concealed beneath tlut roof.
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Edmund remained in bed until a late hour; and

(t was not until Lady Saxondale and Lord Harold

had finished their breakfast, that he made his ap-

pearance in the parlour. He was jjlad to see the

young nobleman : he wanted society—and the

presence of Staunton there seemed to promise a

renewal of their former intimacy. He could not

however prevent himself from smiling significantly

at her ladyship —as much as to intimate that he

understood very well upon what terms she was

with Staunton : but the depraved and unprincipled

young man—so deeply criminal too—was inspired

by no loathing nor disgust at the thought of sitting

down to table with his mother's paramour : for

that she was really his mother, he of course be-

lieved, though the reader is now aware of the

contrary.

It was about eleven o'clock in the forenoon, that

a footman entered the parlour where they were all

three seated, and informed Lady Saxondale that

Mr. Deveril requested an immediate audience.

"Let him be shown to the drawing-room,"

replied her ladyship, without losing her self-

possession : but she glanced significantly at Lord
Harold, as much as to say that now the worst was
likely to be known.

" Ah, William Devei-il !" ejaculated Edmund, as

the footman retired. " I wonder at his impudence
in coming to the house "

"Trouble yourself not with him or his con-

cerns," said Lady Saxondale in a severe tone: and

as she had regained all her empire over the ill-

conditioned mind of the guilty young man, he at

once hold his peace.

Lord Harold followed her ladyship out into the

hall—and said in a low, hiu'ried, anxious whisper,
" What do you think of Deveril's presence here ?"

" I know not," she responded, her own eyes

ghttering with uneasiness :
" but still 1 hope that

no public exposure of last night's proceedings has

taken place. If so, William Deveril would scarcely

call upon me. His presence here seems indicative

of a desire to save that exposure t but it is evident

my name has been disagreeably mixed up in the

transaction. Ecmain you quiet until I rejoin

you."

Lord Harold returned into the parlour—while

Lady Saxondale ascended to the drawing-room.

She was filled with a nervous anxiety, which not

all the natural strength of her mind could repress.

She had not told Lord Harold the full extent of

what she apprehended from Deveril's visit : her

guilty soul was smitten with the horrible thought

that Madge Somers had possibly revealed her

secret : but if so, the reader may still understand

that she was utterly unaware that William Deveril

was her own son.

She proceeded to the drawing-room, assuming

as well as she was able that dignified hauteur and
calm stateliness of demeanour which she.was wont
to wear, and beneath which she was so often

enabled to conceal the agitation of her soul. The
moment she opened the door, she perceived Deveril

standing near a window, and with his back to-

wards her. Not that our young hero was gazing

forth upon any particular object : he was looking

on vacancy : for all his powers of vision were, so

to speak, turned inwardly, to the contemplation

of the varied emotions and thoughts that were

excited in Ids breast. Ho was about to stand

once more in the presence of her who had been •
bitter and a remorseless enemy to him—but whom
he now knew to be the authoress of his being !

No marvel, then, if his soul were thus agitated :

he felt that the interview about to take place was
one of no ordinary character. He did not hear
the door open, so absorbed was he in his medi-
tations ; and it was not until the sounds of foot-

steps close behind him fell upon his ear, that he
turned abruptly—thus finding himself face to face

with Lady Saxondale.

His countenance was exceeding pale, but in-

scrutable in its expression—though the dark eyes

of her ladyship were instantaneously bent keenly
and piercingly upon him, in order to ascertain, if

possible, whether he came with an intent of re-

solute hostility, or whether liis visit might be
otherwise construed. He could not immediately
speak : he knew not how to commence the ex-

planations he had to give. At one moment he
felt inclined to fling himself into the arms of Lady
Saxondale, claiming her as his parent : but the

next instant the harrowing reflection swept through
his brain that it was possible she might repudiate

him—she might disown him—she might refuse to

acknowledge that claim which he had to assert.

On her side, she was equally at a loss how to

address him,—not knowing what his object might
be, or to what extent she was once more in his

power. Thus did they stand for nearly a minute,

gazing upon each other in silence—a silence that

was painful enough for William Deveril, and full

of suspense for Lady Saxondale.

At length William Deveril felt so completely

overpowered by the emotions which were working
so strongly within, though their outward expres-

sion was comparatively so slight,—that he was
compelled to take a seat. Indeed, it was with an
air of utter mental and physical exhaustion that

he sank down upon a chair. Then Lady Saxondale

perceived that he was under the influence of feel-

ings which could not bo altogether of a vindictive

or hostile character ; and she took courage : for

wherever she saw an opportunity of playing upon
the sensibilities of individuals, she knew that a

strong weapon was in her own hand, and that her

powers of consummate dissimulation and hypocrisy

would enable her to derive immense advantages

from the weakness of those with whom she had to

deal. She did not break the silence which pre-

vailed : but she also took a seat—and appeared to

be patiently awaiting whatsoever explanation was

about to be given ; while in reality she was suffer-

ing her visitor to abandon himself more and more
to the influence of the sentiments which had pos-

session of him.
" I know not how to address you," he at length

said, in a voice which was tremulous aud half-

.

suffocated with his emotions. " Bear with me a

few minutes ! think not my conduct intentionally

rude, however strange it may appear."
" Take your own time, Mr. Deveril," said Lady

Saxondale, forcing herself to assume even a degree

of affability. " I am well pleased that you thus

seem enabled to throw aside old rancours and

animosities
"

" Eancours and animosities !" echoed Devenl,

with almost a wild start, as a thousand remi-

niscences of the past swept through his mind.
" Would to heaven that they had nevor existea !—
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would to heaT«n tliat no ungrj word had ever

been breathed from either of us towards each

other :"

" What mean yon ?" asked Lady Sasondale, for

a moment smitten with the idea that possibly be

liad repented of having rejected the overture of

licr love at the time that it was made, and had

now come to fling himself at her feet.

" What do I mean," he cried, trembling all

over with the effect of his emotions; and now the

tears likewise trickled down his cheeks :
" how can

1 make the revelation ? how will you receive it ?

Is it possible that nature has no voice on these

occasions ? No, no—it has not !" he quickly eja-

culated: "or else
"

But he stopped suddenly short, shocked at that

occurrence the recollection of which thus flashed

vividly back to his mind: for he meant to have

said that if nature had really such a voice, it

would have spoken out at the time when that very

overture of love itself was made. Lady Saxondalo

was bewildered by his words and his manner ; and
yet cvei-y fresh step which he advanced along the

troubled pathway of his agitated feelings and ex-

cited emotions, gave additional relief to her soul:

for she saw that he came not for the purpose of

injuring her.
" Last night," he said, suddenly forcing himself

to be calm, " a strange scene took place at my
abode. The house was invaded by ruffians : for-

tunately the plot in some of its details was too

clumsily managed to succeed; and precautions

were taken to frustrate it."

" A p'.ot ?" said Lady Saxondale, assuming a look

of surprise and interest.

" Ob ! do not tell me that you were a stranger

to it," cried Deveril :
" let there henceforth be no

decej-tion on your part towards me ! If all the

past can be forgotten—as, on mj soul ! it is for-

giv»n on my side—we should look each other in

fa'.e with the frank confidence of other and better

ft elings."
** If you wish us to be friends, Mr. Deveril,"

said her ladyship, now smiling with the utmost

amiability, " it shall be so with all my heart."

" Friends ?" he ejaculated, with passionate ve-

hemence : then suddenly resuming a degree of

calmness again, he went on to observe, " But I

had not finished the tale I have to tell. The plot

was, as I have informed you, frustrated : it was to

carry off that woman who was beneath my
roof "

" Ah ! and the plotters—what became of them ?"

Inquired Lady Saxondale eagerly.
" They were suffered to depart," responded De-

veril. " Let me assure you at once that you have

nothing to fear : no public exposure ensued—no
authority of the law was invoked on the occasion '

Neither do I come hither to distress you Would
to heaven that nothing had ever occurred to com-
pel me at one time to take a hostile attitude towards

you ! But that woman of whom J have spokon,

and who died last night
"

"Died?" ejaculated her ladyship, slarting as a

galvanic thrill of joy swept through her entire

frame.
" Yes—she is no more," answered Deveril so-

lemnly. "The shock killed her: but while exist-

ence still remained, she revealed a secret
"

"A secret? Ah! what did she reveal P Tall

me !"—and Lady Saxondale now surreyed Deveril

with breathless suspense.
" She told me," he answered, slowly and solemnly,

and fixing upon her ladyship a look of so much
commi'ieration and earnest entreaty, as well as

deprecating softnc«, that she was more and more
bewildered what to think,—" she told me that he

who passes before the world as Lord Saxondale, is

not your offspring—but was her own son."
I " She told you tliis ?" murmured her ladyship,

in a low hoarse voice, as her countenance became
deadly white. " And what else said she i"

" That your own son—he who is indebted to you
for his being—he who alone has tlie right to be

regarded as your lawful male offspring,—that he

still lives—that he carries about with him the proof

of his identity Mother !" cried Deveril, with a

sudden gush of uncontrollable feelings, " your son

kneels at your feet
!"

I

He sank upon his knees as he thus spoke : and
Lady Saxondale, with a wild start, but a subdued

shriek, fell back in her chair, a prey to feelings

which it would be impossible to describe. The next
' moment however she exclaimed, " But the proof

!

the proof I"

I

" It is here !" answered Deveril, indicating the

place where the mark was upon his shoulder, dose

up by his neck. " A strawberry—scarcely the size

of sixpence "

" Ah !" ejaculated her ladyship—and a faintness

came over her : it seemed as if a tremendous con-

sternation had suddenly fastened itself upon her

soul.

"Mother," murmured Deveril, "will you not

speak to me as your son ?"

" My son !" she exclaimed, springing up from
her seat. " What else did the woman tell you r"

I

" She said no more : she gave naught beyond

j

those simple revealings—yet rcvcalings so astound-

ing to my ears '."

"Ann she furnished no other proofs ? she named
no one else?" demanded her ladyship, with im-

petuous vehemence.

"None! none!" responded Deveril, immensely
excited.

" And she is dead ?"

" She is dead."
" But who heard those confessions f Speak !

tell me everything !"—and there was the swiftness

of the hurricane in her ladyship's language, and

all its excitement in her manner.

"The Jlarquis of Eagledean and Angela—she

who had until that moment thought herself to be

my sister, and was so regarded by me."
" Oh! then," cried Lady Saxondale, with bitter-

ness, "the Marquis—who is my sworn enemy

—

has sent you hither to demand your rights
!"

" By heaven, no !" exclaimed Deveril now spring,

ing uj) from his knees. "Think you that 1 am
capable of exposing you to the world "

" If you mean to spare nie," said Lady Saxon-

dale, " come to my arms, my dearest son !"

Deveril threw himself upon his mother's bosom,

and embraced her with all the joyous, gushing, en-

thusiastic fervour of his noble and aff.>otionate

nature. The tears which streamed from his eyes,

bedewed her cheeks; ani he sobbed audibly, ex-

claiming in broken sentences, " Oh, my mother '.

you do not disown mc ! you do not discard me

!

you acknowledjre me ( It ia all I rciiuire I

'
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"Sit down by me," slie said, having the appear-

ance of being deeply affected :
" sit down by me—

and tell me how you purpose to behave towards

me—what you demand—what you expect me to

do "

" I came only to demand of you a parent's re-

cognition of her child," responded Deveril. " You
have given it—and I have no more to ask."

" And is it possible," she said, a thrill of ecstatic

joy once more sweeping through her, and animating

her countenance with such a light that it might
well be mistaken by her son for the glow of mater-

nal joy and pleasure in having him at length re-

stored to her,—" and is it possible that you will

consent to remain in obscurity ? is it possible that

the Marquis of Eagledean will not lu-ge you to

enforce your claims ?"

"The Marquis of Eagledean is a generous-

hearted man," interrupted Deveril ; " and he has

yielded to my persuasion—he has consented that I

shall follow my own inclinations. Oh, my dearest

mother ! I feel too grateful that you have received

me to your arms, to think for a moment of injur-

ing a single hair of your head. No—not for

worlds would I do it ! It is hard, no doubt, that

I should behold another usurping my place : but

that is preferable to the exposure which must
ensue if I assert my claims, and which would in-

volve you in ruin
!"

"Do I indeed hear aright P" exclaimed Lady
Saxondale, almost wild witli joy. " In the same
moment that I embrace a son, do I receive from
his lips the most affectionate assurances

!"

"I call heaven to witness the sincerity of what

I say !" cried Deveril. " No, no !—much as my
soul may shrink from the bare idea of living privy

to an imposture, yet is it better so tban to involve

you in disgrace. I envy not my supplantcr the

proud title which he wears and the riches which
must be his. My views are modest—my aspira-

tions humble : I have more than sufficient for my
wants—lam to become the husband of a charming
creature whom I love—and in all this will my hap-

piness consist. To plunge i/ou into disgrace and

ruin, in order that I myself should assume a lofty

rank and become possessed of vast estates, would

only constitute for me a gilded wretchedness, in

the midst of which I should pine and languisli

away. Suffer me sometimes to see you—suffer me
occasionally, when the eye of heaven is alone upon
us, to embrace you as my mother—and I shall ask

no more 1"

"Dearest boy!" murmured Lady Saxondale,

flinging her arms about bis neck ; " instead of

being grieved at the revelation of tbat woman's
secret I am rejoiced at it, ^luce it bas given so

dutiful, affectionate, and loving a son to my arms.

But are you sure there will not come a moment
when you will repent of this forbearance—wliun

you will long to become possessed of your own ?"

" No—never ! never !" ejaculated Deveril ener-

gftijally. "I would not—I could not build up the

fiioiic of my own worldly prosperity upon your

rrit and disgrace
!"

" Say my death !" added Lady Saxondale em-
phatically ;

" for I could not possibly survive

exposure. But tell me all the iucideuts of your

past life : tell me everything ! You must bi; aware

thatl have now the deepest interest in whatsoever

concorus you."

Our hero thereupon proceeded to narrate to hit

mother that history which he detailed to Lady
Fiorina Staunton, and which has been given at

greater length in earlier chapters of this narrative.

He told her how he had been brought up by tho
wandering players—how he had been taught to

regard them as his parents—and how he had
looked upon Angela as his sister. He described

how she whom he had behoved to be his mother,
perished prematui'ely—how Mr. Deveril took him
and Angela to Italy—how he died there—and how
on his death-bed he uttered that incomplete sen-

tence which had subsequently led to a search for

the manager Thompson. Then he described how
the Marquis of Eagledean, under the name of

Mr. Gunthorpe, had proved so kind a friend to

himself and Angela—how he was engaged to be
married to Lady Fiorina—and how Angela was
the betrothed of Francis Paton.

Lady Saxondale listened with the deepest in-

terest ; and throughout the narrative she frequently

bestowed upon her son caressing indications of

commiseration and sympathy. But when he had
terminated, not one syllable of explanation did she

volunteer on her own side—not a word to clear up
those mysteries which Madge Somers had by her
death left still unrevealed :—not the slightest detail

did she give of the circumstances under which she

had procured possession of that woman's child, to

pass it off as her own and frustrate the hopes and
aims of Ralph Farelield :—not a whisper did she

breatlje to account how it was that the supposititious

individual should bear upon the neck a mark pre-

cisely similar to that which her real offspring him-
self bore. Nor did William Deveril consider it at

the moment to be at all strange that Lady Saxon-
dale should thus continue so closely reserved—so

extremely guarded, on these points : his mind was
too full of a variety of conflicting emotions to en-

able him to settle his mental gaze, from the midst

of that excitement, on any one particular subject.

She had embraced him as her son—she had treated

him with sympathy—she lavished upon him tbe

evidences of maternal affection: and he claimed

no more at her hands !

"You must leave me now, dearest boy," she at

length said :
" or those who are in tbe house, will

consider it singular that your visit lasts so long.

Come lo me again when you choose ; and I will

always contrive to see you alone, that I may iolil

you in my anus. But do not write to me on uuy
consideration : letters may miscarry "

" Mother," interrupted Deveril, " rest assured

that I will do nothing to compromise you."
" Dearest boy !" she murmured, as she once more

strained him in her arms: aud in a few instants

he took his departure.

The door closed behind him ; and then Lady
Suxondale's countenance became suddenly radiant

with triuuiplmnt Jati.sluction. But it is necessary

that we should afford our readers some little insight

into the feelings and the motives which inspired her

ladyship throughout tho preceding interview, inas-

much as tiiere was indeed but little sincerity in

her de:Lieanour towards him whom she bad thua

discovered to be her own real and lawful offspring.

When the announcement of this fact was so sud-

denly made to her, and her son fell upon his knee*

at her fc<a, she was stricken with the wildest t.ir-

ror k'sl the next phaso in tbe itartliug drama
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hould be the fullest exposiire of the tremendous

cheat which ehe had palmed upon society : but in

an instant it occurred to her that if her salvation

were possible, it could only be by means of a hypo-

critical cajolery, and therefore was it that she

strained her son to her bosom. The discourse

which ensued was rapid ; and each successive sen-

tence spoken by our hero, was full of hope and

encouragement for that vile bad woman. She

learnt that Madge Somcrs was dead, and that she had

revealed nothing beyond the bare fact of the fraud

itself in respect to her own son who passed as Ed-
mund Saxondale, but who was really the supplanter

of him who was known to the world as William

Doveril. Moreover, her ladyship received the wel-

come intelligence that the stupendous secret was
to be kept—that nothing was to be made known

—

that the lips of Angela and the Marquis of Eagle-

dean were sealed—and that "William himself pre-

ferred his comparative obscurity, to the attainment

of rank and riches by the ruin of his mother. It

was not therefore difficult for Lady Saxondale to

bring herself to lavish caresses upon our hero—to

press him to her bosom—to acknowledge him as her

offspring—to welcome him as her son— to speak

kindly and to look tenderly.

But her heart was in reality unmoved towards

him : those maternal yearnings which are so natural

on the part of woman, and almost so invariable,

were in this instance stifled, subdued, and crushed

beneath the weight of selfish considerations. Had
he proclaimed an intention of demanding his rights

and appealing to the tribunals, she would have

ignored him as her son—she would have repudiated

his claim to be considered her offspring—she would
have dared him to the proof; and she would have
risked everything in the desperate struggle of one

kst fight for the maintenance of all that she had
committed so many crimes to consolidate. But
he had acted otherwise—her conduct was shaped
accordingly—and when he went forth from her

presence, she felt herself in reality more safe and
secure than for many months past she had been.

No wonder therefore that a smile of satisfaction

and exulting triumph appeared upon her features :

for in this brief interview she had comprehended
all that was grand, noble, and magnanimous on the

part of her son ; and she felt confident that what-

soever he had promised he would faithfidly perform.

The glance which she threw over her present

position was in every way reassuring and comfort-

ing for the bad heart of this unscrupulous lady.

Madge Somers was dead; and she need trouble

herself concerning that woman no longer. Lord
irarold Staunton, being irreconcilably at variance

with his uncle the Marquis of Eagledean, was
altogether dependent upon her— and therefore in

ber power. She needed not his services to forward

her aims ; and she could consequently dictate to

him her own terms. In this respect her resolution

was taken : she would retain him as her para-

mour : for having become excluded from the society

in which she was once wont to move, she did not

intend to stand upon any scruples in the gratifi-

cation of her passions. Over E'lmund her dominion
WH8 likewise compleloly established : the crime
which he had committed and the vices to which he
fas addicted, rendere<l liim pliant and ductile in

her hands. She had no farther fear of the Mar-
quis of Eaglcdean's animosity on account of past

occurrences : her son would prove her friend in

that quarter. As to Dr. Femey, she flattered

herself that a little cajolery or the simulation of

intensest anguish, would at any time over-ride hia

scruples and prove more potent than his qualms of

conscience. Thus altogether, as she contemplated
her present position. Lady Saxondale felt satisfied,

elate, and triumphant.

CHAPTEE CLXrV

THE COUNT AHD COUSTE38 OP TOLEDO.

Upwaeds of eight months had elapsed from the

date of those incidents which we have been relat-

ing ; and it was now the autumn of 1&45. A
glorious autumn it was too—but nowhere more
glowing nor richer in nature's produce of fruits

and flowers than in the southern districts of
France.

In the neighbourhood of a beautiful little village,

on the French side of the Eastern Pyrenees, a
delightful cottage-residence was situated in the

midst of a spacious and well-kept garden. There
were likewise pleasure-grounds and shrubberies

—

an orchard^aud a piece of water, on which the

swans floated in graceful stateliness. In the stablea

attached to this dwelling, there were three or four

horses ; and in the coach-lioiise a close carriage

and an elegant phaeton. The occupants of thxa

charming villa were a gentleman and lady, two
male domestics, and two females. The house and
premises had been to let for some time until within

about a couple of months of the period of which
we are now writing—when they were suddenly

taken by the Count and Countess of Toledo, the

gentleman and lady already alluded to. They
arrived one evening with a couple of attendants-
one male and one female—in a post-chaise from a
northernly direction—it was believed from Paris

;

and they halted for a day or two at the village inn.

During their walks in the neighbourhood, they

perceived the villa-residence so charmingly si-

tuated in the midst of its grounds ; and taking a
fancy to the spot, they decided upon settling ther^

at least for a while. The house was to be let fur-

uished, and belonged to the old notary of the vil-

lage : a bargain was soon struck—the Count de

Toledo needed to give no references, for he had
something much better in the shape of a well-filled

purse; and hiring the house and premises for a
year ctitain, he paid the entire rent in advance.

It was under auspices which thus seemed par-

ficularly favourable in the eyes of the villagers,

that the Count and Countess took possession of

the cottage. Their domestic establishment was
increased by the hire of two more servants—one

male and the other female—from the village : and
at some adjacent town the Count purchased the

hoi-scs and carriages. They lived in good style

—

paid their bills regularlj-—and were therefore wcU
spoken of throughout the neighbourhood. Thej
were speedily visited by the few good families re-

sident in that ilistrict, and thus seemed to have

just as much society as could be wanted by per-

sons for wlioni a somewhat retired and secluded

mode of life evidently possessed the greatest charm.

The Count de Toledo waa, as his title implies, a
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Spaniard ; and his age appeared to be about seven

or eight-and-tweuty. He was a fine man—but of

features too coarse to be styled actually handsome

;

<ind there was a certain roughness in his manner
as well as in his appearance, which, though neither

positively rude nor uncouth, yet showed a de-

ficiency of that polish which is to be acquired in

the cli-awing-rooms of the fashionable world. But
it was understood that he had served in the Spanish

army, and for several years had passed his time in

camps or barracks, dui'ing the civil wars between

the Christines and the Carlists. It was therefore

supposed that this partial roughness of manner
which characterized him, had been derived from
his military life ; and as his conversation was in-

teresting, varied, and full of anecdotes,—moreover,

as he was proficient in all manly sports, was ex-

ceedingly hospitable in his entertainment of the

few friends who visited at the cottage, and was
liberal in his dealings with the village tradesmen
•—living also in good style, though in that com-
parative seclusion,—he soon became a favourite

with all who knew him. His person, if not hand-
some, was of a fine manly appearance : his dark

hair, singularly luxuriant, curled naturally : his

large black eyes were full of fire ; and he had a

magnificent set of teeth. His form was well set,

muscular, and athletic,—powerful without being

ungainly. He was a superb horseman, and
managed his spirited steed with the utmost skill

and expertness. But it was said that he was vain

and conceited, inasmuch as he studied a certain

afi'ectation in his dress, as if he were fond of the

display of a varied and extensive wardrobe,—some
of his garments being of those (ndrd fashions

which at that time had begun to be prevalent in

the French capital.

The Countess de Toledo was an English lady,

and remarkably handsome. Indeed, not to make
any uimecessai-y mystery upon this point, we may
as well at once state that she was an old acquaint-

ance of the reader's—being none other than Juliana,

Lady Saxondale's elder daughter. After her ad-

ventures with the Viscoimt de Chateauneuf, she

liad precipitately left the Dm*ands' villa, in llie

manner described in an earlier chapter ; and re-

tiring to some remote and obscure French town,

had there lived in seclusion, as well as under a

feigned name, until the time arrived when she was
to become a mother. The child perished at its

birth; and when perfectly convalescent, Juliana

returned to Paris. She had previously ascertained

that her sister and thij Marquis of Villebelle,

neither of whom she hatl any inclination to meet,

were then dwelling in Naples; and she had
also learnt tliat the Viscount and Viscountess do

Chateauneuf were absent on some tour whence
they were not expected to return for s<>veral

months. She was therefore under no apprehension

of encountering in the capital any persons whom
she would rather not meet : and taking handsome
apartments, she looked about her for the purpose

of entrapping either a wealthy husband or a
paramour.

Juliana had determined not to revisit England.
She had not -a, suflicicncy of brazen eirrdiiiery to

bold her head erect and look the world in the fare

where her shame was well known,— as her mother
bad done. With Lady Saxondale she had occa-

sionally corresponded :—that very letter which she

received when the readei was first introduced to

her at the Durands' villa, was from her ladyship

;

and it made her acquainted with the omnipotent
sway which Edmund's wife had obtained over him.
as well as of the mother's determination to con-

sign him to a madhouse. Subsequent correspond-

ence from the same quarter informed Juliana of

Adelaide's death in Lincolnshire: but the young
lady did not suspect that it was a foul murder
instead of an accident. In her own letters to her

mother, she mentioned nothing of her amour with

the Viscount de Chateauneuf: but she gave due
notice of her several changes of abode—of the

death of her child—and of her removal to Paris

again. Lady Saxondale liked her daughter too

little to be very pressing in her letters that she

should return to England : on the contrary, she

wrote her approval of Juliana's resolve to remain

abroad, and was by no means niggard in remittuig

funds as often as they were asked for.

It was in Paris, on her return thither after her

confinement, that Juliana fell in with the Count
de Toledo, who was living in grand style at one

of the most fashionable hotels. At first she con-

sidered him somewhat repulsive in his looks and
uncouth in his manners : and no wonder, when
she contrasted him with the delicate beauty of

Francis Paton, and the exquisite gentility of tho

Viscount de Chateauneuf. But as their acquaint-

ance improved, the first feelings of aversion rapidly

wore ofl": the fine eyes and splendid tcoth of tho

Count de Toledo were no inconsiderable saving-

clauses in his favour : he was good-humoured and

entertaining— liberal and frank-liearted ; and Ju-

liana saw that the conquest wiaild be a much
more easy one than that of a nobleman or gentle-

man of a greater drawing-rooui refinement. Be-

sides, the Count in due course begun to pay his

addresses with an evidently honourable intention;

and a marriage with a Spanish nobleman who
seemed possessed of ample wealth, was a chanc*

by no means to be discarded by a young lady in

so false a position as Juliana Fareficld.

When she perceived that the Count de Toledo

was serious in his intentions towards her, she pru-

dently instituted inquiries concerning liiui. She

had in her service a French maid of exceeding

shrewdness and quick inleiligence ; and through

her she ascertained that the Couiit was really, as

he had often informed l.er, a frequent visitor at

the house of the Spanish Ambassador in Paris.

This was sufilcient to guarantee liis reKpectuhilily,

— while his mode of lite evidently indicated the

possession of ample meiins. On her side, .luliana

took good care to let tiie Simiiisii nobleiiimi b.coine

aware that she was the <laugliler of Lady Stixun-

dale, and tiic sister of the bearer of llie same

jn-oud title : siie devifcd a stf«ry of ill-health in

England, and the aiivice of ])liysiciims, as the

eauve for her rcsiihng abroad ; and she did not

forget to mention that her younger sislrr wa.i

niariiied to tlu' Mnrquis of Villibille, a French-

man of high (.landing nnd at that time Miui»l*r

PlenijMitentiary at tho Court of Naples.

Being thus nuilualiy batislied with each other,

there was nothing to piiveiit a matrimonial al-

liance; and as the Count de Toledo wan a rigid

Cathohc, the nuptials were .«oleninizid in n t\\«>lold

mauner— first in a French Church, nnd iinmwdiaiel^

afterwards in tl-- chapel of the Knglish Rmba«i<y.
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it bad been arranged tbat after the ceremouics,

the Count was to bear his bride into Spain—where
ihey were to take up their abode on his ancestral

estates in the Principality of Catalonia. They
quitted Paris in a post-chaise,— the Countess at-

tended by her maid—the Count by a valet who
had been a considerable time in his service. But
during the journey southward, they saw in the

newspapers that there had been one of those sudden

changes of Ministry which were of such frequent

DCcurrence in Spain ; and the Count was over-

whelmed with affliction. It was some time before
|

Juliana could obtain from him the revelation of

,

the cause of that sorrow which had thus so ab-
'

ruptly seized upon him. At length however, by
dint of caresses and entreaties, she gleaned the

following explanations :

—

He had originally been an officer in the Queen's

service; but as his sympathies were always in

favour of Don Carlos, he had passed over with a

sonsiderable portion of his regiment to that Prince's

side. For this action he had been excluded from
the amnesty which took place at the termination

af the civil war : but he was given to understand,

after a little while, that he might in all safety re-

turn to his estates, which had not been confiscated.

This circumstance of the -non-conliscation of his
!

property— together with the secret intelligence

forwarded to him that he might go back to his

ancestral mansion—was to be ascribed to the fact
'

that he possessed a staunch friend in one of the

Ministers then in power,—though this friendship

had been unavailingly exercised towards obtaining

the inclusion of the Count's name in the amnesty.

The Count did return to his estates, where for

some period he lived unmolested : he then went to

Paris, and fell in with Juliana, whom he married.

Several successive Ministries had in the meantime
held the reins of power ; and no measure was
adopted towai-ds his own personal molestation or

the seizure of his domains : he had therefore con-

sidered himself perfectly secure, and altogether

justified in espousing her who had captivated his

heart. But now this sudden overthrow of the last

Ministry had brought into oflice his most impla-

cable enemy, at whose bands everything was to be

dreaded,- and hence the grief with which he was
overwhelmed on reading the intelligence in the

newspapers.

Such was the narrative of explanations which

the Count de Toledo gave Juliana : and she was
naturally much chagrined at a circumstance which

threatened to render her husband a proscribed exile

from his country. Besides, the Count had repre-

sented his Catalan mansion and his surrounding

estates in such glowing colours, that the bride was
naturally desirous to be introduced to the palatial

residence and the wide domains of which she had
become the mistress ; and therefore her disappoint-

ment and her affliction were all the more bitter.

But there was something consolatory in the state-

•nents which her husband, on calmer deliberation,

was enabled to make. He fortunately had still a

very considerable supply of ready money at his

com»^^nd: he knew also that the iutendant of his

domains had ainple funds in hand, and was a

strictly honourable man—so that it would only be

needful to communicate with him, in order to

obtain the prompt handing over of these immedi-

ate!/ avftilabie resources. Juliana was thus enabled

to take a fairer view of their prospect* than at the
first glance they seemed to present; and aa the ''

journey was continued southward, she deliberated

with her husband upon the course to be adopted.

He suggested that they should push on to the very
verge of the Pyrenees, and that their honeymoon
should be passed in some quiet retreat within the
French frontier, whence they might not only watch
the progress of affairs in Spain, but the Count
might also communicate with his intendant in Ca-
talonia. Tiie proposition was figreeable to Juliana
—who, if compelled to remain in France at all,

much preferred a comparative seclusion, where
there was all the less probability of her husband
hearing anything to her disadvantage : for, as the

reader may suppose, she had taken good care not
to inform him that she had already been the mis-

tress of two paramours, and had likewise been a
mother. They reached the little village alluded to

in the opening of this chapter : the picturesque

cottage, with its attached grounds, at once appeared
to them a suitable residence ; and as the notary to

whom it belonged, would not let it for a shorter

term than a year, a man of the Count's resources

was not likely to hesitate at the arrangement.
On the contrary, as he expressed himself to Juliana,

he would only be too glad to sacrifice some little

rent by being enabled to return into Spain and
,

bear his bride to his ancestral home at an earUer I

period than the term for which they hired the
|

villa-residence. :

The Countess of Toledo did not love her husband
1

in the proper meaning of the term : her's was a
|

heart totally unfitted for a pure and virtuous affec-

tion. Whatsoever feeling she experienced at all

akin to love, was one of the sense and not of the

sentiment. It was intertwined with the gross

cravings of her temperament ; and the attachment
which she bore for the Count was precisely the

same which in her licentiousness she would have
bestowed upon a paramour. Her feeling for

Francis Paton had been of the same character

—

but more furious and frenetic in its devouring re-

gards, because he was the first by whom her sen-

suousness was gratified. The Viscount de Chateau-

neuf she had loved much less, because her designs

in respect to him were based upon a worldly-

minded selfishness ; and when these were disap-

pointed, she could as readily hate and detest as

ever she had liked him. The Count de Toledo was

the object of her sensuous regards : she was also

the more pleased with him the better she knew
him, on account of his good-nature and the manli-

ness of his spirit, which qualities invariably secure ,

the esteem of every kind and class of women. But
on the other hand, he was much attached to her.

|

It is certain that he had espoused her not with the '

idea that she possessed any pecuniary means of

importance; because she had not deceived him on
tbat point : nor indeed, when estimating their im-

mediate resourses, had he for a single instant

taken into calculation or made the slightest allu-

sion to any funds which she might in case of

emergency obtain from her mother. But he liked

her for herself alone. She was remarkably hand-

some;—since her confinement her eliarms had ex-

panded into a richer exuberance than even that

which they before possessed ; and being a creature

of luxurious temperament, she was well calculated

to please tlu) tervid Sp»ni.ard. There was aome- i
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thing, too, in tho polish of her manners and the

easy elegance of her deportment, which might be

Bupposed to exercise no ordinary influence upon
the rougher nature of her husband. She spoke

French fluently : this was the language in which
they were accustomed to converse ; and being in.

teUigent as well as accomplished, Juliana could

render her discourse sparkling, winning, or fasci-

nating, according to her purpose or her humour.
Moreover, the Count was proud of his handsome
English wife ; and a husband's pride of tlie object

of his choice is in itself a degree of admu-ation

which cannot be inseparable from love.

The first two months of their residence near the

little French village was happy enough : for as we
have before observed, they had just sufficient

society to prevent the time from hanging heavily

on their bands, and for preventing their mode of

existence from appearing monotonous. Juliana

rode well on horseback ; and she liked to accom-
pany her husband amidst the beautiful scenery of

the neighbourhood where they dwelt. They drove

out too in the phaeton;—and in their close carriage

they visited occasionally of an evening the few
families with whom they had become acquainted.

Juliana had written to her mother to mention her

marriage ; and Lady Saxondale was but too glad

to have thus got rid of a daughter whom for some
time past she had ceased* to love, but towards
whom she had been compelled to act with a certain

degree of apparent kindness, inasmuch as Juliana

was acquainted with the secret of the tremendous
imposture in respect to Edmund.

It was the month of September when we intro-

duce our reader to the cottage where the Count
and Countess of Toledo are now residing. Their
somewhat extravagant mode of life—the purchase

of horses and carriages—and the sumptuousness of

.
the entertainments which they gave, and which
though few, were nevertheless costly in the ex-

treme,—had by this time absorbed the greater por-

tion of the available funds which the Count had
brought with him from Paris. One day, he men-
tioned to his wife that it would be needful to com-
municate with his intendantj and as no tidings

had been received of any overt measure of a hostile

character being adopted towards him, either in the

form of proclaimed proscription or of property
confiscation, he suggested that it would be as well

if he were to pay a secret and stealthy visit to his

estate in order to transact personally his business

witli his steward. Juliana was averse to this pro-

ject, inasmuch as by the mere fact of her husband's
proposing to repair with bo much precaution to his

domain, it was sufficiently evident he feared to be
arrested. Ue however assured her that there was
little danger of such a result, as he could rely upon
the fidelity of his dependants—but that being
liable to hostile proceedings, he of course purposed
to adopt the precautions he had named. She her-

eclf offered to undertake the journey and seethe
intendant : but he observed that it would look

strange in the village if she were thus to absent
herself while ho remained at home. Then she
proposed that his valet should be entrusted with
the mission : but the Count objected to place so
•trong a temptation as a considerable sum of

He remained absent for about ten days, during

which interval Juliana experienced more or less

uneasiness on his behalf. At the expiration of

this period he returned home safe, at a late hour
one night, bringing with him a certain amount of

money—but by no means so large as she had been
led to expect. This however he readily accounted

for,by stating that the intendant had been compelled

to lay out considerable simis on the repairs of tho

mansion when he first received the intelligence

that it was to be gotten in good order for the

reception of a mistress. In respect to his own
peculiar position in a political sense, it remained
unaltered either for the better or the worse : but
it was still dangerous for him to think of return-

ing openly to Spain, so long as his enemy con-

tinued a member of the Ministry.

It was about this time that Juliana read in one
of the French newspapers that the Marquis of

Villebelle had been transferred from the Neapo-
litan Embassy to that of Madrid, thus receiving

a promotion in the diplomatic hierarchy. It far-

ther appeared that the Marquis and Marchioness,

accompanied by their suite, were about to proceed

by sea from Naples to Spain, so as to avoid the

circuitous route of an overland journey. As the

Count frequently assured Juliana that the present

Spanish Ministry could not possibly last long,—

.

and that as the next one would most probably

consist of personages more friendly disposed to-

wards himself, he might expect to be shortly en-

abled to return openly to his estaf to,—she began
to reflect that as they might possibly visit Madrid,
where she would encounter her sister and brother-

in-law, it was bad policy on her part to abstain

from corresponding with them. She therefore

wrote to Constance, acquainting her with her
mai-riage, and highly eulogizing her husband. It

happened that the Count was going into the vil-

lage at the moment when Juliana had finished

writing this letter; and he accordingly took it

with him to put in the post. 1 )ay3 went by—

-

they grew into weeks—and still no answer was
returned. Nevertheless Juliana read in the news-
papers that in the interval the Marquis and
Marchioness of Villebelle had arrived in safety at

Madrid, and were duly installed in the mansion
of the French Embassy in that city. She fancied

that her letter must have miscarried : for she

thought that Constance was too generous-hearted

to cherish any rancour on account of her pre-

cipitate flight from the Durands' villa after her
affair with tho Viscount de Chateauneuf. She ac-

cordingly wrote again; and the Count, taking

charge of the letter, promised to see that the

postmaster was particular in consigning it to tho

mail-bag. Again did days and weeks go past;

and still no response came. Then Juliana could

arrive at no other conclusion than that her sist^^r

was mortally offended with her; and her pride

prevented her from penning a third epistle.

Christmas was now drawing near ; and again

were the Count's funds at a low ebb : again tluTC-

foro did he resolve upon paying another steullhy

visit to his estates in Catalonia on tho other Hide

of the Pyrenean boundary. On this second occa-

sion he romauicd absent for a fortnight,— at the

money in the man's hands. Thus all her objections expiration of which time ho returned safe and
and her propositions were overruled ; and the Count sound, and with a considerable sun of vaonej
himself tel uii' ua the expedition. J«Uana was rejoiced at the thought that her tuw*
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band possessed such an honest iuteudaut ; aud she

more than ever lun^^cd to liaatoii and become the

mbtress of those estates which produced sueh ample
revenues. It was on the morninj; after the Count
t.e Toledo's return, that tliej' rode out together in

the phaeton. On these occasions they seldom took

* d inestic with them, as they preferred to be left

to th nr own unrestrained discourse. After making
a considerable circuit they were returning through

the vi'^age,—when a sudden ejaculation, aa if of

surprised recogtiition, reached their ears. Glancing

simuitaneouiily in the direction whence it came,

thoy perceived a wretched-looking man, wrapped

\n the rags of begcjary—but such tatters as he did

wear, indicating a denizen of the Catalan wilds on

the other side of the Pyrenees.
" Ah !" cried the Count de Toledo, " I know the

poor man 1 he is a labourer of my own estate

Or rather, dearest Juliana," he added tenderly,
" I ought to say of our estate :"—then having

made a gesture .to the wretched object, as if to

imply that he would come to his succour, the

Count gave the reins to his wife, requesting her

to drive slowly on; and he leapt down from the

vehicle.

This little incident occurred on the outskirt of

the village, and was unnoticed by any of the in-

habitants.

Juliana drove on in a leisurely manner, as she

had been directed, and without tliinking very much
of the occurrence. In a few minutes she was re-

joined by her husband,—who, taking the reins

from her hands, drove homeward. While proceed-

ing thither he gave her to understand that the

unfortunate labourer had wounded a soldier in a
distui-bance, and had been compelled to fly the

country,—adding that as lie (the Count) happened
to have but a mere trifle of money about him at

the time, he had bidden the poor man await him
in the village, whither he purposed to return and
give him more substantial assistance. Accord-

ingly, on reaching the house, the Count went to

the strong-box ; and having taken thence what he

wanted, hastened back to the village.

.

A month passed after this incident; and one
day, on a tradesman presenting the amount of his

bill, the Count de Toledo bade him return in a
fortnight, at which time he would be in receipt of

!

ample funds. The man was perfectly satisfied

with the assurance, and went away. But Ju-
'

liana was astonished that her husband should have
thus put him olf, as she imagined that there must
be a considerable remnant of the large sum which
he had brought back on his second visit to his

Spanish domain. The Count assured her that

somehow or another the money had melted away,

—adding with a laugh, that he must make another

journey across the Pyrenean boundary. As he
treated the matter thus lightly, the Countess

thought but little more of it—save and exc^t so

far as it regarded the necessity for this third sepa-

ration. The Count however assured her that he
incurred little or no risk ; and after affectionately

embracing her, he mounted his horse and took

his departure.

In the evening of that very same day, Juliana

was informed by her maid that a person was in-

quiring for the Count, and would not bo satisfied

with the asAiranco of his lordship's absence unless

h» sa-v the Cou/tcss heraelf. She, fancying that it

,

might be some particular business which had
brought the iiLdividual thither, desired that ha
should be shown into the room where she was
seated : but the moment he made his appearance,

she at once recognised him aa that same wretched-
looking object who had been relieved a month back.

He was not however now clad in the same ragged
style, but was very decently apparelled in a suit of
broad-cloth, which but ill became his uncouth and
ungainly form. He had a dissipated look ; and
his aspect altogether was little prepossessing. Ha
addressed the Countess in his native Spanish
tongue, of which she understood too little to com-
prehend him : she accordingly desired that her
husband's valet, who was a Spaniard, should b«
sent for; and the moment the domestic entered

the room, a mutual recognition took place between
him and the visitor. This was of course natural

enough, inasmuch as the latter had been repre-

sented as a labourer on the Count's estate, and
therefore could scarcely fail of being known to the

valet, who had been for some years in his lord-

ship's service. The valet drew the man away
from the room ; and leading him into the garden,

conversed with him there for a considerable time
—at the expiration of which he took his departure.

Eeturning to the parloui-, the valet informed the

Countess that the poor man, relying on his lord-

ship's generosity, had «alled to solicit some farther

assistance, which be (the valet) had given to the

extent of his means.

A fortnight elapsed from the date of the Count's

departure on this third visit to his estates ; and he
then re-appeared at the cottage : but his left arm
was in a sling—he looked pale, ill, and haggard.

Juliana was at first much terrified on his account

:

but he hastened to assure her that though he had
sustained a somewhat serious injury, there was
nothing to be profoundly alarmed at. A surgeon

was at once sent for ; and he substituted proper

'

appliances for the clumsy bandages which had in

the first instance been tied over the wound.
Meantime the Countess had gathered from her

husband's lips that he had been attacked by ban-

ditti on the Spanish side of the Pyrenees—that he
had defended himself successfully against them,

until some shepherds who were guarding their

flocks, happened to come to his assistance, when
the rufiians retreated precipitately. He had how-
ever sustained that injury in the arm : but he
treated it lightly, inasmuch as he had frustrated

the object of the predatory horde, and retained in

safety the considerable sum of money which he

had brought v.ith him froa his iuteudant. Juliana

now told hira of the visit which the labourer had
paid during his abs(;nce—at which the Count at

first appeared considerably annoyed : but when he

learnt that the Countess was unable to comprehend
him, and had transferred him over to the valet for

explanations, his lordship became appeased,

—

treating the matter more lightly, and pa««ing

away from the subject with the observation " that

the follow deserved some blame for imposing upon
good-nature."

Several weeks passed; the Count's wound was

thoroughly healed— he no longer felt any bad

effects from it ; and as the Spring, which is early

in ita visits in that genial clime, wa* now at hand,

the rides and drives were n'gularly rcsumet"

amidst the delightful scenery of the neighbour
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liood. The garden began to put forth its richest

floral beauties ; and the trees, with their myriads

of blossom, gave promise of a luxuriant fruitage.

The suu was aow powerful for mauy hours dur-

ing the day; but the evenings were delicious.

Juliana, who Lad occasionally felt lier mode of

existence somewhat gloomy and monotonous ia

the winter-time, was now all life and spirits

once again : but she was nevertheless mf)re or

fess impatient at the prolonged dcOay which was
keeping her husband still an exile from his do-

Bjain. He however was of such unvaried good-
nature—so kind and affectionate towards her

—

so attentive—indeed almost so uxoriously soli-

citous to anticipate her wants and administer to

her enjoyments—that she bad really learned to

lore him as much as it was possible for such a

heart as hers to love at all- Siu; did not regret

the brilliant society in which she had been wont
to move in her native land ero the exposure

of her shame at Snxondnle Castle: she cared

nothing now for the idle pomps and splen-

dours of fashionable life : but her chief long-

lug was to i.lay the part of a sort of feudal

— ^%,!U
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peeress at ber huBband's mansion in the midst of

bis wide domains. The Count, comprehending
what thuB at times was occupying her thoughts,

assured her that the present Ministry could not

possibly laet much longer— that it had already en-

dured for a greater period than could have been

anticipated— and that its fall would no doubt
prove in its results favourable to the wishes which
they both so deeply entertained. Juliana made no
reply to her husband's representations : in her

heart she feared that he only held out these hopeg

in order to appease her, but in which he himself

wa" by no means sanguine.

It was one beautiful afternoon at the end of

March, that Juliana was seated by the open
window of the cottage parlour, while her husband
was smoking his cigar in the garden. At every

turn he passed by the casement, and bent upon
her a fond look, at the same time bestowing some
kind word. Having finished his cigar, he ap-

proached the house lor the purpose of entering

—

but again lingered in front of tlie window to make
gome passing remark. By one of those movements
which have no particular meaning, he took off his

hat as he stood near the casement ; and so power-
ful was the glow of the sun that it made his hair,

j

which was of a dark colour, seem absolutely light

in the golden beams which poured their efiTulgence

upon his head. Juliana was just on the point of

admonishing him not to expose himself too much
to the fervid heat of the unclouded sun,—when she

noticed that he dropped his hat with a sudden
start, and as if all in an instant thrown into some
degree of excitement or confusion. But as quickly

recovering his self-possession, he said to his wife,

" I will rejoin you, dearest, in a few moments :"

—

and then hastened away towards the farther extre-

mity of the garden.

Juliana thought there was something singular in

this proceeding ; and she at once issued from the

cottage. On emerging into the garden, she beheld

her husband entering the orchard, in company
with a man whom she recognised as that labom-er

who on two previous occasions had sought relief.

A gloom came over her countenance : she liked not
the aspect of these circumstances; and Irom the

ehade of some trees, she watched her husband and
that individual as they passed slowly along in the

orchard. She saw them stop short, and both ges-

ticulated violently ; so that she now wondered
that the man should have the impertinence to as-

iume so threatening an attitude in the presence of

the Count. A suspicion that there was something
more in the repeated visits of this person than she

Lad hitherto been led to believe, entered her mind

;

and this gave rise to other reflections, which were
by no means calculated to relieve her from
anxiety.

Still she kept her eyes fixed upon her husband
and his companion : but as she suddenly beheld

them separate— the man remaining where he was,

and the Count retracing his way rapidly towards

the dwelling—she sped back thither before he had
an opportunity of seeing that she had issued forth

at all. fiesuming her seat in the parlour, she

awaited the Coiuit's entrance,—composing her fea-

tures aa well as she was able, and wondering
whether he would tell her what had taken place.

He entered the cottage in a few minutes; but in-

stead of r«joining her in the parlour, went straight

up to the bed-chamber where the cash-box w&f
kept. She at once surmised that it was to procure

fresh rDcans of relief for the man who thus ap-

peared to have such strong claims on her husband'i

bounty. He did no', remain many momenti up-

stairs; and on descending, just looked into the

parlour to inform his wife that he would be with

her in a few minutes. He then sallied forth again
;

and Juliana, haunted by suspicions which grew
stronger and stronger, though they were still

utterly vague and indefinite, hastened up to the

bed. room. The Count, in his hurry, had forgottei

to lock the strong-box, of which he was invariabij

accustomed to keep the key ; and as Juliana hap

penod at this time to know exactly what amount
there ought to be in the casket, she was speedily

enabled to estimate how much had just been taken

thence. To her surprise and annoyance, as well as

with a still strengthening suspicion, she discovered

that a very formidable inroad indeed had been

made upon their pecuniary resources, so that there

was scarcely sufficient left to meet the tradesmen's

bills thit would be coming in at the end of the

week. She descended again to the parlour,

—

sadly troubled, but still utterly at a loss to conceive

how it was possible that a mere labourer on her

husband's estate could have obtained such a hold

on his lordship as thus to extort from him so large

a pecuniary succour. She now felt assured that

on the occasion when the contents of the cash-box

had 80 mysteriously diminished, necessitating at

the time a repetition of the Count's visit to his

intendant,—the assistance he had afforded the poor

man must have been to a far greater amount than

he had represented, and that thereby the ex-

haustion of their funds was to be accounted for.

All these things agitated, bewildered, and per-

plcxed the mind of Juliana : but in the midst of

her troubled reflections, the Count entered the

room. He at once, with his wonted frankness,

informed her that the man who was succoured on

previous occasions, had called again to implore

farther bounties.

"As you may easily auppose," his lordship went

on to say, " I was little gratified by this renewal

of his importunities ; but as he solemnly assured

me that he had now a chance of benefiting himself

permanently, if he had only a sum of ready money,

I agreed to help him for the last time."
" And to what amount did you thus assist him ?"

inquired Juliana, not suffering her husband to

perceive that the incident had At all troubled her.

" I am afraid I have been rather foolish," re-

sponded the nobleman, with a g >od-natured laugh :

" for I have given the fellow a sum sufficient to

make a gentleman of him."
" But how is it possible," fcsked Juliana, still

with a perfectly ingenuous dir, " that a poor

labouring man should need such ample supplies

—

and that you should consent thus to minister to

his wanton extravagances r"

It struck Juliana that the Count eyed her

strangely for a moment— with a keenness as if to

penetrate into the depths of her soul, and ascertain

whether she had any deeper motive than mere

passing curiosity for putting these questions. She

maintained her countenance perl'eolly : the reader

knows she was ft perfect mistress of dissimulation

)

and she did not choose to let her husband perceive

tl»at she had bo«u smitten with any disagreeabW
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impression ; for if so, he would at ouce suspect

that she had watched his movements. Therefore,

when he saw nothing in her features to betray

what was passing in her mind, ho suddenly dc
sisted firom that keenness of gaze,—and observed

in his wonted off-hand frank way, " The fellow be-

longs to a family that has been long located on my
domain. Since he has been in France, he has

fallen, I fear, into bad company : but he is now
repentant, and purposes to lead a steady life. So

I have given him this last chance—and at all

events have bade him come into my presence no
more."

The discourse was then turned into another

channel; and Juliana knew not what to think.

She could not altogether banish the disagreeable

impression made upon her mind, nor the vague
suspicions that something was wrong, which had
been excited in her bosom : but still her husband'a

explanations had been given with a frankness

which seemed perfectly sincere ; and so far as she

eould perceive, he had not practised any deception

towards her. But a circumstance which she had
foreseen now happened in the course of a day or

two : this was that the Count informed her of

Uis intention to undertake another journey across

the Pyrenees.
" This time," she at once said, " you must per-

mit me to accompany you ? If there be dangers,

I will share them."
" And it is for this very reason, dearest, that

you must not accompany me," wae his immediate

response, accompanied by caressu.g manifestations

of affection.

" I beseech you," persisted Juliana, " to let me
go with you on the present occasion. Besides, I

long to see the place wbich sooner or later will be

our home. I have hhherto concealed, if not alto-

gether subdued, my impatience "

" And you muft continue to do so for a short

•pace longer," interrupted her husband. "You
cannot accoD-.pany me now, my dearest wife : it

would per'^\aps seriously compromise my safety.

I expect to receive some tidings of a natore

favourable to our hopes, and trust that in a very

short time there will no longer be any necessity

fo' stealtby visits to my ancestral home."
" Promise me, then—promise me fuitlifully,"

eaid Juliana, " that if circumstances should compel
you to pay another etcaltjiy visit, after this one,

to your estates, you will suffer me to accompany
you."

" I promise faithfully," responded her busband :

and having embraced her, he once again look his

dejiarturc on horseback— but unattended and alone.

CHAPTER CLXV.

TUK Uk'lSXINO.

PoH the first few days after they had thus hepa-

ratcd, Juliana continued much troublt^d in Ikt

mind. Sometimes she was dull and desponding

hatmted by vague suspicions—a prey to imkli-

nire fears : at other times she was excited, im-

patient, and angry,— thinUing that slic bad nut

acted with proper spirit in forbearing from ques-

kiouing her hubbaud farther relative to the man

whose frequent extortions compelled him to visit

his intendant oftencr than he otherwise would have
done. And now, too, she began to reflect thai

these repeated absences might have b«en very
well avoided, if the intendant himself came periodl.

cally across the Pyrenean boundary to bring tlio

requisite supplies,—which course, indeed, seemed
much more natural on the part of that functionary,

rather than suffer his master to endanger his own
safety by running after him. She wondered tha*,

this had not struck her before. Suspicion is terri-

bly prolific : it engenders a thousand ;—and surh
was the case in the present instance. Juliana

began to calculate that though they lived well,

and even handsomely, yet their cxj)enditure mu^t
be wretchedly insignificant in comparison with the

lordly revenues produced by lier husband's estates i

that is to say, if they were of the magnitude which
he had represented. The thought would steal into

her head that in some way or another she had been
deceived : but this was an idea too frightful to

harbour willingly. She endeavoured to banish it

altogether ; but she could not. In her attempt to

escape from it, she sought excitement in otlier

ways. She paid a round of visits—she invited

guests to the cottage—she rode out frequently—
she took long walks. Still that idea haunted her.

Yet, how could she have been deceived ? Not in

respeet to her husband's rank and station : for had
not her maid ascertained in Paris that he was all

he had represented himself? But perhaps it was
in the extent of his pecuniary resources that ho
had misled her : or perhaps his estates were really

confiscated, and he had not liked to reveal the dis-

tressing truth—so that the resources wliieh he re-

pi'csented as coming from his intendant, miglit b*
in reality furnished by the purse of private friend-

ship ? At all events she resolved to lead him int.i

the fullest explanations on his return : for now
that her suspicions were once excited, she could

not i>ossibly endui-e a state of uncertainty ami
suspense.

A week had elapsed from the dale of the Count
dc Toledo's departure on this last occasion,— when
one day, as Juliana was riding in the phaeton
through the village, the groom driving her, she

was struck with astonishment on beholding M.
Durand standing at the door of the inn. She
liked this encounter as little as possible; inasmuch
as the Durantls knew full well, when she was
staying at their villa at Auteuil, that she was in a
way to become a mother; and they were likewise

perfectly cognizant of her amour with the Viscount
dc Chateauneuf. If a word were breallied in

the vilhige of those circumstances, her nputalion
would be ruined—the talc would iiievital'ly reutli

her husband's ears— and she would be dishonoure.i

in his eyes. M. Durand had at once recognised

her, so that she was couiptlh-d to order the j)lniel(.n

to stop. Hastily alight iiig. she run I'orward as if to

welcome him with enthusiasm - but in reality to

prevent him from addressing her by the name of

Mudiime Chesterfield (as she had been culled at the

villa) in the preseuce of the groom. She shook him
by the hand; anil in<[uired with much seeming

friendship altiT his wife: .M . Durand led her into

a pnrlour in the ho>(clry ; and there she t'ounr)

.Madiime l>un»nd hert-elt". It uppeured that ii liro.

ther of the old giMitleman's hud nvenlly dieij nt

Barcelonu : and as ho had nu children, M. Duraud
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was his heir, fle Had been eatabiisheJ for a long

series of years as a merchant in the Catalan capital,

and had amassed a considerable fortune. On the

strength of this rich heritage, Monsieur and

Madame Durand were travelling post from Paris,

and had diverged several miles from their more
direct route, in order to pay a flying visit to some
distant relations who dwelt m those parts. On
their name being mentioned^ Juliana discovered

—

much to her apprehension and annoyance—that

they were one of the families whom she was accus-

tomed to visit.

She now had to give explanations on her own
side; and these were to a certain extent hu-

miliating enough. She was obliged to confess that

the name of Chesterfield was a feigned one—that

the story of a husband in India was altogether an
invention—that she had never been married at the

time she was at the Durands' villa—and that she

was in reality the daughter of an English peeress

named Saxondale. She went on to inform the

Durands that she was now married to the Count

de Toledo, a Spanish nobleman who for political

reasons was unable to enter Spain ; and that for

some time past they had resided in the neighbour-

hood of that village. She begged and implored

Monsievir and Madame Durand to save her repu-

tation ; and as we have before stated that this

worthy couple were by no means over nice in their

notions of female morality, they readily promised

to follow her injunctions. She lavished upon them
all possible proofs of gratitude and friendship ; and
insisted that they should dine with her : but they

had just partaken of luncheon at the hotel, and
they were in haste to continue their journey.

Indeed, their post-chaise was now in readiness;

and they took their leave of the Coimtess de

Toledo, to pursue their way,—their purpose being

to enter Spain by way of Perpignan at the eastern

extremity of the Pyrenees.

Juliana was much relieved when she saw them
take their departure : but she now more than ever

longed to quit France altogether, and fix her

abode on her husband's domain ; for she calculated

that in the depths of Catalonia there was far less

chance of incurring such disagreeable encounters

as this one, than on the northern side of the

Pyi-enees. She therefore looked anxiously forward

for the Count's return, not merely that she might
have the fullest explanations with him on the

various points which troubled her—but likewise

because he had given her to understand he ex-

pected some favourable intelligence with regard to

his own political position, on the occasion of this

isit into Spain. Ten days more passed. The
Count had been absent above a fortnight ; and his

prolonged absence rendered Juliana more and more
uneasy and restless. But now another incident

occurred which requires special mention.

It was late one evening— and just as Juliana

was about to retire for the night—that the sounds

cf an equipage dashing rapidly along the main
road, which skirted the front of the garden, reached

her cars. There was in this nothing cxtraordiuiu-y,

inasmuch as it was one of the routes from Perpig-

nan 10 Paris ; and hereforc thepass.ige of vehicles

WHS by no means unfrequent. But scarcely had

this equipage reached the border of the groimds

attached to the cottage, when a tremendous crash

W06 heaid by all the inmates of the dwelling.

They rushed forth : the horses were plunging—the
postilions were shouting and swearing—and tiM

vehicle itself, which was a handsome traveiiing-

carriage, lay upset in the middle of the road. A
valet and lady's-maid who had been riding in the

rumble behind, were precipitated from their

places : fortunately, however, they had fallen upon
a bank of long grass by the road-side, and were
therefore little hurt. But what was the astonish-

ment—and for a moment what the dismay of Ju-
liana—when, as she hurried forth from the cottage

with her domestics, to render assistance, she re-

cognised in that lady's-maid the faithful Mary-
Anne, the dependant of her sister Con«tancc.

It was a beautiful night ; and the heavens were
studded with stars. Scarcely therefore had Juliana

reached the garden-gate, when she made this re-

cognition, as the valet—a smart Frenchman—was
supporting Mai-y-Anne in his arms, and question-

ing her in broken English, as well as with much
anxiety of mind, whether she were hurt. A glance

from the lady's-maid to the carriage, showed
Juliana the form of the Marquis of Villebelle, who
had just emerged from the upset vehicle, and was
drawing Constance forth. Juliana hastened to

make herself known to the Marquis; and tho

next moment she was clasped fondly and fervently

in the arms of her sister Constance, who had
escaped without the slightest injury from the ac-

cident. As infinite as was the joy, so great was
evidently the astonishment likewise of Constance
in thus encountering her sister ; and a rapid

interchange of observations made the Marquis and
Marchioness aware, on the one hand, that Juliana

was married to the Count de Toledo^and informed

Juliana herself, on the other hand, that the letters

she had written to her sister had never reached

their destination.

One of the axletrees of the carriage was broken

;

and though it might be sufficiently repaired with

a cord and a bar of wood, to enable the horses to

drag it into the village, the vehicle was totally

unfit for the reception of the travellers. Juliana

therefore begged that the Marquis and her sister

would take up their quarters at the cottage ; and
this invitation was gladly accepted by the fond

and kind-hearted Constance—while the Marquis
had no objection to ofl'cr ; for the intelligence that

his sister-in-law was now a married woman,
naturally led him to believe and hope that she

was at length respectably settled in life. We
should here observe that when Mary-Anne per-

ceived a lady folded in the arms of the Marchioness,

and in that lady quickly recognised Juliana, she

was herself seized with astonishment. Juliana

lost no time in saying something kind to her

sister's faithful dependant, who was still more
surprised on being informed of the lady's mar-
riage. The whole scene was therefore one of con-

siderable excitement, and of no mean interest for

several of the persons who figured in it.

The Marquis directed that the valet and the

maid should follow the carriage to the village-inn,

and take up their quarters there : for a glance at

the cottage, showed him that its dimensions would

not aftbrd accommodation for too large a company.
He and the Marchioness then followed Juliana

into the dwelling ; and wliile the table was hcinff

spread with materials for supper, the two sisters

again embraced each other. Indeed, CocAtanoe
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was overjoyed at this unexpected but most welcome

meeting with one on whose account she had suf-

fered much anxiety for a long time past ; and infi-

nite was her pleasure to learn that Juliana had

made a match of which she spoke with so much
pride and satisfaction. But where was her hus-

band ? In the first excitement of the encounter,

Juliana had forgotten to inform her sister and

brother-in-law that the Count do Toledo was absent

on a visit to his estates in Catalonia. One expla-

nation led on to another ; and Juliana gave a

description of the poUtical position of her husband.

The Marquis of VUlebclle listened with something

more than attention : his countenance gradually

wore a singular aspect; and in an involuntary

manner, he exclaimed, " It is remarkable that,

much as I know of Spain and Spanish afi'airs, I

never heard till now, Juliana, of the nobleman
whom you have espoused."

Juliana gazed with an uncontrollable sensation

of affright and horrified dismay upon her brother-

in-law, as he gave utterance to those words. All

her suspicions—hitherto so vague and indefinite

—

flamed up again in her mind, but with a brighter

intelligence : so that she was smitten with the

awful thought that, after all, her husband was an
impostor. Constance caught her by the hand,

—

exclaiming, "Juliana dearest, what in heaven's

name is the matter ? I am sure Etienne did not

purpose to wound your feelings."

" Far—very far from it," said the Marquis
quickly. " It is not a reason that there should be

no such nobleman, because I have never heard of

him. I may have even heard of him—and yet

have forgotten it. My words were inconsiderate

and unguarded. Titles are most plentiful in Spain;

and it is impossible for any one man's head to

retain the recollection of them all. Pray pardon
me, Juliana

!"

" Say no more upon the subject," interrupted

his sister-in-law, considerably relieved by all that

he had just said, and angry with herself that she

should so suddenly have yielded to those wild i'cara

and terrific apprehensions.
" I have an adventure to relate to you, Juliana,"

•aid Constance, thus seeking to turn the conversa-

tion into another channel. " Yes— it was an ad-

venture quite romantic in its way, I can assure you
—though by no means agreeable for many reasons.

The fright and the loss
"

" What, then, was this adventure ?" inquired

Juliana, whose interest and curiosity were now
excited by her sister's words.

"An adventure with banditti," resumed Con-
stance. " It happened yesterday, in the broad day-

light. We were travelling through the north-cnstcrn

part of Catalonia, and in a wild desolate district,

—

when all of a sudden the carriage was surrounded

by at least a dozen men, armed to tlie teeth."
" Heavens, what an adventure !" ejaculated

Juliana, shuddering with alfright.

" But I can assure you," said the Marquis,

"that your sister boro herself with the utmost
fortitude. As you may suppose, resistance was
entirely vain, as it would also have been perilous

against such a horde of desperadoes. Tlie cou-

sequence was that as they experienced no oppo-

sition, they behaved courteously enougli."
" You have forgotten one little circumstance,

dear Etienne," said Constance ; "and you are nut

exactly representing the facts as they positively

occurred. For, the moment the carriage was
stopped,you seized your pistols, and save the men
to understand that you would use them. But I
besought you not to endanger your life thus
madly "

" And I was compelled to submit," added the
Marquis, smiling. " Well, perhaps it was all for

the best : for, as I have said, resistance would
indeed have proved utterly vain. The captain of
the band—who was certainly the most decent
fellow for a bandit that ever figured otherwise
than on a stage in a melodrama—came up to the
carriage-window, and in very exccilent French
assured us that not the slightest violence should
be offered us if we only remained quiet. He even
went so far as to say that our articles of jewellery

should be left us, and that our domestics should
not be despoiled at all, if we only gave up what-
soever ready money we had in our possession.

Now, it unfortunately happened that there was
a casket in the carriage, containing about twenty
thousand francs in gold and silver

"

" Eight hundred pounds sterling," observed
Constance ;

" and the whole of this sum did the
brigands self-appropriate,—leaving us however tlie

little we happened to have in our purses^ and
faithfully fulfilling their pledge in respect to our
jewellery, as well as the property of the servants.

They did not even ransack our trunks and boses—
but appeared perfectly well content with the rich

booty in the shape of specie that fell into their
hands."

" And well they might be !" ejaculated the Mar-
quis. " But I rather think that their great for-

bearance was not altogether owing to good feeling

on their part—but may be also ascribed to terror

lest one of the flying columns which the Captain-
General of Catalonia has sent out to sweep the

Principality of tlie banditti who infest it, should
have suddenly appeared upon the spot. Hence the

expeditious mode with which the scoundrels trans-

acted their business. Tliey decamped with their

booty; and when we reached the next village, wo
were informed that there was little doubt our
plunderers were a gang which for some years have

I

carried on their proceedings with comparative im-

j

jtuiiity, and seem to defy all the vigilance of the

I

autlioi-itics. Their connnaiider is known as Kauion
de Collantcs : and though an immense sum is set

upon his head, yet his comrades are evidently too

faithful to betray him."
" This was indeed a romantic but a friglitful

adventure!" exclaimed Juliana; "and I congra-
tulate you both u}>on liaving passed through it on
terms so comparatively cheap."

The conversation was continued until a late

hour,^when the Marquis and Constance were
conducted to the chamber prepared for their re-

ception; and Juliana retired to her own. She
could not however immediately close her eyes in

sleep : the remarks which had fallen fruui the lips

of her brother-in law in respect to her husbancl,

continued to haunt her ; and though sli% en-

deavoured to tranquilli/e her.sclf with a reviow of

the observations which he had subsequi'ntiv made
to qualify the ellecl of the Ih-st, Bl\e could Mi.t

shake oft" a certain uneasy feeling. When slumber
at length visited her, Ihar 'oeling still pursiiud hor
uud ruibcd up all kinds ol uuh^mxi ot terror to
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people her dreams. The night which she thus

passed was restless, troubled, and disturbed ; and
when she awoke in the morning, it was with an
•thing head and careworn looks.

The Marquis of VjUebelle rose at a somewhat
early hour, and descended to walk in the garden
before breakfast. Juliana saw him from the win-

dow of her own bed-chamber, thus sauntering

along the gravel-walks and amusing himself with

the contemplation of the floral beauties profuselj

scattered about. She caught herself sighing as

she envied the lot of her sister, who was married

to a nobleman that lay under no political ban

—

who in a very short time had pushed himself up,

by his own merits and talents, from complete ob-

scurity to a high diplomatic position—and whose
personal appearance was infinitely superior to that

of her own husband the Count de Toledo.

While she was thus giving way to her reflec-

tions, and performing her toilet, she heard the

sounds of a horse's hoofs approaching along the

road ; and again hastening to the window, she in

a few moments perceived that it was her husband.

She waved her kerchief in token of welcome ; and
he answered the salutation in a similar manner.
At that instant she caught sight of Villebclle, who
was in the front garden ; and she noticed that he
flung rapid glances from the horseman who had
stopped at the gate, up to the window where she was
thus waving her kerchief. Then the Marquis ad-

vanced hurriedly towards that gate,just as theCount
de Toledo alighted ; and it struck Juliana, as well as

she could judge from the distance of about twenty
yards, that there was a startling recognition be-

tween her brother-in-law and her husband. Was
it possible they had met before, and that the Mar-
quis could have forgotten the Count's name ? or

had the Count borne some other denomination when
they had thus previously encountered each other ?

Juliana remained at the window gazing forth ; the

Marquis and her husband stood conversing for a
few moments ; and while the groom hastened forth

to take charge of the horse, they walked away
together along one of the shady avenues in the

garden. Assuredly, thought Juliana to herself,

they must have met before ; and now they were
probably converaiug on past occurrences familiar

to them both. But she nevertheless considered it

strange and unkind that her husband did not at

once come up to embrace her.

In a few more minutes the Marquis and the

Count emerged from the shady avenue, and ap-

proached the cottage. They entered together:

Juliana heard them both ascend the stairs: the

Marquis passed into the chamber which himself
and Constance had occupied,—the Count entering

that where Juliana was dressing. He clasped her
in his arms, and seemed more fervid than ever in

the caresses which he bestowed upon her. When
these endearments were over, and she had leisure

to contemplate him, she was struck with his pallid

and careworn looks : but he hastened to assure her
that he had ridden throughout the whole of the

past night in order to rejoin her again as soon as

poijsiblo. Then he renewed his caresses, and ap-

pcai-ed so happy in their reunion that she could
not at once begin to question him on those various

pomis eoiiocriiiiig wliich she had made up her
mind to nolifit the most caudid as well as the com-
plcioctexp-auAtions.

" And so accident has thrown your brother-in-
law and sister in your way ?" said the Count.
" The Marquis and I have met before. It was
some time back—in my father's life-time—and ere

I succeeded to ray title."

This explanation, given in her husband's wonted
off-hand manner, produced an indescribable reliff

in Juliana's mind. She saw at ance that he was
all he had represented himself to be : or else Ville-

bclle could not ere now have recognised him as
such ;—for that he had done so, she naturally in-

ferred from the fact of their walking and convera-
iug together ; and moreover her husband would not
give her an assurance which the Marquia cuuld
presently disprove.

" By the bye," continued the Count, " your
brother-in-law has been telling me of his adven-
ture in Catalonia "

"Ah!" ejaculated Juliana, as a recollection

struck her :
" perhaps it was the terrible Ramon

de CoUantes and his formidable band who way-
laid you on that occasion when you were wounded ?"

" Very probable," answered the Count. " But
hasten and finish your toilet, dearest Juliana : for

the Marquis and Marchioness purpose to take

their leave immediately after breakfast. I myself
—to speak candidly—am so exhausted with my
night's travel, that I shall lie down and take a
little repose. If I see not his lordship again era

his departure, pray make my best excuses."

Juliana descended to the parlour where the
breakfast-table was spread, and where she found
the Marquis and Marchioness awaiting her pre-

sence. Constance at once threw herself into her
sister's arms ; and Juliana was for a moment sur-

prised at the efl'usion of grief which convulsed the

Marchioness. She wept and sobbed bitterly : but
Juliana thought to herself that it was quite •
natural outpouring of Constance's affectionate dis-

position at the idea of so speedy a separation

after being so brief a space together. Presently

the Marchioness grew more composed : but she
looked very pale, and even ill—and seemed much
desponding. The Marquis himself had a certain

air of restraint which lie endeavoured to shake
off: but he could not. Juliana's keen glance and
wide experience of human nature convinced her
that there was something on his mind ; and now
she likewise coupled the grief of Constance with
this suspicion. She herself grew restless and un-
easy ; and there was a sort of vague terror hanging
upon her soul.

" You knew my husband before ?" she said to

the Marquis : and the very words she thus uttered,

seemed to her imagination to connect themselves

with all the undefined apprehensions that were
uppermost in her thoughts.

" Yes : we have met before," responded the

Marquis.
" And he was not then the Count of Toledo ?"

said Juliana.
" He was not then the Count of Toledo," an-

swered the Marquis, rein^ating her words in a man-
ner which struck her as still more singular than
even his constrained air had previously done.

" There is something strange about you,

Etienne !" she exclaimed, unable to control her
feelings; "and souietliing strange alK)ut you like-

wise, Constance !"

" Constauce," the Marquis haitoueJ to ob»erT«%
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" u afflicted at the idea of parting from j ou so

•oon."

Juliana gazed very hard at her gister to see if

the looks of the latter corroborated this assertion j

and the Marchioness murmured, "Yes, dearest

Juliana, believe me—Oh, believe me ! it well nigh

breaks my heart to separate from you thus."

" My husband," Juliana went on to observe,

" regrets that excessive fatigue should have so ab-

solutely prostrated him as to prevent him doing

the honours of the breakfast-table:"—but as she

thus delivered herself of the excuse with which she

had been charged, it struck her that the very apo-

logy itself was insufficient to account for the

absence of the Count from his proper place when
hospitality was to be shown to those who had be-

come connected with him by marriage: for she

now thought that he might have borne up at least

another hour against his sense of weariness, how-
ever excessive it might be.

" Now, dearest Constance," said the Marquis,
" hasten and get ready to depart. The carriage is

doubtless repaired by this time ; and we must
pursue our journey towards Paris without delay."

" But, Ah !" ejaculated Juliana, as a sudden

recollection struck her: "you are without funds

—

you were plundered of them. Doubtless the Count
lias ample resources with him : I will procure you
a supply "

Constance hurried from the room : but ere the

door closed behind her, Juliana's ear caught a half-

smothered convulsing sob ; while the Marquis, ex-

pressing his thanks for the proposal she had just

made, went on to observe, " It is not necessary to

avail ourselves of your kindness : for at the first

litrge town which we reach, any banker there will

ca*li my draft upon Paris."
" Now, tell me, Etienne," said Juliana, looking

earnestly in her brother-in-law's countenance ;
" is

there anything weighing upon my sister's mind,

and weighing upon your's also ? But Ah ! me-
tliinks I understand," she ejaculated, with a sudden
access of bitterness in her tone, as a thought smote
Lcr brain. '• You know my husband to be a man
of the highest honour and the strictest probity

—

you know likewise that in becoming his wife, I

must Lave deceived him in respect to my own
antecedents : you have recognised in him a friend

of former times—and you feel shocked that he

should have been thus deceived ! Oh, do not deny
it ! I now comprehend it all ! And my sister

—

she trembles lest the Count should discover my
)iaBt frailties, and that he should wreak upon me
a terrible Spanish vengeance. Tell me, is it not

so?"
" Juliana," responded Villebellc, addressing her

in a solemn tone, "it is painful—most painful

thus to refer to the past. 1 beseech you to dwell

no longer upon it. But one word more ere we
separate. If, Juliana, you should ever require the

succour or the consolation of friends, rest assured

that you will not apply in vain to your sister or

myself. Unfortunately your husband is indeed

proscribed
"

"Ah!— and his estates are all confiscated?"

ejaculated Julia t.a. "I have feared so for some
tiroo past : but through kindness ho has forborne

from revealing the sad, sad truth !"

" Believe me, Juliana," continued the Marquis,
gravely and earueslly, " your husband is proscribed

beyond all hope of ever having th« ban lifted from

off his head. Every time that he crosses th«

Pyrenean frontier he risks his Ufa 1 am com*
palled to speak plainly—he incurs the chance of

being shot summarily, or dragged ignominiously up
to the scaffold's platform

!"

" Good heavens !" cried Juliana, clasping her

hands in despair :
" are his persecutors so ran-

corous ? But," she ejaculated, catching at the

slightest gleam of hope, " may not a change of

Ministry "

" No change of Ministry can benefit him," re-

sponded Villebelle. " It is my duty, painful though

it be, to assure you that he is proscribed beyond

redemption. He has solemnly promised me, dur-

ing the few minutes we ere now conversed together,

that he will remain altogether in France. If you

wish to preserve your husband to yourself, you will

add the weight of your influence to induce him to

keep this pledge. I understand he has brought

ample funds away with him from Catalonia on
this occasion "

" Doubtless from a friendly source ?" ejaculated

Juliana inquiringly.
" Yes : from a source where reimbursement

never will be demanded," responded Villebelle.

" But let him leave this neighbourhood. "Whilo

on the Pyrenean frontier, there will ever be a

temptation to induce him to cross it. Urge him,

Juliana, to remove farther into the interior of

France : t«ll him that for the sake of his life you
yourself voluntarily and cheerfully renounce every

hope of accompanying him into Spain ; and per-

suade him to turn his attention to some pursuit by

which he may earn his livelihood in this country.

Do you promise me to follow this advice ? do you

pledge yourself to make sacrifices for the sake of

him who has become your husband ?"

" Is his position, then, really so hopeless ?" in-

quired Juliana, with a sickening sensation at the

heart, as all her fine dreams of enacting the feudal

peeress in a castellated mansion on a Catalan do-

main, seemed to dissipate like the mists of morn-

ing when the sun is up.
" It is hopeless !" answered Villebelle. " Pain-

ful nay, even more— torturing to me though

it is, to be thus compelled to speak such truths,

every one of which must penetrate like a dagger

into your heart, it is nevertheless my duty as your

brother-in-law, and for your sister's sake, to speak

thus openly. Now, fail not, Juliana, to follow the

counsel which I so earnestly and so disinterestedly

give you !"

" I will, Etienne," she answered—but it was

almost in a dying tone: for though now utterly

relieved from her first apprehensions that she had

married an impostor, she yet had the frightful

conviction forced upon her that her husband waa

a proscribed outlaw, and a pauper dependent upon

the bounties of friendship.

At this moment the Marchioness of Villebelle

returned to the room ; and the Marquis haatened

to say to her, " Constance dearest, I have told

Juliana all that it was agreed between you and

mo that I shoulS tell her. She has faithfully

pledged herself to follow my advice ; and I there-

fore conjure you to control your own feelings aa

much as poKsible, so that the parting monwnta

need not be unnecessarily embittered."

Constance did her best to obey bar beloved
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husband'a injunctions : but she could not altogether

subdue her emotions ; and it was amidst bitterest

tears and sobs that she murmured the last fare-

well.

" Remember, Juliana !" said the Marquis, with

a significant look, as he pressed his sister-in-law's

hand : and he then hastily conducted his wife out

of the cottage.

CHAPTER CLXVL

THE FLIGHT.

Juliana, was now alone in the parlour, whence

her brother-in-law and sister had just issued forth
;

and most lonely indeed did she feel. Her heart

experienced a desolation such as it had scarcely

ever known before,—no, not even when her expo-

sure was effected by Mr. Hawkshaw at Saxondale

Castle—nor again when she beheld all her cun-

ningly devised^lans in respect to the Viscount de

Chateauneuf flhattored to pieces. It was true, she

thought to herself, that slie had not married an
impostor in rank : but she had espoused a beggar

with regard to purse—and her prospects seemed

gloomy indeed.

Suddenly slie bethought herself that she had

not ascertained from her husbnnd how much money
he had on this occasion brought back with him
from Spain ; and she ascended for this purpose to

the chamber where he had lain down to rest. She

was in one of those moods when it was little likely

she would trouble herself about disturbing him in

the midst of slumber ; and she entered abruptly,

without any precaution. He was not asleep ; and

rising up, sat on the bed, sui-veying her for a few

moments with a peculiar look. He at once saw

that there was a considerable change in her man-
ner towards him ; and for an instant an expression

of uneasiness flitted over his features : but quickly

composing them again, he said, " Ha to they taken

their departure ?"

" They have," responded Juliana. " Will you

have the goodness to uiform me what amount you

have brought with you from the other side of the

Pyrenees ?— for methinks that therein consists

our entire fortune."
" I have some twenty-five thousand francs," re-

plied the Count de Toledo—the sum which he

thus specified, being a thousand pounds in English

money.
"And when that sum is gone, how are we to

live i'" asked Juliana. " Of course you cannot fail

to understand that I now know everything—that

your estates are confiscated—that your position is

hopeless—and that you must never again think of

revisiting your native land. Indeed, I fear that

so far from having received any supplies at the

hands of your intendant, you must be largely in-

debted to the bounty of your friends ; and I do not

see how you will ever acquit yourself of these

liabilities."

Juliana spoke in a cold manner, but yet with a

certain degree of bitterness in her accents ; while

her husband listened with silent attention until

Bhe had finished, and his eyes were fixed keenly

and searchiugly upon her.

" If my estates Le in reality all confiscated," he
observed, "you do not, I presume, intend to make
the circumstance a subject of reproach ?"

" To speak frankly," answered Juliana, " I do
not think you acted well by coneealing from me

,

when you offered marriage, the real p<jsition in

which you were placed in respect to your Govern-
ment, and the possibility—nay, more—the proba-

bility of your estates being confiscated by the

advent of a hostile Ministry to power. You should
have dealt candidly with me "

" And pray, Juliana," interrupted the Count de
Toledo, his features assuming a sudden expression

of mingled fierceness and hardihood, " did you deal

with the fullest frankness towards me ?"

" "What mean you ?" ejaculated the lady, seized

with trepidation aa all her antecedents swept
through her mind.

" I mean," rejoined her husband, " that when
jou informed me you were Lady Saiondale'i

daughter—that your brother was Lord Saxondale
—that your sister had married Villebelle the emi-
nent diplomatist, you forgot to add certain little

incidents in respect to yourself."
" Ah !" murmured Juliana, becoming pale aa

death : but with a desperate effort to regain her

effrontery, she said in a haughty tone, " If calum-

niating tongues have made themselves busy with

my name,—you, as my husband, ought to defend

me, instead of having, even for a single moment,
the appearance of attaching credibility to the

whisperings of scandal."
" I am afraid, Juliana," answered the Count de

Toledo, " that it would be rather a diflScult thing

to convince the Durands that you did not live with

them under the name of Madame Chesterfield

—

that you were not in a way to become a mother
when residing beneath their roof—and that you
did not, oven then and there, intrigue with the

Viscount de Chateauneuf."

Juliana sank drvm upon a seat, like one anni-

hilated. It was utterly impossible to deny facts

which had evidently come with all corroborative

details to her husband's knowledge. At that in-

stant she hated him : she felt that whatsoever

degree of affection—or rather of liking towardg

him, which his own love had engendered in her

mind, was now completely destroyed : for the in-

stant that he became an accuser, she viewed him
in the light of an enemy.

" Now, Juliana, you perceive," he said, address-

ing her in a milder and more soothing voice,

" that if there were any deficiency of candour on
my side, there was far more on your's. Whatso-

ever concealment was practised by me was the

veriest trifle, in comparison to that adopted by
you. But I do not intend to give utterance to

reproaches : I should not have made these allusions

at all, were it not to convince you that you bad
no right to upbraid me."

"And have you all along been acquainted

with those circumstances ?" inquired Juliana, still

covered with sharac and confusion.
" No," responded the Count. " But let me tell

you that at the very first, when our acquaintance

began, I suspected there was something peculiar

attached to your history. A young lady, unmar.
ricd, living apart from her family But nu

matter ! it is useless to dwell upon details. Suf-

fice it to eaj that I never knew the whole truUt



until the other da^^ when T met the Durands in

Spain "

" Ah ! you met them ?" ejaculated Juliana.
" They told you that they saw me in the village

—

they revealed everything vile gossips, treacher-

ous scandalmongers that they arc!" — and her

countenance was flushed with indignation and
rage.

" You would indeed do well never to speak to

thorn again, if you should happen to encounter

them," observed her husband quickly. " And
now, Juliana, no more in respect to the past!—
tl\ere shall be no upbraidings on cither side.

Whatever you may have been, I love you : you
know that I lovo you—and that is Hullicient !"

It was not however sufficient for Juliana. As
we have already said, her own liking towards the

Count had suddenly been altered into a sentiment

very much resembling hatred. She felt that he

Wd deceived hor in rcfpcct to his tru£ position
j
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and for this she experienced rancour against him.

i
But in order to silence her upbraidings, ho had

' suddenly taken the far higher ground of an accuser:

he had conquered—he had subdued her : she luid

been humiliated in his presence—she had not even
the satisfaction of giving additional vent to her

own feelings of animosity against him. Her pride

j

was in every way humbled ;—and such a position

was not at all a pleasurable one for the Countew
de Toledo. Moreover, she could not help fancying

[

that she was not as yet fully acquainted with the

worst in respect to her husband. Tlie recollection

of ihat man who was represented to liare been a

labourer on his estates, and who had extorted largo

sums from him, haunted her mind. She remem-
bered, likewise, that the letters which she had
written to her sister, had been entrusted to the

Count to be conveyed U) the post, but had never

reached their destination. It was evident ho had
Bupprofsed them,—doubtless, thought Juliana, b»
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cause lie feared the knowledge of his actu.J po.^i
i

to Hie most nect;->6itous strait3. Anxiously did she

tion must inevitably reach her if she corresponded
j

asvuit the Count's r.Hura. In about half-an hour

with Constance. B»6t she dared not prolong the
(
he came back : but there was a visible trouble upon

discourse with her husband bj dsmanJing frosh
j

his features. She scarcely dared to qti^aiion him—
explanations : he was acquainted with a portion of for she felt assured that in whatsoever answers he

her past life's shame, and could thus xilt^nce h<'r I might have to jive, rrf.'rence to her pxst sliame

with a word. Cut she felt that hencefortii all ou- 1
musi bo inevitably m.ide.

fidenco was at an end between them. On her side i

" You arc probably surprised, Juliana," he said,

llierc would be mistrust of all her husband's pro- ! after tiireu or four a^tated turns to and fro in the

ccediii"-s, if at all mysterious: and on Ins side
j

parlour, " at what has just occurred. But no-
there c^)uld be no very exalted opinion of his wife's —you can scarcely be surprised: you must have

yiy{^^g I
comprehended full well

"

A few days after the departure of the Marquis ' "Those vile Durands in.5isted on a bribe?" said

and Marcliioness of ViUobelle,—who, it should be the Countess hurriedly.

observed, wore on a temporary trip to Paris, his ',
" Yes : and for your sake I was compelled to

lordship still retaining the Sii.inish E'nbassy,— the submit to their extortionate demands. Our funds

Count lie Toledo drove Juliana out in the phaeton, are now reduced to a few tliousand francs."

They nmdo, as usual, a considorjible circuit of the "Heavens!" ejac.dated Juliana; "have those

deli.'-htful scenery of the neighbourhood; aod as detestable people plundered you to such a fearful

thevwere returning through the village, they per- extent?"

ceivcJ tome travellers just alighting from a post- " Tliey have," rejoined the Count; "and I

ebaise which had at the moment stopped at the almost regret that I submitted to their demands.

inn. Those travellers were an elderly gentleman I have no faith in them—I tre.uble lest, notwith-

and lady; and Juliana, recognising them at the standing the bribe, they sliould be biwe enough to

first glance, ejaculated, " Those vile Durands
!" betray what they know'. Juliana," he added

"The Durands?" echoed the Count de Toledo: suddenly, " we must leave this neighbourhood !"

" Yes, yes," she exclaimed :
" that ha^i been my

wish for some days past—indeed ever since my
sister and brother-in-law were here. Let us g-j

and at the same moment the eyes of the old gen-

tleman and his wife were turned upon himself and

Juliana.

Quick as Hghtning did the Count toss the reins
|

farther into the interior of Prance—let lis realize,

to Juliana, bidding her drive on ; and springing

from the vehicle, he hastened up to the Durands,

from whose lips burst forth ejaculations which to

Juliana's ears sounded as indicative of a most un-

welcome recognition. The Count said something

in a low hurried tortc to the Durands ; and they at

once accompanied hiTn into the hotel. Juliana was

much amazed at witnessing all these proceedings,

—as were likewise the stable-men and postilions,

who were changing the horses. She drove slowly

on, utterly bewildered as to what it could all

mean,—her husband's precipitate movements— the

Durands' ejaculations—and that sudden entrance

of the three into the village hostelry I But as

Juliana's thoughts grew more collected, she con-

jludoil that her husband was very probably intent

upon inducing the Durands, either by threats or

persuasion, to abstain from propagating reports in

that neighbourhood, which would prove ruinous to

her own reputation.

She drove slowly on towards the cottage ; and in

about ten minutes the Count de Toledo rejoined

her there. She was about to question him as to

what had taken place, and whether the Durands

had betn completely silenced,—when he hurried

past her, with a few words to the eQ'ect that he

-and rushed

by the sale of the horses and carriages, as much
money as we can get together

"

" But Juliana, if we remain in France, how are

we to live?" inquired the Count. " Neither your-

self nor I are accustomed to habits of frugality : wo
cannot all in a moment settle ourselves dowu to

economies which would amount to absolute prU
vations

."

" I can obtain certain supplies from my mother,"

exclaimed Juliana.
" Not enough to enable us to live comfortably,"

rejoined the Count; "and I am not one who can

devote himself to any employment for the purpose

of increasing our resources. No I—things have

come to a crisis—the die is cast—my resolution is

taken !"

" To do what ?" demanded Juliana, as in sudden

affright she anticipated the reply to her question.

"To return into Spain," he said, his features

becoming all in a moment sternly and fiercely re-

solute.

"To dai-e death?" ejaculated Juliana. "No—
it must not be ! The Marquis of Villebelle con-

jured me to use my influence to prevent you from

adopting so mad a course."
" But it is necessary, Juliana: it is our only al-

ternative ! There I can always command funds,"would tell her everything presently —mm m^uc-n
|

up-s( airs to the bedchamber. In a few moments he , he added, with a sort of exultation ; "but here,

dcSL ended again ; and sped away from the cottage, i on this side of the Pyrenees, we may have to en-

What could this mean ? Had he p:vid a visit to counter poverty. Nay, more—we shall never K>

the strong-box ? was some deep inroad now being ' safe against extortions and exactions. Settle where

made upon their funds? had the Durands de- we will, the Durands may find us out : and what

manded a bribe as the price of their secrecy, not- t/ieii becomes of your reputation? Juliana, I am
withstanding that they had just become enriched decided: we go into Spain! Trust to mo, to

by the death of their relation at Barcelona ? Yet devise means for ensuring my own safety. You

in no other way could Juliana account for her possess a strong mind—a tine spirit :
you are equal

husband's hasty and excited proceedings; and she to the emergency of danger
"

tliought to herself that if their pecuniary resources
j

" But is it possible that you purpose to go boldly

were'tlms to bo so continuously encroached upon by ' to your estate ?" inquired the Countess
;

'' will yoo

adiUwtiouate demands, they would soon be reduced
;

tate possession of your mansion?"
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"I will go into the midst of niy people," ex

daimed the Count de Toledo', once move with that

tone and look of exultation which his countenance

had already worn during this discourse ;—" and

rest assured, they will not suffer me to be captured

CO long as life remains in them !"

" But is not this a desperate mode of existence

upon which we are about to enter?" asked Ju-

liana :
" will it not be a far more troubled and un-

settled one, than our life would be if we were to

remain in JFrance, even though subjected to extor-

tions and threats of exposure ?"

" Juliana, it is useless to reason against my re-

solre," replied the Count. " We go into Spain.

To-morrow I will dispose of the carriages : what-

soever little debts are outstanding, shall be paid.

The horses we will keep for our own purposes

;

and on the following day will we cross the fron-

tier."

Juliana could not urge any farther remonstrance

:

she saw that her husband was resolute ; and she

endeavoured to t*-anquillize herself with the reflec-

tion that his position perhaps would not be so very

perilous, after all, in the midst of his own de-

pendants,— or else he would scarcely be so out-

rageously rash as to carry his project into execu-

tion. At all events, she felt that no danger could

be incurred by herself; and if the worst ensued,

she would be left a widow with an honourable title,

though her husband perished on the political scaf-

fold. She now cared too little for him to be par-

ticularly afflicted at the contemplation of this even-

tuality : while, on the other hand, if he should

really be enabled to maintain hiniself in the re-

possession of his estates, she might yet play the

part of the feudal baroness, as she had so much
longed to do. She was well aware that Spaiu was

iu an unsettled condition—that the authority of

the central government at Madrid was but indif-

ferently maintained over the spirited population of

Catalonia : and the longer she reflected on the

course about to be entered upon, the more did she

deem it probable that her husband's views might

be carried out, and that the warnings of her

brother-in-law would prove to have been stretched

and overstrained.

It was a little after ten o'clock in the evening of

this same day, that the Count and Juliana retired

to their chamber. But scarcely had they ascended

thither, when a trampling of horses' feet, and

sounds as if of the clatter of weapons, coming from

the main road, met their ears, in au instant the

Count threw open the window : the moonli^'ht

flooded the atmosphere—and the flgures of several

mounted gendariMs were distinctly visible to him-

self and Juliana. They had already sprung from

their steeds; and it was the din of tlieir stecl-

eheathed swords clattering against tlieir sides,

which had reuched tlieir ears. A wild but vague

terror suddenly seized on Juliana: nor was her

»larm dissipated, when the Count, abruptly dosing

the window, said, " We must fly !"

"Fly! Wherefore? whither?" demanded his

wife in an agony of apprehension. " What have

you done P why come the officers of justice here ?"

"We must fly, Juliana!" ejaculated the Count:
" there is not a moment to lose ! 1 will explain

everything presently ! Fasten on your riding-skirt

—quick ! quick ! Follow me !"

She obeyed mochanieally, and with all the basin
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of wild and nervous ahirm ;—indeed, she was too

much bcwildi'ved for deliberate reflection. Jlor

husband filled his pockets with all the coin that

remained in the casket : they descended the stairs

precipitately, and passed out by a back door to the

stable. Two horses were saddled and bridled in

almost the twinkling of an eye,—Juliana thus

caparisoning her own steed for herself, which she

well knew how to do ; and she had all the ready

activity of fortitude at this moment, notwithstand-

ing the wild vague terrors which filled her soul.

" Now courage, Juliana !" said the Count, as he

lifted her on her horse : and the next moment he

sprang upon his own. " Away !"

As he uttered this last word, the loud knocking
of the gendarmes at the cottage-door reached their

ears ; and it should be observed that all these pro-

ceedings on their part, conducted with such light-

ning rapidity, had been unobserved by the oflic»'r»

of justice,—inasmuch as they took place entirely

in the rear of the dwelling, while the gendarmcB
had approached the cottage from the front.

"Away!"—that word was the signal for their

departure.

They dashed through the back-garden : the low
fence separating it from the orchard, was cleared

by the two steeds : but in the orchard itself a

couple of gendarmes, on foot, at once sprang to-

wards them. It was evident that the precincts of

the cottage were surrounded by the officers : but a

word of encouragement burst from the Count's

lips—with the speod of a hurricane the two animals

dashed tkrough the orchard— a carbine was fired

by one of the gendarmes— the next moment the

report of his companion's weapon likewise rang
through the air— and the bullets whistled past the

ears of the fugitives. Tlie hedge at the extremity

of the orchard, v\as cleared : the steeds, stretching

forth like greyliounds, sped j',er the meadows—
until, in a few minutes, the road to Perpignan
was reached, alter the short but rapid circuit thus

made. Meantime the cry of an escape bud rung
from the lips of the gendarmes : their horses were

remounted— and a chase was quickly inslitule<l.

It was however ineifeetual : the Count andJuliiiiia

rode on as if upon the wings of the wiud ; and
when they presently halted to listen, as well as to

breathe their panting coursers, no sounds of pur-

suit reached their ears from behind.

"You have borne yoiirscll' bravely, Juliana!''

cried the Count, in thrilling tones of exultutinii.
' Hut what means all tliis r" inqu red his wife.

" In the name of heaven, tell me—whorefia-c caino

those officers ? what have you done ?"

"Away, away, Juliana!" exclaiiued her hus-

band : "this is no moment for cxphmatiun.s I"

Once more did the steeds career along, aUhougli

there were still no sounds of pursuit : the gm-
durmes were cviilenlly either di.-tanced or at liiult.

Ever and anon, when the sw iftnctsuf the fugiiivcH"

pace was relaxed, Juliana wiUlly, vehenieiiily, and
passionately dcuunidcd what her bu»band had done

that ho should fly from the oflicers?- but on each

occiuiion he cotiipellcd her to urge on her courser

again; and iIiua they proceeded fur a couple of

hours, until J'erjiignun was in sight,- its buildings

upreared, like dark <;rags, against the horiaon of

the sky that was llu...!.,! with the nKumlight.

"This way!" exclaimed the (Amnl : and tiicj

swept iutu u by-ruud which euttblcd tlivui u< iu»v«
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Perpignan far away on the left,—while by a short , "Behold our Lome !" exclaimed toe Count de

cut they reached the eastern extremity of the Toledo, pointing in the direction of the structure.

Pyrenees. On they went,—scarcely relaxing their Juliana's first impression was that this tower

speed until long past midnight,—when the Count was merely a small portion of a large castellated

suddenly exclaimed in an exultant voice, "The edifice which would presently develop itself to

boundary is crossed ! we are now in Spain !" her view : but she was surprised that if they were

Juliana was much exhausted : and though they now on her husband's domain, there should be no

now walked their steeds, many minutes elapsed - signs of culture—no cottages, where his dependants

ere she could recover breath sufficiently to renew i dwelt, scattered about—no herds grazing—no flocks

the vehement inquiries which she had already put ' pasturing. The entire scenery, as she swept her

a dozen times during the journey, but to which looks around, was wild and savage—in some in-

ghe had received no satisfactory answer. I stances, however, sublime and grand, with tower-
" Now will you tell me," she said, in a peremptory ing height and roaring waterfall. But still, if this

and imperious voice, as if determined not to be i were a sample of the estate, it struck her that no

put off any longer,—" will you tell me wherefore
|
matter how vast the domain belonging to her hus-

the officers of justice should have sought you—and

why you fled from them ?"

" In a short time, Juliana," responded her hus-

band, in a voice that still vibrated with a strange

wild exultation,—" you shall know all. Interro-

gate me not now ! It is useless : you cannot force

me to answer."
" But I insist !" she cried, once more full of a

vague and unknown terror. " There is something

fearfully unnatural in all this
!"

"There will be something thrillingly exciting

for you presently," rejoined the Count. "Ah! I

already feel a different being : it seems to me as if

I had escaped from a gaol to breathe the fresh air

of freedom ! Come on, Juliana dearest—come on,

my gloriously handsome wife !—and in a brief

space, soon after morning dawns, our destination

will be reached !"

" Go we direct to your mansion ?" asked Juliana,

somewhat encouraged, as well as to a certain de-

gree dispossessed of her fears, by the exuberant

spirits which the Count de Toledo now displayed.

" We go to our home, Juliana," he responded

;

" ftnd again make yourself happy with the assur-

ance that you will find persons there who will not

tail to protect your husband."
" But if your estates have been confiscated,"

said Juliana, bewildered with her thoughts, " were

they not bestowed upon some one else ? or have

they not been sold? and will you not find your

mansion in the hands of a new possessor ?"

" No fear of all that !" cried the Count. " So

long as I enjoy freedom, I defy the powers or the

terrors of the law to prevent me from treading

at will over my domain in wild mountainous

Catalonia ! And as for my mansion—I repeat,

you will see none but friendly faces there. Come,
Juliana— let us speed onward again. I am in

haste to introduce you to your new home !"

The Countess longed to repeat her question, as

to wherefore her husband should have lied from

the gendarmes : but there was now so much
authority in his manner— he had assumed an air

of so much conscious superiority and power, from

the first moment that the boundary was crossed

—

tliat she felt somewhat overawed—her naturally

proud spirit quailed—and she dared not again

venture upon peremptory or imperious interroga-

tory. They continued their way : the town of

Figucras was passed upon the left hand: they

pluugcd deeper and deeper into the wilds of Cata-

lonia; and as the first glimmering of dawn ap-

peared above the eastern hills, they came withiti

iig'it of a tower the gray summit of which was
p- jared above a grove of cork-trees.

band, it was a miracle if it produced any revepues

at all.

" Are we upon the soil that calls you lord ?**

she asked, with a strange and unaccountable

timidity.

" Yes : far as the eye can reach on every side !"

—and there was still exultation in his tone.

Juliana liked not the response; and yet she

scarcely knew wherefore. She thought to herself

that in compensation for this savage and unpro-

ductive portion of the domain, there must be other

parts well cultured and exceedingly profitable.

They now entered the wood of cork-trees, and
ascended a risiug path towards the entrance ot the

tower. The dawn was brightening ; and Juliana

perceived, through the vista of the trees, that the

edifice was half in ruins—that it was of small

dimensions— and that it stood alone, utterly un-

connected with the spacious array of buildings,

which, with casements, balconies, turrets, and pin-

nacles, she had expected to break upon her view.

The immense lawn upon which she fancied it

might look—the gravelled walk— the pieces of

artificial water—the fruit and flower gardens—the
outhouses for numerous dependants—the adjacent

parks and pleasure-grounds— and the meadows
covered with flocks and herds,^all the evidences,

in short, of wealth—all the external show of luxury

and comfort, which she had anticipated to behold

where were they ? She looked around in

wild terror : there was something dismal and
dreary, awful and dispiriting, in the aspect of the

sombre wood—mean and sordid, poverty-stricken

and gaol-like, in the old ruined tower.
" Where is your mansion r' she asked, hurriedly

and excitedly, of her husband.

" There—befoi'e you!" was his response, as he

pointed to the tower,
" That ?" shrieked forth Juliana, well nigh fall-

ing from her horse. " And those people—those

wild-looking people r" she added, as several men
and women, in the picturesque mountaineer cos-

tume of Catalonia—but the former carrying guns
in theii- hands and having swords by their sides

—

suddenly emerged from the tower.
" Those arc my people 1" replied her husband.

" The women will be your attendants—the men
will fight for me until the very death."

" Great God !" said Juliana, in a dying voice,

" Who are you ? Speak ! who are you ?"

'• I am Kamon de CoUantes !" rejoined the false

Count de Toledo : and his ai-m was at the same
instant thrown round his wife's form, as with a

piercing shriek she vts about to tumble headlong

I from her horse.



THE MYSTEBIJS OF THE COtTET. 381

CHAPTEE CLXVII.

fHB banditti's TOWEB.

WnEBT Juliana came back to consciousness, she

found herself stretched upon a bed in a poorly

furnished apartment : two of the women whom she

had already seen, were bending over her, adminis-

tering restoratives : her husband, standing at the

foot of the curtainless couch, was gazing upon her.

She seemed to be awaking from a hideous dream.

Wildly her looks were flung around, as if to

acquire evidences that she dreamt no longer : then,

as the sickening, horrifying conviction swept in

upon her soul, that everything she fancied was in-

deed but too terribly true, she closed her eyes

again, as if to shut out whatsoever objects made
her thus keenly alive to her fearful position.

Slowly however she opened those orbs once more

;

and in mute consternation—under the influence

of an awful numbing dismay—she looked slowly

around.

The one small window was deeply set in the thick

masonry of the chamber, and had no drapery. A
rude table—a few chairs—a rug upon the floor

—

the bed she lay on—and some other trifling ai'ticles

of furniture, constituted the appointments of the

room in which the brilliant Juliana, who at Saxon-

dale llouse had slept upon down, and beneath a

canopy of velvet, with draperies of satin and
muslin, now found herself The two women who
ministered unto her, were exceedingly handsome

;

and with their picturesque apparel, and the pro-

fusion of jewellery which decorated their persons,

they seemed far superior to the wretchedness of

their abode. Her husband, as already stated, was
standing at th:- foot of tlje bed,—watching with an
outward air of calmness the cfiect which would be

produced in his wife by this awakening to the

consciousness of her position, llis arms were
folded across his breast: he looked like one wlio

was resolute to meet whatsoever upbraidings might
be levelled against him, and to glory in the fact

that he was the famous robber-chief llamon dc

Collantes.

He now matle a sign for the two women to

leave the chamber; and when they had departed,

he took a chair and sat down by the side of the

couch. Juliana shuddered visibly at his approach.

For an instant a look of sternest displeasure ap-

peared upon his countenance : but as it quickly

passed away, he said in a lofty tone, as if he chose

to rise high above all reproach and upbraiding

which might be vented against him, " Now, Juliana,

at length you are in the home to which you have

BO much longed to come !"

" This my home ?" she exclaimed, with another

visible tremor, as her eyes swept around the

dreary, desolate apartment. "No, no— I will not

remain here ! Let me go hence I I will depart

alone !"—and she sprang up from tlic couch.
" Not so, Juliana !" said lier husband, catching

her by the wrist, and compelling her to sit down
by the side of the couch : tliough in justice it iq,u»t

be observed that he used no more force than was
absolutely necessary. "You are my wife— and

here you must remain."
" Hemain here ?" she ejaculated : and for an

ir^sltuit she was about to girc vent to a violent

gust of mingled rage and grief: but the demeanour
of llamon de Collantes overawed the one, and
compelled her to stifle the other. " Tell mo," she
said, suddenly growing calm—but it was the un-
natural calmness of utter despair,—" have you
brought me hither to dwell amongst brigands ?"

" For the last nine months you have been the

wife of a brigand-chief," answered Collantes ; " and
you must accept your destiny."

" Yes—but I knew it not Grod knows how far

—how very far I was from suspecting it."

" To be sui-e !" ejaculated her husband :
" how

could it have been othermse ? We each had our
secrets ; and we kept them as long as we could.

You had been the paramour of other men when
you were wooed by mo : I was a bandit-captain

when I wooed you. I have promised to reproach

you not : in common justice should you abstain

from upbraiding me."
" But that false title which you assumed ?"

ejaculated Juliana, half frantic.

" I had as much right to usurp the rank of a
nobleman, Juliana, as you had to assume the posi-

tion of a virtuous woman. If I were a false Coun«
when I led you to the altar, you were not a virgin-

bride when you came into my arms."
" My God !" murmured the unhappy lady,

again shivering all over : then suddenly she cried,

" But how was it that my own maid deceived me?
how was it that she assured me you were all that

you represented yourself—that you visited at the

Spanish Embassy in Paris
"

" Because your maid was accessible to my gold,"

answered Eainon de Collantes. " Do you sup-

pose, Juliana, that I foresaw not that you would
make inquiries ? I knew that you were a thorough

woman of the world; and 1 played as deep a game
as your own."

" Why did you marry me ?" demanded Juliana

abruptly.
" Because I loved you— truly and sincerely loved

you ! I love you nmv—and shall ever love you,

unless you give me cause to hate you. 1 more
than half suspected, when I wooed you, that some-

thing had gone wrong with your antecedents.

But I cared not for that! It was suiiicient that

you struck my fancy— and I resolved to possess

you as a wile."

" And that tale of the change of Ministry, when
we were travelling southward "

" An opportunity which presented itself for de-

vising an excuse not to bear you into Spain, but

to stop short on the Pyrenean frontier, whence I

myself could pay periodical visits
"

"To your inteudant ?" said Juliana, *ith bitter

sarcasm.

"Do not speak thus— or I shall not love you
much longer," answered ColliuUes, haughtily and

I

sternly. " Kather thank me for having from time

I

to time re-entered Catalonia to join my brave band
i for a few days, and levy contributions on travellers

who ]ia!-sed by."
" And that man who had been a labourer on

your estates ?" said Juliana, still (.onicwiiat ironi-

cally, though not with so uiuih bitierness as

before.

" A scoundrel who was once a member of injr

band, but who through very cowardice des4'rted.

For want of a passport, ho lingi-red juct over llit

frontier; and my evil destiny threw me, m job
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»aw, in hi3 way. I was compelled to submit to the

villain's extortions
"

" And that faithful valet of your'e ?"

"One of my band likewise—but a brave and
trustworthy individual. He will join us doubtless

in the course of the day : for the French gendarmei
had no reason to molest him."

"Those letters of mine, which were directed

to my sister P" said Juliana, continuing her

queries.

" Think you that I was foolish enough to put

you in correspondence with the Marchioness of

Villebelle, when the Marquis could tell her that

there was no such person as the Count de Toledo

and she would have written you this much back in

her very first answer ? It was a cursed fatality

that threw the Villebelles in the way of my brave
,

band and myself: but we knew not who they were

:

we arc not iu the habit of inquiring the names of

those travellers whom we politely detain for a few ,

minutes ou their road."

"What passed between you and the Marquis

when you encountered each other at the cottage ?"

asked Juliana, thus continuing her feverishly rapid

questions.
" Ah ! that was indeed a romantic incident,"

ejaculated Collantes, with a laugh :
" and would

tell cfTeetively upon the stage in a melodrama
where brigands figure. The Marquis was walking

in the garden, as you recollect. He thought he

recognised me: he was astounded—he could not

believe his eyes. He saw me waving my hand to

some one: he looked around—he pcreoivi'd you at

your chamber window, agitating your kerchief.

He rushed up to me, and demanded wlio I was.

Somehow or another it instantaneously struck me
who he must be ; and I saw that I was sale.

—
' In

Spain,' I answered, ' I am, as you suspect, IJamon

de Collantes : here I am the Count de Toledo ; and
your sister-in-law is my wife.'—The Marquis, like

every shrewd diplomatist, though he is but quite a

young man—not older than myself—recovered his

self-possession in an instant. I gave the horse to

a groom ; and we walked aside together. I offered

to return him his money : but he scornfully re-

jected it. I asked him if he purposed to betray

me ? He rellected, and said that it would be

better not. I told him I thought so too. But he

laid down conditions, which were that I should

never again cross the Pyrenees—that I should go
into tlie interior of France—keep my feigned name
—and endeavour to earn my living honourably.

Of course I pledged myself to anything : for I was
resolved to hide the startling truth from your
knowledge as long as possible. We had a little

more conversation ; and I hurried up to see you :

for though it was during the interval of our sepa-

ration that 1 had obtained an insight into your ante-

cedents, and ray suspicions of your past wanton-
ness had been fully confirmed by the J^urands, yet

I loved you as much as ever, and longed to embrace
you. I pretended exhaustion—in the first place,

because the Marquis had stipulated I should not

appear before his wife ; and in the second place,

becausi; I had no inclination to appear again before

him, while you were present. Doubtless the Mar-
quis went and informed your sister who your hus-

band really was."
" Yes, yes—he did ! I understand it all now,"

exclaimed Juliana, wringing her hands. " Good

heavens ! what must have been the agony of poor
Constance.^ what must sho have thought? No
wonder that she wept so bitterly— that she sobbed
so convulsively—that she embraced me so fervidly

!

Ah ! and how delicately did the Marquis himself

behave,—not betraying you—nor yet on his own
side having recourse to falsehoods to save you from
exposure!"

" The Marquis is a diplomatist," rejoined Bamon
de Collantes, with a smile ; " and was not likely to

be at a loss how to manage such matters."
" But those Durands," exclaimed Juliana ;

" how fell you in with them ?"

" Quite in a professional way," replied Col-

lantes. "They were journeying towards Barce-

lona : I and my gallant band stopped them ; and
as they had no great amount of ready money about

them, we examined their papers. A letter in

the old gentleman's pocket-book made me aware
that he was going to Barcelona to receive an in-

heritance.^' Oh ! oh!' thought I to myself; 'we
must keep you good folks prisoners for a while,

until you furnish a ransom.'—So we bore tliem

both off to the tower here ; and old Durand drew
a cheque upon a banker at Barcelona,—one of my
men setting ofi" to get it cashed. This caused a

delay of a day or two, during which the Durands
were kept close prisoners at the tower. In the

course of some conversation between them, you
may conceive my astonish:ncnt when I heanl them
talking of the Countess of Toledo whom they had
recently met at a certain village. Thereupon I

questioned them ; and wormed out as much of

your antecedents as they themselves were ac-

quainted with. Little did they think they were
making all these revelations to your own husband I

Well, the man cume back I'roui Barcelona with the

ransom — a thousand pounds, calculated by your

English money ; and the Durands were suffered to

depart."

Juliana could really have forgiven her husband

for this one robbery, inasmuch as it had been per-

petrated upon the individuals who betrayed their

knowledge of her past career.

" You may conceive," resumed Ramon de Col-

lantes, " how terrified I was, when a few days

after my return to the cottage, we beheld the

Durands alighting from the post-chaise on their

way homeward. I rushed up to them, as you saw

me: I was only just in time to stop the ejacula-

tions of complete betrayal which were bursting

from their lips.
—

' Say nothing!' I whispered in a

hurried voice; 'and your money shall be restored!'

—They required nothing better ; and I accompa-

nied them into the inn. They had seen you with

me ; and as we entered the tavern, the landlord

officiously exclaimed, ' Good day, my lord Count
of Tole(lo !'—The Durands thus discovered that

your husband was none other than the famous

liamon de Collantes. Knowing therefore that we
resided in the neighbourhoo«l, they unhesitatingly

agreed to wait while I hastened home to get the

thousand pounds to restoi-e to them. This made
an immense hole in all my share of plunder

which I had bnuight away from Spain a few days

back : but I miglit have put up with that loss

lightly, if I could have trusted the Durands.

^Vhen, however, they had received their money,

and had takei\ their departure, I began to reflect

that 1 was not safe with such gossips and scaudjil-
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oicr^r^i Therefore my resolve was taken to bid

farewtll to Franco : for, as I had plundered a

FKiich subject—although in another country

—

yei 1 wa^ well aware that the authorities, if once

put on the alert, would arrest me at a venture,

—

so that if a French tribunal declared itself incom-

petent to try me for a deed done in Spain, the

gendarmes would nevertheless have marched me
over the frontier and given me into the custody' of

the Spanish authorities at Figueras. Well, what I

apprehended on the part of those Durands came
to pass. On leaving the village, they must have

given information at the very next town concern-

ing me ; and if the gendarmes had only done their

work a little more cleverly and without so much
noise, I should at this moment be in a French
gaol instead of in my own tower. However, the

necessity that was felt to have sucli a posse of offi-

cers to effect the capture, was the highest compU-
meut that could be paid to your renowned husband
Don Ramon de Collantes. Now, I think all expla-

nations have been given ; and you have nothing to

do, Juliana, but to resign yourself to your new
mode of life."

" Eamon !" said the lady, falling upon her

knees at her bandit-husband's feet, " I beseech

you to let me depart hence ! You say that you
love me "

" Yes, Juliana—and too well to lose you," in-

terrupted Collantes, forcing her to rise from her

suppliant posture. " It is useless to bandy far-

ther words on a point respecting which I am
fully decided. You cannot go hence : it is impos-

sible !"

" At least suffer me to write to my sister !" ex-

claimed the wretched Juliana.

"No good purpose, my dear wife," responded

the bandit, "can possibly be answered thereby.

Doubtless the Marquis and Marchioness of Ville-

belle will read in the newspaper that the cele-

brated Eamon de Collantes had for some time past

been living under a disguised name in a French
village of the Eastern Pyrenees—and that when
the gendarmes went to capture him, he effected

his escape in a characteristic manner. The same
journalists will not fail to record how his wife

played the heroine in the most admirable manner
;

and thus the Marquis and Marchioness of Ville-

! belle are sure to hear all that has taken place.

j

There is no necessity to write and tell them cx-

!
actly where you are : and moreover, for certain

obvious reasons, it might be inconvenient."

I
At this moment one of the females entered the

i
apartment, to inform Kamon de Collantes that ho

j

was wanted below. She then retired; and the

I

bandit-captain said to Juliana, " Do your best to

keep up your spirits and make yourself comfort-

1
able. I will presently despatch one of the women
to Barcelona; and she shall purchase you all kin<l8

of necessaries that you may require. You can

give her a list,— and we will also do something to

render the rooms more suitable for your accom-

modation. The amount of freedom ycu will enjoy,

depends entirely on your conduct towards me :

but I warn you against any attempt at escape.

It is painful for me thus to speak—but methinks
b is necessary."

Don Khdioii de Collantes thereu])on quitted the

room, leaving Juliana a prey to relleclions which

maj be moie eabily imagined IhuD dc8crib«d. iJu

j

descending to the ground-floor of the tower, the

bandit-captain found that half-a-dozen of hit

I

men had just brought in, as prisoners, an Eng-
lish gentleman and his valet,— certain circuui-

j

stances having led the outlaws to believe that a
goodly ransom might be obtained for the libera-

tion of the capt-ves in this instance. It appeared
that the gentleman and his valet were travelling

post towards Madrid, having ent<'red Spain by
way of Figueras—that the detachment of banditti

stopped the equipage—and that aft-er desperate

but ineffectual attempts at resistance, the traveller

and his domestic were overpowered. Tlierc wa«
no considerable sum of ready-money found upon
the gentleman's person—no more than he might
have deemed sufficient for his expenses to the

Spanish capital : but, on the other hand, he had
i
in his pocket-book letters of credit on a banker in

that city for a very large amount. It was this

< fact which—in pursuance of their usual policy in

}

such cases—had induced the banditti to bring the

j

traveller and his valet as captives to the tower.

I

The post-chaise had been left to return to Figueras,

I

—the banditti however allowing the gentleman to

pay the postilions their due—a course which they

j

invariably adopted, and which led to the very
natural supposition that there might be some
little private understanding between the outlaws
and the drivers in those districts.

The gentleman was about six or seven-and-

twenty years of age—tall—well made—and hand-
some,—with a frank ingenuous expression of

countenance. His hair was of a rich brown,

j

curling naturally : his eyes were blue : his features

were somewhat delicate, and classically modelled.

I
Altogether, his appearance was most agreeable

:

' his voice was rich and harmonious ; and his man-

I

ners were polished and elegant. But now he wore

j

a haughty and indignant look : he betrayed not

!
the slightest sentiment of fear : indeed, his courage

;

had been well proven in his resistance to the ban-

ditti ; and it was fortunate for him that in being

I

overpowered at last, he had sustained no hurt

more serious than a few bruises. His valet, also

an Englishman, was a middle-aged, sedate-looking

person—but one who could no doubt display a

courageous resolution in the moment of emergency.

Itamon de Collantes addressed the English gen-

tleman in the Spanish tongue first: but finding

that it was little understood by the traveller, he

proceeded to speak in French. In this language

the captive was proficient ; and the discourse

therefore fiowed on easily. The brigand-chief as-

sured Mr. Forester,— for such the gentleman's

name appeared to be, according to his passport

and letters of credit,—that he need be under no

apprehension in respect to his life, nor of ill-

treatment, provided he would consent to purehuno

his liberty ; and that during the interval which

must elapse ere the ransom-money could be

obtained from Aladrid, he should experience as

much attention and as good accommodation as

under circumstances might bo nfforded. Mr.
Forester, - whom the reader will recollect as having

been William Deveril's second in the duel with

Lord Harold Staunton,— saw no alternative but to

accept the projiosilion. Ho found himself a pri-

soner in the midst of a wild region- at the mercy

of a lawless band ; and lie was compelled to sub-

due Ui3 pride for his own porttonal
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it is true that he was only travelling for his plna-

eurc, being of no profession and posst-'ssing a hand-

some independent income : but still, tbough his

time was so completely liia own, it appeared to

bim by no means agreeable to p«i9s more of it than

was absolutely necessary in the qunrters of a
bandit horde. He therefore, though not without

reluctance, consented to the terms laid down by
Kamon dc Collantcs.

But now arose some little difficulty. This was
not a mere matter of presenting a cheque at a

banker's in any city or town more or less remote,

and wliich could be accomplished by any one of

the men suitably apparelled in a simple citizen's

garb for the purpose : but it was to obtain cash on

a letter of credit which by rights should be pre-

sented at the Madi'id banker's by the individual in

whose favour it was drawn. It was therefore a

proceeding that required tact and management

;

and Kamon de Collautes saw no-alternative but to

undertake the business himself. At the first

thought he did not much relish the idea of leaving

his wife, whom he i-eally loved, alone for ten days

or a fortnight at the tower, during the very first

period of her residence there, and when her im-

patient spirit ought to be checked by all his power

of control. But his Second reflection was of quite

the opposite character ; and he reasoned that it

would perhaps be all the better to leave her thus

for a short space to the monotonous kind of exist-

ence she would have to lead, so that on his return

his presence would be welcomed by her as a cheer-

ing relief. Therefore Ramon de Collantcs decided

upon proceeding in person to Madrid, to obtain

the ransom-money.

He represented to Mr. Forester that it was ab-

solutely necessary he should write some credentials

which would sullicienUj account to the Madrid
banker for the letter of credit being presented by

another person instead of the individual in whose

favour it was drawn. To this proposition Forester

assented without much difUculty : for he himself

saw that it was absolutely necessary, and he was

too anxious to recover his freedom to throw any

obstacle in the way. He accordingly wrote as if

from Figueras, stating that he had been suddenly

taken ill there—that his funds were exhausted

—

and that inasmuch as his friend Senor Escosura

(the name assumed by Ramon de Collantcs for his

intended journey) was about to visit Madrid, he

had entrusted him with the mission of obtaining a

supply of ready cash.

When thus possessed of the necessary docu-

ments, Ramon de Collantes ascended to the cham-
ber where he had left his wife ; and informed her

that circumstances compelled him to undertake an
immediate journey, on which he might be some
days absent. Juliana instantaneously perceived

tiiat this occurrence might probably furnish her, if

she played her game well, with an opportunity of

escape: but in order to obtain this opportunity,

it was necessary she should have as much freedom

as possible—to which end it was equally requisite

to throw her husband off his guard. She there-

foi-e at once simulated grief and alarm at the

thought of separation. She begged him to forgive

her for the first feelings of aversion which she had
exhibited towards her new home,— representing to

him that he must make all allowances under the

circumstancoe in whi«h she was placed—but vowing

tiiat she was not the less interested in his safety.

In short, slie enacted her part so well as to lull

her husband to a certain degree into security on
her account: but he nevertheless resolved that

until his return she should be continuously

watched and have as little liberty as possible. He
ba<lc her farewell; and she still kept up her dis-

simulation by much weeping and sobbing. Pre-
vious to his departure, he gave the strictest in-

junctions to the members of the band as to the

precise amount of freedom which his wife and the

two prisimers (Mr. Forester and his valet) were
respectively to be allowed;—having done which,

he set out on his journey.

One of the females appointed to attend upon
Juliana, spoke French fluently ; and from her lips

the brigand-captain's wife accordingly understood

thst she would be permitted to take exercise

within a circuit of a mile of the tower ; and a
similar comnjunication was made to the prisoners.

Juliana learnt i'rom the same source, of the pre-

sence of those prisoners at the tower; and on
hearing that they were fellow-countrymen, she

was suddenly inspired by the secret hope that if

she were enabled to communicate with them, they

would aid in her escape. She did not however
think it prudent to precipitate the means which
might bo adopted as a test to ascertain whether

she should be enabled to communicate with them
or not : she therefore remained in her own chamber
throughout the whole of that first day of ner

sojourn at the tower. In the evening the valet

who had been left behind at the cottage in the

French village, made his appearance at the robbers'

stronghold ; and Juliana learnt that her own maid
—whom she had originally engaged in Paris—bii
docliufd to accompany the valet to rejoin her

mistress, now that she knew that her master,

instead of being the Count de Toledo, was a famous

brigand-chief. We should likewise add that Ju-

liana despatched, according to her husband's in-

structions, one of the women to Barcelona, to

make such purchases as were requisite ; and in the

meantime she managed as well as she was able

with all such necessaries for the toilet as the

females, whose wardrobes were by no means badly

supplied, were enabled to furnish.

On the following day Juliana availed herself of

her privilege to walk iu the neighbourhood of the

tower: and presently she beheld a gentleman

whom she at once concluded to be the English

prisoner, roaming about likewise. It was beycjd

the limits of the grove of cork-trees that she thus

descried him : but as her looks swept around with
' a wider range, she noticed six or seven of the ban-

! ditti posted on eminences at certain intervals, so

! as to engirdle, as it were with a cordon of senti-

nels, the precincts of the tower. These men
seemed to be lounging idly about, as if intent on

• no particular object : but their carbines were slung
' over their shoulders— their swords were by their

sides—and the sunbeams glinted upon the pistols

and the poniard-handles in their belts. Therefore

Juliana knew full well why those men were thus

dispersed around ; and the hope of escape dimin-

ished somewhat in her bosom.

-Sir. Forester—having maintained the haughtiest

reserve towards all the members of the band, both

male and female,—had not exchanged any unne-

cessary word with even those who could speak
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French ; and tbercfore he had not learnt that

there was an English lady at the tower, and tliat

ehe was the chieftain's wife. He was conse-

quently surprised when he beheld a female ap-

parelled in a garb totally different from tliat of

the other women whom he had as yet seen, and
which belonged to the fashions suited for the

meridian of Paris or of London. At first

took her to be a Spaniard : for such an impression

might well be conveyed by Juliana'* appearance,

—her hair being of raven darkness, her eyes
black and full of fire, and her complexion a de-

licate olive. He thought of turning aside and
passing in another direction,—believing her to

be a member of the band : when it struck him
that, like himself, she might possibly be a cap-
tive. He therefore continued to advance ; and
the nearer he drew, the more forcibly did it occur

to him that she could scarcely be a native of

Rpain—but that her splendid beauty and gor-

geously developed form, together with her mien
and carriage so statuesque and lady-like, denoted
her as a countrywoman of his own.

No. 101.—THIRD SEItlES.
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"Then she must be a prisoner!" he thought:

and taking off hia hat, he made her a courteous

•alutation.
" Now," said Juliana to herself, "for the test

whether or not I am allowed to speak to this

English gentleman !"

Her eyes were swept rapidly around as she

also advanced : there was no unusual movement

me. I fusband indeed ! Never can I think of him
as such again : nor would the law hold me boimd
by ties contracted under circumstances so fright-

fully perfidious."

"You are right, madam," answered Forester,

his sympathies deepening on kcr behalf when he
found her taking what he cotsidered to be so

proper a view of her position. " You will not

amongst the sentries posted at intervals about—
|
deem it idle flattery if I exproBB my belief—from

no one hurried forth from the tower to forbid this your appearance, your manners, and your discourse

meeting : and with joy as well as with rekindling —that you have been accustomed to move in a

hope in her heart, she accosted the captive. sphere very different from that in which you now
" You are a prisoner, if I mistake not?" Bhe find yourself

?"

said in her most affable manner, but at the same
]

" I have indeed !" rejoined Juliana mournfully :

time with a look of commiseration and mournful- and then she reflected for a few instants whether

ness. ' she should tell the English gentleman who she
" Yes, madam—such is my fate for the present,"

^

really was.

She feared the possibility, if not the probability,

of his having heard of that dreadful exposure

which took place at Sasondalo Castle, and which
had been rapidly circulated at the time throughout

the fashiv>nable world of England. But, on the

other hand, there was the chance that the incident

had never reached his ears at all ; and if she were

to stop short here—giving no farther explanations

relative to herself, and naming not the family to

which she belonged—he might naturally look with

suspicion upon all the rest of her tale, and would
be justifled in supposing that she was playing some
hypocritical part.

" Yes," she went on to observe, her mind being
promptly made up to the alternative of frankness

at any risk ;
" I did indeed move in a different

sphere. Perhaps the name of Saxondale is noi
unfamiliar to you ?"

" Unfamiliar !" cried Forester, with renewed
amaiiement. "It ia that of an English noble>

man "

" "Wliose sister I am " added Juliana. " Once
the Hon. Miss Farefiold now a bandit's wife !"

" Good heavens ! and you were Miss Farefield ?"

exclaimed Forester. " But you are Miss Farefield

still : for, as you ere now rightly observed, the law

cannot possibly sanction a marriage into which
you were so treacherously inveigled. Madam," he
continued, in a hurried tone—for he was much
excited on Juliana's behalf—her dazzling beauty

too having produced no trifling effect upon him,

—

"ii 1 can be of any assistance to you, command
my services. In a few days 1 myself shall be free

;

and I vow before heaven to devote my liberty to

tbo duty of effecting year's
!"

Juliana wannly expressed her acknowledgments
*"or this assurance ; and a weight was lifted from

situated in Die midst of a vast domain ; and you I her mind—for she felt convinced, by Mr. Forester's

nay conceive, sir, the horror and anguish of my Jooks, words, and manner, that he was acquainted
fijeliiigs, when my husband, suddenly throwing off ; with nothing prejudicial to her character. This
tlio ni!!sk—whicli indeed he could no long«r wear ! indeed was the fact : for immediately after the
— jiroclaimcd himself liamon de CoUantes!" ! duel. Forester had gone abroad, and had remained

" Good heavens, lady !" cried Mr. Forester, iua
i

many months on the Continent ere returning to

handsome countenance colouruig with indignation, England. When he did revisit the British me-
and all liis heart's sympathies at once enlisted in I

tropolis, the scandal attaching itself in divers ways
Juliana's favoui- :

" what diabolic treachery ! But
j
to t!ic name of Saxondale, was past and gone—or

pardon me— I forgot at the moment I was speaking i at least was lost sight of in the contemplation «l
of your husband." l'r<sh incidents occurruig in the fashionable worlo.

"You would be justified in entertaining a very
I
Then, too, his stay in London had been very

evil opinion of me indeed," quickly rejoined Ju ' short : and though he saw Deveril, yet our hero

responded Mr. Forester, perfectly dazzled by the

beauty which, diminishing not on a nearer view,

characterized the lady. "And you?"
" Alas, a prisoner likewise !" returned Juliana,

with a profound sigh. " But what is worse," she

went on hurriedly to observe, anxious to get over

the requisite esphmations, which were as pain-

ful as they were unavoidable, with all possible

despatch,— "I am the victim of the foulest

treachery But how can I confess it? And yet

the tale must be told!—I am the captain's wife."

Mr. Forester staggered with a wild amazement.
Was it possible that this lady whose manners had
evidently been formed in the most polished circles,

and whose splendid beauty was fit to embellish the

gilded saloons of fashion, instead of being buried

in the midst of Catalonia's wastes,—was it pos-

sible that she was the consort of Eamon de Col-

lantes ?

" Ah, sir !" cried Juliana, " you may well fee

smitten with astonishment : but the tale I have

told you is only too true. The particuiars—hu-

miliating enough for me—can be concisely summed
up. I was residir.g in France—I was thrown in

the way of one who bore the name of the Count
de Toledo— and whom I beheld living hke a noble-

man of wealth amongst the gayest circles of Paris.

He offered me his hand—he was accepted—and
we were married. This was eight or nine months
ago "

"And for nine months you have been in this

man's power ?" ejaculated Forester, with an astoti-

ishment but little abating.
" It was but yesterday that I knew everything,"

replied Juliana. "Yesterday morning was I

brought hither, under the impression that I was
coming to iake up my abode in a splendid mansior

liana, " if you fancied that I could still experience
tlie feelings of a wife towards that man. No, sir

—I hrtto and detest the villain who has dci«ivcd

had in the meantime learnt that Lady Saxondale

WHS his molher, and he would not therefore breathe

a syllable against her. Mr. Forester returnod t«
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the Continent, where he had since been residing or

travelling. He therefore knew absolutely nothing

prejudicial to the character of Juliana,—however

poor his opinion might be of her motlier in conse-

quence of the revelations made to him by Devciil

at the time of^ the duel.

" You have promised to befriend me," said Ju-

liana; "and heaven knows how much I stand in

need of such friendship ! To whom ani I in-

debted for this generous offer ?"

" My name is Forester," was the English gen-

tleman's response :
" and being entirely my own

master, I can have no difficulty in fulfilling the

pledge I have given you. My time is my own

;

and my pecuniary means are ample."

That name of Forester at once struck Juliana

as not being altogether unknown to her, though
she never remembered to have seen this gentleman

before. Suddenly she recollected the name in con-

nexion with the duel between Deveril and Staun-

ton : but still, as it was by no means an uncommon
one, it did not follow that this should be the iden-

tical individual who acted as second on that occa-

sion.

" I see," he observed with a partial smile, " that

my name has struck you somewhat. But it is no

reason that I should refuse to devote my services

to the daughter, because at one time I befriended

a gentleman who sustained some injury from the

mother."
" I understand the allusion, Mr. Forester," said

Juliana ; " and I thank you for the delicacy of the

terms in which it is couched :"—at the same time

she was still assured that he knew nothing to her

own prejudice. " It will not be well for us to be

seen too much together. Behold you those sentinels

placed all around ? They are as much to keep watch
upon me as upon yourself; and as the first thought

of captives is always how to escnpe, these vile out-

laws may possibly suspect that our discourse has a

tendency in that direction. We shall have oppor-

tunities of meeting again : but you will not be

offended if in the presence of witnesses I treat you
with coldness and reserve."

"PiTiflence dictates that course. Miss Farefield

—for by that name shall I call you :" and Forester,

again lifting his hat, pursued his way in one di-

rection, while Juliana moved off in another.

CHAPTER CLXVIII.

BsTEBii. days passed, during which Juliana and
Mr. Forester frequently met; and as not the

slightest notice was taken of their proceedings

—

or, at least, as no syllable of remonstrance aguinst

these encounters was spoken to either— they felt

assured that Kamon de Collantes, ere taking his

departure, had left no instructions to prevent tlie

civilities of such intercourse between them. They
therefore prolonged their walks in each other's

society— not merely to discuss plans for an escupe,

but likewise because they felt more and more
pleasure in being together. We have already said

that Juliana's beauty had produced an immediate

effect upon Mr. Forester ; and she could not help

coutraeting his handsome person and ele;;ant man-

ners with the coarser attributes of her husband.

Besides, the circumstances under which they thus

met, were tinged with a romance full well calcu-

lated to draw them thus towards each other.

But why did they discuss plans for an iinrac

diate escape, if such were practicable ? why did

they not wait until the return of Collantes should

restore Forester to liberty, and thus leave hiin free

to take whatsoever means circumstances should

suggest for the liberation of Juliana ? It was

because she fearotl that when once her husband
came back, she would bo too completely in the

thraldom of his vigilance to enable any one from

a distance to ensure her flight: she trembled at

the idea of being left behind by this friend whom
accident had thrown in her way ; and moreover,

as above stated, she alfoady experienced a tender

feeling in his behalf. On his side, he was equally

sensible of those dilTiculties, just enumerated,

which would have to be encountered in hberatinjj

Juliana : he was smitten with her beauty ; and
he would gladly acquire a claim upon her by the

performance of some chivalrous exj)loit, or the

carrying out of some well-laid stratagem, in order

to deliver her from the power of her bandit-

husband.
" The time is passing," said .Tuliana, one fore-

noon about eight or nine days after her arrival at;

the tower ; "and as yet nothing is decided. lie

may return socner than wc anticipate
"

" The time has passed so agreeably in one sense,"

observed Forester,—" and indeed I am now in no
hurry for the return of Collantes

"

"But if he should return speedily," urged
Juliana, bending upon her companion a tender

look— for she comprehended full well the meaning
of his words ;

" what will become of me ? Oh !

what shall I do if you were to leave me here

alone ? I should feel as if abandoned by my only

friend !"

" Miss Farefield," responded Forester, earnestly,
" I swear to you that I am incapable of nbamlon-
ing you by my own free will. Come—let us seri-

ously, and if possible for the last time, deliberate

upon some plan of flight."

" Alas !" said Juliana, " I see not how it is to

be effected. Seiifinels watch at the entrance of

the tower by night ; and in the day-time it would
be utter madness to attempt escape."

" I know not that it would be such utter mad-
ness," obstirvcd Forester, as an idea gradually de-

veloped itself in his mind. " If 1 thought that

you were able to gallop a steed fearlessly
"

"Oh, indeed I am!" ejaculau'd Juliana, as the

remembrance ot he- rapid flight from the cottage

in company with her h.;sband, came back to her

mind. But what plan has suggested itself?"

" Supposing tiiat we ha»l two steeds read}- sad-

dled," said air. Forester, "and that \witeliiiig an

opportunity, wc sprang upon their backs and com-

mitted ourselves to chance ? There would be this

risk probably— that bullets would whistle about

our cars. For myself, 1 care not And perhaps

those sentinels posted around, wouhl hesitate to

fire at their chieftain's wife Pardon me for

reminding you of your position."

"They would fire—rest assured that thej

would fire !" rejoined Juliana. " W'liorel'orc nnt

they posted on those heights i'"

" 'J'o lii'e ujiou me or my domestic, if we at-
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tempted to escape—but surely not to level their " Be it aU as you say," replied Juliana j
« and

deadly weapons against you !" in order tliat there shall be no cause for 8u»-

" And even if wc agreed to run that risk," said picion, let us to-day remain as little together as

Juliana,
—"what plan have you settled in your possible."

mind as to the horses ?"
I

" Prudence compels me to submit," rejoined

" This morning, ere I joined you," replied Mr. Forester: "but my own ineUnationi prompt tha

Forester, "I passed by the stable: the door was reverse."

open—and I strolled in. I had no definite motive
,

Juliana flung upon her companion another

for so doing : it was merely to see the animals, tender look ; and they soparate<l,—he rambling ia

No one was there at the moment : the saddles and ! ope direction, and she re-entering the tower. For

bridles were ready at hand—if I bsd chosen, I
|

the rest of that day her heart was in an almost

could even then have self-appropriated one of
j

incessant flutter, with mingled apprehension and

the steeds. There is a lady's saddle—I noticed

it
"

" It is mine !" ejaculated Juliana ; and as a wild

thrill of hope shot through her heart, she added,

" Would to heaven tWit I were seated in it now !

Cheerfully would I risk the volleys that might be

poured down by the fire-arms of the banditti
!"

" Then, if you have the corn-age to dare the ven-

ture," exclaimed Forester, gazing with admiration

upon the lady, " let our plan be thus settled. But

we must fly alone together : I must abandon my
domestic to the mercy of these fellows. Ah ! an

hope. How she longed to quit that gloomy half-

dilapidated tower!—and what pleasure, too, to

have the handsome and agreeable Forester as the

companion of her flight ! She felt assured that he

would not be content with merely placing her in

security : he would not abandon her when having

rescued her from the power of the banditti. Hi*
looks and his words had alike told her that he

anticipated a recompense for the tremendous risk

he was about to run on her behalf. Yes—and it

was by no means likely he would sue in vain at

the feet of one whose temperament was so sensuoiu

idea has struck me. The letter of credit upon the ' and luxurious as that of Juliana.

Madi-id banker is for fifteen hundred pounds j and I
The hours passed—the evening came—and sh*

I have given Eamon dc CoUantes authority to re- retired to rest : but sleep did not soon visit her

ceive eight hundred. I will leave behind me a eyes. Slie lay revolving in her mind all the de-

note to the effect that if he suffers my domestic to
|

tails of the plan laid down for their flight : she

depart in safety, he may receive the remainder of i could not shut out from her conviction that it

the amount as a ransom ; and I will likewise pen a
j

was fraught with danger—that it amounted abnost

proper authority to that effect." to the actual madness of desperation : but in its

" What generous sacrifices you are making on very boldness existed the hope of success. At all

my behalf !" said Juliana, with another tender events, it was worth while to run the risk : she

look at her companion. |

would sooner perish by one of the winged balls

" Were they ten thousand times greater, they
j

from a carbine, than linger out her existence in

should be cheerfully made," responded Forester, that di-eadful place ;—and even if she were cap-

who doubtless anticipated that the lady would not
j

turcd and brought back, her position could scarceiy

fail to display her gratitude to any extent which he be rendered much worse than it already Wiia,

might be bold enough to solicit.
|

Therefore her fortitude failed not ; and even while

" And the risk that you will run P' added envisaging all the perils to be incurred and the

Juliana.
i

consequences of failure, she never for a moment
" I can dare death in the hope of enjoying hesitated in the adoption of the project,

life in your society," was her companion's re-
|

On his side, Mr. Forester was eqiuUly resolute,

ioindcr. He had become deeply enamoured of Juliana

:

She bent down her looks, and appeared for a her magnificent beauty had produced a strong

few moments to be overwhelmed with confusion : impi-essiou on his heart ; and he felt assured that

for it was impossible to mistake the significancy he would not be compelled to si ^h vainly at hei

of that avowal.
j

I'ect, if fortunate enough to prove her deliverer.

" And when," she asked, lifting her eyes again, He was naturally of a brave and chivabous dis-

" shall we put the project into execution ?"
I
position ; and if the romantic circumstances in

"It is impossible to fix a moment," he an- which he had encountered Juliana had exercised

swered : " we must trust to the chapter of acci- its influence over his feelings and sympathies,

dents. Fortunately the door of the stable is not there was likewise something stirring and exciting,

within view of the entrance to the tower; and bold and dashing, in the feat which had to be

therefore whosoever may be lounging about in performed to crown his triumph. Not for a mo-

front of the edifice, would not have any cause to ment, therefore, did he shrink from the enter-

suspect what was being done in the stable. To- prise ; and he was oven sanguine of success,

morrow morning, shortly after the breakfast hour. He rose in the morning earlier than usual

;

E will stroll forth. You can be nigh at hand. It and tearing out some leaves from his pocket-book,

were well perhaps that you should come without penned the documents of which he hatl spoken to

your bonnet: it will have the appearance as if Juliana, and which he purposed to leave behind

you merely meant to imbibe a little fresh air, him. He had no bettor writing-paper : he d.ired

without even walking beyond the prccmcts of the not ask for any ; and as he knew full well that tbo

wood. I will watch the opportunity to beckon ^ladrid banker would not be s.itisfied with a mere

jrou into the stable. If fortune favour us, all may scrap written upon with a pencil, he assured Col-

be done in a few instants; and if we be dis- lantes i<i tlie note addressed to him, that he would

covered—if our plan be dofcated—we can only iVom the first town write by post to the banker,

—

anticipate the total pri\atiou of liberty until the pledging his honour as a gontlomau that it should

ri.iurn of CoUautes." not be with auv hostile pui-pose. Besides, his Vitiet
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would remain in the hands of the banditti as a

liostage for the faithful porforinauce of the com-

pact tlius volunteered; and' all things considered,

Forester felt tiiat he could not possiblj manage
the proceeding better, llis object of course was

t> ensure the safe egress of his domestic from the

tower ; and the means he was taking appeared to

be all-sufficient for the purpose. To his valet he

did not however breathe a word of his intentions :

the man woulil not like the idea of being left be-

hind ; and on the other hand, as it was perilous

enough for two persons to attempt an escape, it

would be still more against the chances of success

if three were to embark upon the enterprise.

Ilaving partaken of the breakfast, which in due
course was brought up to his apartment, Mr.
Forester—securing about his person the papers

which he had written— descended the staircase,

and sauntered forth from the tower in a leisurely

manner. A couple of the banditti were seated on
a bench in front, eating their morning meal; and
according to his usual habit, he passed them by
without taking the slig»itest notice of them. They
exchanged observations in their own native tongue,

to the eflect tha* " the Englishman need not be so

haughl ily proud ;" and went on devouring their

rations. After making a slight circuit, Forester

approached the stable ; and at the same instant he

saw Juliana at a little distance. She had followed

his advice, by descending from her chamber with-

out her bonnet : she walked about for a little while

in front )f the tower ; and then, as if quite in an
abstracted mood, passed round to the side.

Forester had (lung his looks hastily into the

stable, and felt satisfied that no one was there.

Ife beckoned to Juliana, who at once followed him
into the place, t^uick as thought he took down
lier sidesaddle from the peg on which it was
placed : but at the same instant a sudden noise

was heard at the farther extremity of the stable
;

and a bandit, who had hitherto been concealed by
a pile of hay against which he was seated while dis-

cussing his morning meal, emerged to their view.

The follow instantaneously suspected Forester's de-

signs ; and drawing his poniard, flew towards him.

A shriek rose up to Juliana's lips, as she thought

that all was lost : but fortunately she suppressed it

—for Forester, with lightning swiftness, encoun-

tered the bandit—warded off with his arm the

blow which was aimed at him with the poniard

—

hurled the man to the ground—and placed a hand
over his mouth and a knee upon his chest.

"Quick! your kerchief!" he said to Juliana.

" Take the poniard"—which had fallen from the

brigand's hand—" hold it over him ! plung* .t into

his lieart if he dare utter a word!"
Juliana was in a moment all life and aetivitj-.

She gave Forester her kerchief— snatched up the

poniard - and held the point so close to the bri-

gand's chest tliat he felt it i)enetraling through

his gnrnient. In the twinkling of an eye the

kerchief was thrust into his mouth : be was thus

completely gagged.

"Cords—haltcra—anything to biiul him!" said

Forester (juiekly, as he now snatciiod the dagg< r

from the hand of Juliana; and wliilc ho utill Uejit

the villnin down with his knee upon his breast, he

held the poniard over him -at the same time

shdwiiig by his koks that he was resolved to use

it ii the slightest resistance were attempted.

His proceedings wei-e ably and expeditiously

seconded by Juliana. Two or three halters were
ready close by; and with these she bound the
prostrate bandit hand and foot— while Forester
held the menacing poniard but au inch above hia

countenance. Half suffocated with the kerchief,

and full of mingled rage and terror, the man jn-e-

sentcd a hideous spectacle with his convulsing fea-

tures. The work was promptly done: helpless

and speechless the brigand lay upon the ground
;

and scarcely two minutes had elapsed since the mo-
ment that Forester aud Julia»ia entered the stable

Now to saddle aud bridle two of the steeds!

Juliana's own horse was amongst them ; aud Iht-

quick eye of Forester showed him which was likely

to be the strongest and fleetest of the rest. Tlie

process of caparisoning the two animals was
speedily accomplished ; and then canio the most
dai-ing and ditilcult part of the whole transaction.

Fortunately the door was just high euougli for a

person on horseback to pass forth by bowing the

head down upon the animal's neck. This Forester's

keen glance perceived in an instant ; aud he

assisted Juliana into her saddle. Then he tossed

down by the bandit's side the papers which he had
written—mounted the animal which he had saddled

for himself—and bade Juliana follow him close.

Stooping down so as to avoid the top of the

doorway, they urged their horses forth ; and with

the speed of the wind they gallo|^'d down the

sloping path through the vista of cork-trees.

Ejaculations of rage and astonishment from the

sentinels at the entrance, reached their cars, as

they thus careered past like light niug-tlitslios

:

those ejaculations were quickly followed by shots

—and a bullet went througli Fciroster's hat, while

another whistled close by Juliana's ear.

" Courage, my heroine !" shouted Forester : and
the grove echoed the cry.

In a couple of minutes they emerged from
amidst the trees ; and in an instant slx.ts were

fired by the sentinels posted at a little distance in

that part of the precincts of the tower.
" Courage !" again shouted Forester, as a glance

showed him that Juliana was unhurt; and he felt

that he himself was.
" " Fear not fur me, my brave deliverer !" cried

Juliana; and her coinpiuiion saw that she was

quite equal to the enterprise.

Several more shots whistled past theni, hut

without taking any effect. Then (he sentinels

who were nearest ahead were seen rushing down
from the heights where they had been posted, like

madmen to intercept the progress of the fugitives

— but all in vain. Crack ! crack ! again went the

carbiues : still were Forester and Juliana un-

touched: their coursers sped like the wind —and •

in a few minutes they felt themselves in compara-

tive safety. But still (hoy relaxed not their speed:

(hey knew full well there would be a chase ; and

it was not their jiurposc to tlirow away a single

one of the many chances that were now in favuut

of (heir ultimate escajK-. Pres(!ntly Forester, on

looking back, perceived three or four horsemen

dashing down un cniinence : they were the banditti

in pursuit but he had little (Uaibl of ilistnneiiig

them. On, on sped the fugitives,- encour.iging

ejacidations constantly (lying from Foreslrr'H li|«.

as the sparks from the iliiits hiueath the hor-.t>f

hoofs.
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In about half-an-hour the fugitives looked vainly

around for their pursuers ; and thej were now en-

abled to breathe their steeds for a few moments.
But only for a few moments—and then their course

was continued at the same whirlwind swiftness as

before. Another half-hour, and they drew in the

reins again. Many miles of ground had now been

passed over : the countenance of each was suffused

with a crimson glow. How splendidly beautiful

seemed Juliana in the eyes of Forester ! how
handsome did he appear to the view of the Hdy !

It was while they were thus walking their horses

for the few moments they allowed themselves as

breathing-time, that the quick trampling of a

steed coming from a-head, reached their ears ; and

ft turning in the wild unbeaten way which they

were pursuing, suddenly brought them full in the

presence of Eamon dc Collantes. A terrific ejacu-

lation of rage burst from the lips of the robber

-

chief, as he in a moment recognised his wife and
Forester. The Englishman would not have hesi-

tated to stop and dare a conflict with the brigand :

but Juliana, with a cry of alarm, urged her steed

into all the swiftness of which it was capable—so

that Forester was compelled to keep pace with her

;

and thus sweeping past Collantes with the speed

of a vanishing dream, they were beyond his view

in a moment.
So astounded was he at what he had thus seen,

that he remained motionless for a few instants

w'lere he had suddenly reined in his horse : then,

with another ejaculation of fury, he wheeled the

animal round and dashed in pursuit. Forester and
Juliana both expected that he would adopt tiiis

course ; and the former exclaimed, " If it come to

• deatli-strugglo, my fair companion, you shall only

fall back into the bandit captain's power when I

shall be no more alive to defend you !"

Juliana was far from anxious that such a scene

should take place; and she therefore compelled

her courser to dash on in its wild career. They
now entered upon a beaten road,— but neither hav-

ing the slightest idea in which direction it led.

i They looked back : Rnmon de Collantes was still

I

in pursuit—he was about two hundred yards be-

{
bind.

" Courage !" ejaculated Forester : and this was
the cry he had been continuously sending forth,

for he feared lest Juliana's strength and spirit

f'lould suddenly give way.

But OB s'.'.e still held gallantly on, in her precipi-

tate flight, that apprehension wore off; and he ex-

perienced an exultant admiration for the heroism

which she thus displayed. The luxuriant masses of

her raven hair floated all dishevelled upon the

gushing wind which was excited by their rapid

progress through the air; the richest glow was
upon her cheeks -lire burnt in her eyts —her lips,

apart, afforded glimpses of her brilliant tooth—and
she sat like an Amazon upon the steed which bore

her along.

Collantes was evidently gaining ground ; and all

of a sudden a pistol-bullet whistled past Forester's

ear.

" Good heavens !" cried Juliana ;
'" he has fire-

arms !"—and for an instant a dizziness came over

her.
" Courage '." again shouted Forester. " Look !

look !" he instantaneously added :
" we are saved !

You are beyond danger ! Look ! look !"

And as his beautiful companion quickly turned her
eyes in the direction to which he pointed, she beheld
a squadron of cavalry descending an eminence. In
a few minutes the soldiers, who at the spectacle of
that chase put spurs to their chargers, were close

upon the roadside :—Forester and Juliana drew
in their reins—they were now in the midst of
protectors.

" llamon de Collantes 1" ejaculated Forester,

pointing in the direction where the bandit-chief had
a few instants back been pursuing them.

" Eamon de Collantes !" echoed every voice in

the troop ; and in a moment there was a headlong
gallop in pursuit of the formidable brigand.

He had likewise caught sight of the soldiery

:

his steed was wheeled round in a moment—and he
was in full retreat. But his horse was wearied by
the chase after the fugitives ; and in a short time
he was overtaken. Like a lion at bay, he turned
and faced his twenty opponents. A pistol was dis-

charged at the foremost ; and at the very instant

the soldier, reeling back in his saildle with a mortal
wound, was about to fall from his horse, llamon de
Collantes clutched at the sword which was drop-

ping from his grasp. Then, with all the mad fury

of desperation, did he strike right and left—gbistly

wounds were inflicted—but it was only for a few
instants that he thus was enabled valiantly to de-

fend himself. A pistol bullet pierced his brain,

stretching him lifeless in the road.

Some of the soldiers, who were about thirty in

all, had remained to protect Forester and Juliana

:

for in the first instance they knew not how many
persons might be in chase of them. One of the

military spoke French ; and thus, in a few rapidly

uttered words from both the fugitives, he was
given to understand that they had just escaped

from the brigand's tower : but, as the reader may
suppose, neither Forester nor Juliana let drop a
syllable to betray the unpleasant fact that she was
Kamon de Collantes' wife. It appeared from what;

the soldier said, it was well known to the civil and
military authorities of Catalonia that the brigand*

had been wont to harbour in the dilapidated tower :

but on the occasions when a military force had
been sent into the neighbourhood, it was invariably

assailed from the heights, and such murderous
havoc was committed by the rifles of the banditti,

as to compel a retreat. Now, however, that the

dreaded chief himself was no more, the squadron

seemed resolved to proceed to the tower—and, if

possible, extirpate the band.

The person of the slain Collantes was searched i

but very little coin was found about him—no*
more than a sum equivalent to ten or twelve

pounds of English money. It therefore appearctl

tolerably evident that he had not been enabled to

receive the ransom-money at Madrid; and this

suspicion was six-cdily confirmed when the letter

of credit, on being discovered amongst his papers,

was found to have no endorsement, nor notification

of any payment being made on account. As a

matter (jf course this document was at once haniled

ovt-r to Mr. Forester,—who, we should add, forgot

not to mention the circumstanco of his valet being

still a captive at the tower. He expressed his in-

tention of proceeding to Barcelona, whither ho

desired that his domestic might be instructed to

follow.

The soldiers departed in oue Oiicclioa—ForcsU-r
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and Juliana in anoMior. It cannot be supposed

that the lady was very seriously aillicted by the

4oath of her husband : on the contvai'y, she was
rejoiced at a tragedy which so effectually

the hated connexion. As she rode along by the

side of her companion, she reflected on the course

which it would be prudent for her to pursue

towards him. Should she endeavour to ensnare

him into matrimony ? or should she consent to

become his mistress ? She knew full well that this

latter alternative was open to her acceptance : but
the accomplishment of tlie former was by no means
BO easy. She had seen enough of Forester to know
that he was a thorough man of the world ; and it

was by no means likely that he would take as Lis

wife the widow of a bandit, notwithstanding her

really high connexions, and the treachery by which
she had been inveigled into that alliance. Besides,

some little time would Ijave to elapse before he
could possibly become so thoroughly infatuated as

to propose matrimony ; and in the mterval he
might learn things to hor prejudice. The idea of

eerking for marriage with Forester, was therefore

abandoned ; and Juliana made up her mind to an
amour with her handsome companion.

But it must be added that slie now longed to re-

turn to England. Her experiences of Continental

life had been none of the most pleasant : she did

not wish to settle in Spain—it was impossible for

her to return to Paris, where it was known through
the newspapers that her late husband, the false

Count de Toledo, was none other than the cele-

brated Spanish bandit Eamon de CoUantes—and
she therefore came to the conclusion that if it were
necessary for her to lead cither a life of retirement,

cut out from all society, or to live openly with a
protector as his mistress, it might just as well be in

England as elsewhere. The feelings of shame which
had at first rendered her so averse to return to her

native country at the same time with her mother,
and which had so long kept her abroad,—were by
this time cruslied out of her by the various circum-

Etances through which she had passed ; and she had
ceased to dread a revisit to the clime of her birth.

Besides, it was now close upon the period when
Edmund would be of age ; and knowing the tre-

mendous secret in respect to his birtli,— a secret

which she had wormed out of Ifadge Somers on
the midnight visit which she paid to her cottage,

as the reader will remember,-—she was curious to

ascertain whether he would be suffered to take pos-

session of the estates witliout the slightest whisper

of the real truth, and witliout opp<jsition from any
quarter. Of course, Juliana was utterly ignorant

that the rightful lieir— her own real and actual

brother—was in existence : she was not therefore

aware that there could be any oppositi(m to Ed-
niund'^ complete succession ;— but, as above stated,

she still felt curious and interested upon the point.

The result of her reflections, as she rode by

Forester's side, was two-fold :—lirst, that she would
abandon herself to an amour which, whether
destined to prove transient or permanent, would
necessarily depend upon circumstances—and se-

condly, that she would return to England.

Forpster did not for some time interruiit Juliana's

meditations, though he was very far from peno-

traling into their true nature. He thought that

•ho might possibly experience a certain shock— if

Dbt •ctual grief— at tkc sudden and violent death

of a man who, no matter what his character and
calling were, had nevertheless been her husband.
But after a wliile, Forester broke the silence which

severed
j

had followed their separation from the band of
soldiers ; and he said, " You are thinking, my
fair heroine, of the catastrophe which has taken
place ?"

" And at which it were a wretclied aflTectation

on my part," she rejoined, "to say that I am
afflicted."

" You speak in a proper spirit," observed
Forester :

" it is impossible to deplore the death of

the traitor who deceived you. But meseems that

we should do well to converse upon our plans. I
said ere now that I should proceed to Barcelona—
a resolve to which I came without consulting you,
for the simple reason that I am penniless. All

the ready money I had about me at the time of

my capture by the brigands, passed into their

hands. At Barcelona I can stop at some hotel,

while I write to Madrid and procure supplies."

I

" Fortunately," resjwnded Juliana, " I have some
little money in my purse, which will bear our
expenses on the road to Barcelona : for you see,"

j

she added with downcast eyes, " I am compelled to

force myself on your companionship until we reach
that city."

"Thanks for this assurance!" exclaimed Forester:

and then he observed in a soft voice and a tender

manner, " Wherefore should this companionship,
so sweet for me, terminate at Barcelona ?"

" Wherefore ?" ejaculated Juliana, affecting to

regard him with a look of extreme surprise. "Be-
cause it is my intention to return to England with
as little delay as possible.'-

"And 1 also shall return to England," replied

Forester, though the instant before he had not

even thought of such a proceeding— much les«

made up his mind to it. " Will you permit me to

escort you back to our native land ? Truly, my
fair heroine,—for such familiar terms must you
suffer me to adopt,— you have passed through too

many perilous adventures to render it agreeable

for you to travel alone. Ah! my dear Juliana !"

he suddenly exclaimeil, " can you not understand

tbafyou have inspired me with a passion which
will not permit me to leave ycm voluntarily ?"

Juliana gave no reply ; she averted her looks,

and appeared to be reflecting profoundly : but
Forester felt jx-rsuaded that his meaning was un-
derstood, and that his fair companion would not

prove a very ditlicult conquest.

We will not linger uj>on the details of this

journey which they perfornjed together. We must
however tjbservc that at the tirst town they

reached, Juliana purchased a bonnet and a riding-

habit : for the reader will recollect in what condi-

tion she had fled from the tower. It to<jk them
three days to reach the Catalan capital,—the inter-

mediate nights being jiassed in towns where they

halted. But Juliana did not immediately abandon

herself to the arms of her companion : she did not

choose him to think his conquest too chcai), or

that her virtue was too facile. The farther how-

ever they ailvanced on the road, the more tender

grew their discourse ; and when Barcelona was in

sight, they came to such an understanding together,

that Forester was sulliciently encouraged to pro-

pose that she should pass as his wife at the hotel

where thoy were about to lake up their abodv.
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And now let us suppose tliem arrived there.

Handsome apartments were at once obtained—

a

sumptuous repast was served up—and inspired by

cxliilarating champagne, the two travellers could

now look back with smiles and triumph at the

perils they had passed through and the fatigues

they had endured. We may even go a little

farther, and depict Forester on his knees at the

feet of the handsome Juliana— his artns encircling

her waist—his head resting upon her bosom

—

while she, with her fine dark eyes swimming In a

voluptuous languor, looked down upon his truly

handsome countenance. He forgot that she had

been a bandit's wife: he beheld only in her a

woman of grandly luxurious beauty—and he was

rejoiced at the conq^-est he had achieved.

Sir. Forester fail»u not to write to the bankei

at Madrid, to whom he explaineij all the circum-

stances under which his letter of credit had been

originally presented by Ramon de Collantes. la
due con»9e he received an answer, informing him
that th« genuine character of the transaction had

been suspected—that there had seemed something

strange in the very nature of the letter which it

was pretended had been written from an hotel at

Figueras—and that the person representing him-

self us Seuor Escosui-a was required to bring for-

ward credible witnesses to guarantee his respecta-

bility. This was a demand with which Ramon do

Collantes had evidently found it somewhat incon-

venient to comply—for he did not present himself

a second time to the banker, who therefore saw

that he had exercised a sound discretion. To be

brief, this gentleman's communication farther in-

formed Forester that the amount represented in the

letter of cr-^'l.it was now duly remitted to a banker

at Barcelona

In the interval the valet arrived safe and sound

from the '.wwer. The intelligence he brought may
be summed up in a few words. A few hours after

the (jsi-ipo of his master and Juliana took place,

an »iavai was raised, to the elTcct that the military

were approaching. From what the valet could

ju<lg(;, an immediate council of war was iield by

thrt banditti—the result being a determination to

make a desperate stand : for if they were to take

to (light, it was but too evident they wouH be pur-

sued, and in that straggling form cut to pieces.

A» the squadron approached, it was received with

voUies of muskotry, poured forth from the windows

of the tower : but the soldiers bore themselves

brnvely—stormed the building—and succeeded in

capturing those of the band who were not slain in

the onslaught. The prisoners thus taken, were

despatched under a proper escort to Barcelona,

—

and the valet took advantage of the circumstance

to accompany the military. As for the females of

the band, they were generously sulfercd by the

olHcer in command of the squadron, to go at large.

It farther appeared that, immense quantities of

wood being cut down and collected for the purpose,

the tower was set on lire ; and though the masonry
was too solid for the work of ruin to bo complete,

the place was nevertheless reduced to a condition

that would render it unfit to harbour any of the

•ther brigand hordes which still infested Cata-

lonia.

The prisoners who were sent to Barcelona, suf-

fered in due time upon the scaffold : but long ere

*heir execution took place, Forester and Juliana,

attended by tlie valet, arrived in England. Juliana

speedily ascertained that her mother and Edmund
were still residing at Saxondale House in Park
Lane ; and she intimated to Forester her intention

of passing at least a few days with them. He was
quite well enough pleased with his conquest to

wish to retain her as a mistress, though he had not

the slightest idea of making her his wife. H<»

therefore besought that she would not long remain
absent from him ; and he promised tliat during the

interval, he would take so:ne agi-eeable residence

in the neighbourhood of London, whither to bear

her after her visit to Saxondale House. On her

own side, Juliana was equally well pleased with

Mr. Forester ; and she promised to grant his re-

quest. Under these circumstances they parted :

and without any previous notification of her in-

tended visit, Juliana one fine morning made her

appearance in the presence of her mother and
Edmund we may likewise add of Lord Harold

j

Staunton : for he, though not actually domiciled at

, Saxondale House, nevertheless passed the greater

portion of his time there.

CHAPTER CLXIX.

X.INK3 IN THE CUAIN OF KVIDBNCB. •

Wk must now once mora transport the reader into

Lincolushu'C. About sixteen months had elapsed

since the circum itances of our story rivetted atten*

tion upon Saxondale Custle and its neighbourhood :

j

we allude to the period when Adelaide met her

I

death, in the waters of the Trent, at the hands of

j

her own husband. Since that era neither the

I

guilty young man nor Lady Saxondale had re-

visited the Castle ; and the circumstance which had

! created so great a sensation at the time, had

I

almost ceased to be spoken of by the dwellers in

! that district.

I

It was about the time of Juliana's r«turn to

Saxondale House in London, that the incidents we
are about to record took place in Lincolnshire.

j
One fine day—at the beginning of April, 1846—

I

Mr. Hawkshaw was riding out on hoi-seback, when
he encountered his friend Mr. Denisoii, who was

' likewise taking equestrian exercise. They had not

previously met for some weeks, inasmuch as tl>e

old gentleman had been on a visit to the Marquis
of Eagledcan at Edenbridge Park in Kent, and
had only returned on the day pre^-ious to which

w* are writing.
" My dear friend," exclaimed Hawkshaw, when

they had shaken hands and exchanged the usual

compliments, "I w»s just tliiuking of you as I saw

you tui-n the angle of the road. I was wondering

when you purposed to come back. "What tidings

bring you from Edenbridge ? All our friends well

and happy, as when last I saw them some fifteen

or sixteen months back ?"

" Ah ! that was on the occasion of the four

bridals," observed Denison ; "and you remember
that I also was of the party. Yi^, they are all

well and happy : indeed 1 know not wherefore thoj

should be otherwise. I have been paying a perfect

round of visits ; and I have letters for yon, Hawk-
shaw, pressing you to do the same. Mj groom



Jin« ridtlen over to the Hall with tliein ; and so you
w;ll have them on your return."

" Were I not going to Gainsborough on a little

business," responded the Squire, " I would hasten

home for the pleasure of reading them. But you
can tell uie from whom thej- come."

" Eather ask me," exclaimed Denison, with a

smile, "from whom they do not come, ^\'lly> a"
our friends who are connected with the Marquis,

have written. First of all, there is the Alarquis

himself, who insists that you shall pay him a visit

at Edenbridge—where, by the bye, he dwells al-

most entirely : for, as you are awnre, he has be-

stowed the Stamford Manor estate upon his son

Francis and the beautiful Angela. I passed a

couple of days at Stamford Manor, and was de-

lighted with the perfect picture of domestic hap-

piness which tlierc prevails. You cannot fancy
ii-iw young Paion has improved : he has quite a

tnai 'y ai)pcarance, and has almost lost that boyish

ISo. 10:i.— IHIM) -I.UILB.

beauty whicli, so to speak, used to rharacterii*

him. He is now a handsome young nimi. His

wife Angela is, if possible, more lovely than whun
we saw her led a bride to the altar and when I had

the honour of giving her away. Tliey have a

beautiful boy now three months old—of whom, as

you may suppose, they are dotingly fond. Frank
has written, inviting you to the Manor."

" I shall assuredly accept the invitation," rejdied

Ifawkshaw, — " and that of the Marquis also.

Whom else di<l you see ?"

" Count ('hrist^val and his splendid Counlesi.

You know that his lordship has purchased a line

estate in the neij;^hbourhood of l'Menbrid;,'e ; au

th t the Countess wis her father the Mar(|uis of

Fiiglodean nearly every day. On my honour, if it

were possible for her ladyship to look haiulHoiner

than she was wont to do, she does now :— mntn-

m(my has improved her. She ia m ijilMt iid

womoa 1"
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" They hafe no clulJren, I believe

Hawkshaw.
'• None," answered Denison :

" but the Count is

not the lees devoted to bis wife on that score.

They arc all in all to each other, and do not seem

to want any addition to their family. The tenants

and peasantry on their estate speak in the highest

terms of them : the Count is an excellent landlord;

and the Conntess is profuse, though secret and un-

ostentatious, with her charities. You will find

amongst your letters one from that excellent-

hearted Spanish nobleman, inviting you to stay

with him."

Denison. " It ia just tbe same story with
regard to them as it was in respect to the others

;

and if I had said at once that all the four couples

at whose weddings we were present, enjoy an equal

amount of fclirity, I might have summed up these

elaborate details in a very few words."
" Not too elaborate, my dear friend," replied

Hawkshaw, " inasmuch as they are so deeply in-

teresting. I suppose Deveril and his wife have
long ago entered upon possession of the estate \

which the Marquis of Eagledean, Count Christoval,
|

and Lord Everton jointly purchased for them ? I

And that, I believe, is at no great distance from
" Another visit that I am resolved to pay," Edenbridge ?"

responded Hawkshaw. " These pictures of do- " Not above a dozen miles," answered Denison ;

mebtic felicity quite enchant me. Pray proceed
j

" and it is a sweet spot. Deveril and his wife, the

with them."
|

charming Fiorina, are so happy in their married
" Oh, they are not yet exhausted !" exclaimed

i

state, and with their little girl—a lovely child, by
Denison. "1 visited Everton Park, which is in i

the bye, just four months old—that if there be a

Hertlorclshire, about twenty miles from London, drawback, it is only on account of the life led by
Yoii know that this belongs to Lord Everton, who Fiorina's brother, Lord Harold Staunton."

miirricd Miss Leyden." "Ah!" ejaculated Hawkshaw, "I used to like

• .\nd a sweet pretty girl I thought her on her that young nobleman at one time—I mean when
wedding-day," cried Hawkshaw. " Four such

lovely brides were never to be seen before assem-

bled in one room— and never will be seen again.

By the way, what has become of the young lord's

uncle— the old villain who kept him so long in

capl.ivity, deprived of his just rights P"

" He perished miserably of some incurable and
excruciating malady, about sis or eiglit months
ago, on the Continent. From intelligence which

reached the Marquis of Eagledean, it appears that

two hangers-on—a man named Mark iSellamy,

and a woman called Mrs. Martin — clung to him
until the very last. They led him a tearful life,

—

•pending upon themselves the greater portion of

the income so generously allowed by the much-
injured nephew,—and leaving the old man some-

times in want of the barest necessaries. However,
he is gone to another world ; and what has become
of Bellamy and Mrs. Martin I have not heard."

" But I presume and hope that Lord Everton

and his beautiful wife are as happy as the other

iouples whom you have mentioned ?" said Hawk-
«haw.

" Equally so," responded Mr. Denison. " They
have one child—a son whom they doat upon, and
whom they contemplate with pride as the heir to

the title and estates. Everton Park is one of the

most beautiful spots in England. It was thither,

as you are aware, that Frank and Elizabeth were
conveyed in their childhood to see their then

he was staying down here at the Castle, the year

before last, and when he nearly got killed by being

thrown off my thorough-bred. But I am afraid

he is a sad fellow."

" He is living almost ojicnly with Lady Saxon-

dale," responded Denison. " Nothing could be

more shameless : her ladyship seems not merely

lost to all sense of decency, but to hold up her

head higher in her profligacy and disgrace than

she ever did when standing on the pinnacle of a

stainless reputation. I understand that Lord
Harold Staunton is constantly at Sasondale House
— that he almost lives there entirely—and that

though he has a lodging somewhere in the neigh-

bourhood—decency's last rag, as it may be called

—yet that he more frequently sleeps at Saxondale

House than at his own abode. Conceive what an

example for a son, to be the constant companion
of his own mother's acknowledged paramour I"

"It is shocking," observed Hawkshaw: then,

after a little hesitation, he inquired, " Has any-

thing more been heard of Juliana?"
" Ah ! by the bye," ejaculated Denison, " I have

not seen you since that dreadful exposure which

was recently published in the English newspaper*,

translated from the French 1 mean the start-

ling discovery that Juliana's husband who passed

as tho Count of Toledo, was none other than a

notorious Spanish bandit Kamon de CoUantes."
" I also read that statement," observed Hawk-

uiihuppy mother, the present happy Marchioness of shaw :
'' and I must say that I somewhat pitied

Eagledean. Frank and the Countess of Christoval the unfortunate young lady, notwithstanding her

have been on a visit to the Park ; and I can fancy vile conduct towards me. Is it known what ha*

what their feelings were when they again looked become of her F"

upon those scenes of which they had thus obtained I "I have not heard," responded Mr. Denison.

a glimpse in their childhood, and which must have
|

" Heavens ! what a family it is ! The only one

been associated with such mysterious memories ' who has turned out well, is Constance the Mar-
until the secret of their birth was cleared up.

|

chioness of VillcboUo : and it was altogether by
Amongst your letters is one from Lord Everton— or ' flying in her mother's face and bestowing her hand

Adolphus, as all his friends and relatives call him : where her heart was already given, that she has

it likewise contains an invitation—and as you have thus prospered. Her very disobedience has there-

decided on accepting the others, you cannot refuse fore been the source of her good fortune,—which

thi^."

" Nor should I think of doing so," answered
Hawkshaw. " And now there remains one more
touple for you to speak of."

" Mr. Diveril and Laily Fiorina," observed

almost proves that to be undutiful tosucha mother

was to be on the safe side."

" Did you hear anything, when in London, of

Lord Saxondale himself?"'
" Only that he has become so dissipated as ti
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b» well nigh past redemption, even if he had any

friend who would undertake the task of reforming

him. He drinks deeply ; asid, it is believed, never

goes to bed sober. I do not suppose that his

mother would care very much if he were to drink

himself to death; as I fancy that in this case, if

he should have attained his majority, the great

bulk of the property— if not all— would still

remain with her : but I do not exactly know how
this is."

"It was a shocking occurrence—the death of

his wife," observed Mr. Hawkshaw. "You re-

member that accident took me to the spot at the

time of the dreadful tragedy ; and the unfortunate

young man was very much afflicted. By the bye, if I

recollect aright, he will be of age in the course of a

few daj's. I heard one of the tenants saying so

yesterday morning; and the man was wondering
whether there would be any festivities at the Cas-

tle. But it would appear that no instructions have
been received to make preparations for the recep-

tion of the family ; and therefore I suppose no re-

joicings arc to take place."

At this point of the conversation, Mr. Denison
and Mr. Hawkshaw reached a spot where the road

turned oflf towards Gainsborough in one direction,

and whence there was a bye-lane leading by a cir-

cuitous route to the former gentleman's residence

in another direction. Here therefore they parted
;

and the Squire continued his way towards the

town. Finding that he was a little behind his

time for the appointment which he had to keop, he

turned out of the road in order to take a short cut

across the fields ; and in so doing, he drew near to

the river's bank, at no great distance from Saxon-

dale Castle. There had recently been a flood,

caused by the heavy rains, which had made tbe

Trent overflow and inundate the adjacent fields t«

a very considerable extent,—thereby causing much
damage. The bailiff of the Saxondale estate had
consequently deemed it necessary to heighten the

bank in the particular place where the swollen

river had poured its surplus upon the meadows;
and several labourers were now busily engaged on
tliis work.

As Mr. Hawkshaw drew near the place just al-

luded to, it struck him that he beheld some sen-

sation amongst tlie labourers,—five or six of whom
were grouped in a particular spot, and appeared to

be occupied in the examination of something which
they were passing from one to another. The mo-
ment they saw the Squire, they rushed towards

liim, — the foremost carrying a pistol,— wliile

their ejaculations at once aflorded a clue to the

comprehension of the excitement which animated

thetu
" This is the thing that did the deed !" exclaimed

one.

"There can be nodoubtof it!—double-barrelled!"
cried another.

" Who knows but what it will all bo found out

now ?" remarked a third. " Poor creatures ! it

was a shocking murder !"

" Here, sir !" exclaimed the man who carried

(lie pistol, and who now presented it to Mr. Hawk-
shaw :

" this has just been found in the river."

But scarcely had he thus spokrn, when aiiotlior

labourer came rushing towards the spot,—carrying

in his hands something wliich appeun-.d to be a

bundle of clothes tied round with a cord : but the

package was covered with mud, and the water waa
dripping out of it.

" Here !" exclaimed the individual who carried
it; "I have just this moment fislied tliis out of
the Trent!"—and he also bounded towards M',
Hawkshaw, who had reined in his horse to hiar
what the other men had to say.

He took the pistol, and examined it attentively.

It was covered with rust; and the barrels were
completely stopped up with mud—so that at the
first glance it was not easy to ascertain any parti-

culars as to the precise workmanship of the wea-
pon. But as Hawkshaw turned it over and over
in his bands, a strange and horrible suspicion gra-
dually arose in his mind. He examined it still

more closely—he drew forth his kerchief and
cleansed away the dirt as well as he was able : the

suspicion was strengthened—a deep gloom, blended
with horror and dismay, appeared upon his coun-
tenance. Still he was unwilling to suflor that sus-

picion to arise into a positive conviction : he hoped
to God that it might be all an error on his part t

He essayed to decipher the maker's name : but
the steel on which it was engraved, was too com-
pletely encrusted with rust to enable him to mike
it out. He rubbed away with his handkerchief

—

but all to no purpose.
" There can be no doubt, ray good fellows," lie

said, at length breaking silence, " that this is the

weapoij which caused the death of those two un-

fortunate women whose mysterious murder created

such a sensation in this neighbourhood the year
before last. As a magistrate, I will keep posses-

sion of the fufal weapon for the present. But
what have you there ?" he added, turning to the •

man who had brought the packet.

"It is a bundle of clothes, sir," was the re-

sponse.

" Open them," said Mr. Hawkshaw; " and let

us see what they are:"— and still his coitntenance

expressed niin;,'led horror and consternation.

The labouring man placed the bum lie on the

grass; and kneeling down, cut the cord which
held it together. First he unrolled and shook o.it

a large cloak—and then a pair of pantaloons. In
the midst were a j)air of boots, a couple of stock-

ings, and a large stone. The cloak was evidently

a man's ; and the stone had no tloubt been placed

in the bundle in order to sink it when thrown into

the river. The labouring man now explained that

liaving to wade in the water for the purpose of

pursuing his employment in heightening the

bank, his f(X)t had come in contact with a sufl

object, which he at first fancied was a dead b(Hly :

but putting down bis hand, lie drew up the bundle

now produced. Neither he nor the oMier labourcis

seemed able to comprelKind how this bunillr could

be in any way connecter! with the pistol, s») far ae

links in the chain of evidence were c<'nei'nicd i

they were therefore somewhat surprised when Mr.
Hawkshaw, in a low deep voice, which wn» full of

painful emotion, said, " Heaven is working out its

own inscrutable ways; and the river is made to

give uj) its secrets in order to bring the foulest

of crimi'S houu- to its pcrpctrHlor."

There was a ^<oll•nln jiause, during which the

labourors sIimkI with their eyes wandering with an

expre.ssion ol' awful horror I'roui the pistol to the

clothes, and back HtinUi to (he pi^tol.

" Fold up thobc 4j«rmenl6 iignin, "said .Mr. Hawk-
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shaw :
" I will take charge of them likewise. Here !

you can envelope thorn in my handkerchief—it is

large enough for the purpose."

His orders were executed; and having distri-

buted some money amongst the men, the Squire

rode off with the bundle and the weapon. But he

did not pursue his way to Gainsborough : ho

turned his horse's head in another direction, and

Tode straight, at a brisk gallop, back to his own
residence. On arriving there, he gave the bundle

of clothes to one of the servants, with instructions

to cleanse and dry them thoroughly. He then

proceeded to his own chamber, where he set him-

self busily to work, with oil and a piece of leather,

to remove the rust from that part of the pistol

where the maker's name was engraved. In about

half-an-hour he succeeded in deciphering that

name ; and it was indeed the one which he had
from the tery first expected to find there. He
now sent off a groom with a note to Mr. Denison,

requesting an immediate visit from that gentleman,

on business of the utmost importance.

It was not until a late hour in the afternoon

that Mr. Denison arrived at Hawkshaw Hall ; and
in the meantime the clothes had been thoroughly

cleanse,! and dried. When Mr. Denison was
ushered into the parlour where the Squire received

him, he was much astonished at the look of pro-

found sorrow, mingled with consternation and

horror, which his friend wore ; and this feeing was

enhancexl when he beheld a pistol, a cloak, trousers,

a pair of boots, and a couple of stockings lying

upon the table.

" What has occurred, Hawkshaw ?" asked the old

gentleman, with a degree of nervous suspense.

"The murder of the ballet-dancer and her

servant-maid," answered the Squire solemnly, " is

no longer involved in mystery !"

" Indeed !" ejaculated Denison ; and he glanced

towards the tilings on the table, suspecting that

they wei'e connected with the announcement just

made to him—though, with the single exception of

the pistol, he did not understand how they could

possibly furnish links in the chain of evidence.

"Yes," continued Hawkshaw; "it is from those

articles which you are surveying, that I have

gleaned the damning truth. That pistol sent the

unfortunate victims to the other world; and those

were the garments worn by the murderer at the

time. I understand it all, Denison! But, my
Gfod ! what a blow for the relatives of the wretched

assassin
!"

" Speak, Hawkshaw !" exclaimed Mr. Denison

:

" who is he ? You evidently know him "

" And you also, my dear friend," added the

Squire, profoundly cUstrcsscd. " He is
"

" Who ?"

" Lord Harold Staunton !"

Mr. Denison staggered as if smitten violently

with a hammer : he became pale as death—and
sinking upon a seat, murmured, " Heavens, the

poor Marquis and Fiorina ! Lady Maedouald too

it is frightful 1"

" Frightful indeed !" said Hawkshaw ; and the

two friends exchanged looks of indescribable hor-

; ror.

" But are you sure ?" exclaimed Mr. Denison,

I

ratching at the hope that the Squire might pos-

f .bly be deceived. " Are you certain that you may
not be mistaken ?"

" No, my dear friend—the truth is indeed but
too ap|)arcnt. Listen—and I will give you all

requisite explanations. I comprehend everything

as plainly as if the murderer's confession wete
made, and the hideous details were still ringing in

our ears. Circumstances which wore quite another
complexion at the time, now reveal themselves in

their true light. But if— as there is every reason
to suspect—that vile woman waa herself an ac-

complice "

" Whop" demanded Mr. Denison, hurriedly.
" Lady Saxondale," replied Hawkshaw. " But

let me give you the promised explanations. That
pistol belonged to Lord Harold Staunton. One
day I went up to the room which he occupied at

the Castle : he was busy preparing his fishing-

tackle—and I lingered a little while to converse

with him. Accident led me to examine his pistol-

case, which was made to contain two—but one only
was there : the other was missing. I looked at-

the one Which was left. I remember commenting
upon its workmanship :. I observed the maker's
name—and I remarked that it was a celebrated

one. This pistol which lies before you, Denison,

is the exact fellow to the one which I then saw I"

" Good heavens I—then there is no doubt !" said

the old gentleman, shuddering.
" Alas ! not the slightest," rejoined Hawkshaw.

" And now I bethink me, there was something
vei-y singular in Staunton's manner throughout
that conversation 1 remember too that at one
moment Ah! it was when I observed that

he was doubtless a good shot—he became so

deadly pale, and his countenance suddenly wore so

ghastly a look, that I grow terrified on his account.

I however attributed those appearances to his re-

cent accident : but that accident itself, Denison, I

now feel convinced was an intentional one

Yes, I comprehend it all
!"

" Do you mean the accident with your thorough-

bred ?"

" I do. Heavens ! what a deeply laid project

!

with what demon-like artifice was the whole plan

arranged ! Do you not fathom my meaning ? The
wretched young man threw himself from the horse

in order that he might obtain a sufficient plea aud
excuse for keeping his own chamber. Thus was
the opportunity afforded for committing the crime :

while the very fact that he was believed to be

strctelicd upon a bed of illness, was of course cal-

culated to avert even the very possibility of
|

suspicion from himself. On that fatal niglit, I

therefore, he must have stolen forth from the i

Castle "
:

" But how ?" inquircd Denison, experiencing a
fearful and likewise bewildering interest in these

explanations.
;

" How ?" echoed Hawkshaw. " Was it not '

proven to us, a short time after the very tragedy

itself, that Staunton knew full well how to obtain
|

secret ingress to the Castle ? That tree which

grows up from the river's bed, and the branchoi

of which spread against the windows of the .

tapostry-chambcr "

" Ah ! and where his kerchief was discovered,"

ejaculated Denison. " Then you think that on the !

fatal uiglit of the murder, he must have stolen !

forth from his chamber—he must have pasted out i

of the Castle by that window "
|

' No doubt of it," replied Hawkshaw. " It u !
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equally clear that these were the garments which he

wore on the occasion. He must have waded
through the stream, under the Castle wall—his

clothes were therefore wet and muddy— thev

would have served as evidences, or at least would

have engendered strange suspicions, if seen in that

state by any of the domestics. Is it not therefore

c\ca,r enough, that in order to cause all traces of

his dread crime to disappear, on his return to

the Castle, those garments were tied up in a bun-

dle and were doubtless thrown from one of the

windows overlooking the river ? The current has

since carried the package higher up towards

Gainsborough, notwithstanding the weight of the

stone placed inside for the purpose of sinking it.

As for the pistol, you yourself, Denison, suggested

a long while ago—when that masquerading dress

was brought to us—that the pistol should be

searched for. I remember well the words you
used at the time. You described the several in-

fluences under which a murderer throws away his

weapon : first, that nothing criminatory may be

found upon him, if suddenly stopped and searched
— secondly, in the awful feeling of horror which
naturally succeeds (he commission of a crime—and
thirdly, on being alarmed by the sound of voices

or footsteps. Now, we well know that Lord
Eagledean and Mr. Deveril were upon the spot

almost immediately after the shots were fired

;

and therefore it may have been under any one of

those inlluences — or all combined— that the

wretched assassin flung his weapon into the

Trent. In a word, there can be no doubt that

this assassin was none other than Lord Harold
Staunton, and it remains for us to decide what
course we have to adopt."

Hawkshaw then explained the circumstances

under which the pistol and the clothes came into

his possession, and wliich are already known to

the reader.

"That this foul murder was committed by Lord
Harold Staunton," said Mr. Denison, " there

can be no possible doubt after everything you
have told me. That Latly Saxondale was his

accomplice, is likewise to be presumed—though
we are still totally in the dark as to the reason

which could have prompted so fearful a crime.

With these motives however we have nothing to

do : it is with facts that we have to deal. What
course can we take, Hawkshaw ? On the one

hand, if, being cognizant of a crime, we fail to

give up the criminal to justice, we oflend not

merely against the laws, but likewise against that

community of which we are members. But on
the other hand, our friendship for the Marquis of

Eagledean, and for all who are connecte<l with the

miserable nnirdcrer, prompts us to take some other

stops. I confess that I am at a loss—I know not

what counsel to proftcr."

"It may bo," replied Hawkshaw, "that the

Marquis of Kagledcan will deed •, if appealed to,

that the law must take its course."
" Then let that appeal be made to him," cried

Denison :
" and we shall both stand acquitted of

•ny breach of friendship or any undue severity in

Ihe matter. This is the best course to be adopted
;

•nd you, my dear friend, must set off without

delay to sec tlie Alarquis of Kagledenn. The evi-

dences of the crime you can bear with you ; and
Uien you will act as circumstances shuil su;;{;e&t."

ay?

" Yes," rcspcmded the Squire, aftf r a few mo-
ments' reflection :

" the plan you have marked out
is the best."

CHAPTER CLXX.

' rURTHEEUNRAVELMENT OF THE TANGLED 9K EIN.

I

It was about one o'clock in the afternoon of tht

following day, that Jfr. Hawkshaw arrived af

Edenbridgc Park. The Marquis and Marchioness

were at home ; and both were much concerned on
account of the severe illness of a domestic whom
they much valued. The reader will recollect a cer-

tain Mrs. Jameson, of w horn mention was made at

the time the Marquis went to Rhavadergwy for

the purpose of pi-esenting himself to tiie object of

his life's love—Lady Everton at that time—but
who had since become his wife. Mrs. Jameson
had long been in her ladyship's service : she was
now exceedingly old, and was stretched upon a
bed of sickness from which it was feared she would
never rise again. The Marquis and Marchioness

were however employing all available human means
to restore her. The surgeon who had been called

in from the town of Edenbridgc, had advised that

a consultation should take place with some eminent
London physician ; and the Marquis had left it to

the medical attendant to use his own discretion in

respect to the practitioner whose aid WJis to be thus

invoked. It happened that the Edenbridgc sur-

ge(m was well ac(iuainted with Dr. Ferney,— to

whom he acioi-dingiy sent a pressing letter be-

seeching him to come down to tlie Park. Ferney,

—thoagh making it a general rule not to visit

patients at anj- considerable distance from London,

—did not consider liimself very .well able to refuse

compliance with so urgent an appeal ; and he ac-

cordingly set off for the Park, jle had not been

many minutes at the mansion, when Mr. Hawk-
shaw, arriving by the next train from Loudon,
likewise reached his destination.

The Edenbridgc surgeon and Dr. Ferney were
consulting together upon the invalid's case: the

Marchioness was in the room of the invalid her-

self: the Marquis was alone in a parlour, when
Mr. Hawkshaw was announced. Hi» lonlship at

once saw by the Squire's manner that somi-tliing

of unusual importance had occurred ; and Hawk-
' shaw, witli no more prefatory words than were

!
sulTicient to introduce so distressing a subject, pro-

I

cecded to explain to the Marquis of Ivigledean nil

j

those particulars with which tiie reader has l)een

made ac(iuainted in the previous chapter. His

^

lordship was for some mvimtes overwhelmed willi

I horror and consternation. He knew that his

i

nephew was immersed to the very lips in all kiiidn

of prolligaeii's : he knew likewise that I[arold had
' at one time plotted against his liVe : but he had
' never suspected that his miserable nepiiew w.ia

alreaily a blood-st;iineil nnirderer. The iiUclli-

gCMce thrrel'iiiv, though, juilieiously prefaci-il and

delicately announced, lilled Lor<l Ivigli-dean with

the tuost horrible I'l 'c lings ; and indeed it was no

woniler that for some minutes he was lolallj

unable to give uttenmcc to a wonl. Profouiidl)

did the godd - lirarled Squire couiini'H-rnle Iiik

,
uoble friend: and he vmu more than over »ali!>li<*i
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with himself for having adopted this course of

first of all communicating with his lordship ere

taking any extreme measure upon his own re-

sponsibility.

" My deaf Hawkshaw," said the Marquis, at

length breaking silence, but speaking in a broken

and tremulous voice,—at the same time that he

took the Squire's hand, and pressed it with eonvul-

•ive nervousness,—" you and Denison have acted

most generously. Oh, that vile young man ! •

Good heavens ! is it possible that he should be so

deeply stained with guilt? Accursed be Lady
Saiondale !—for she it is who has thus urged him on

step by step from one crime to another. Ah ! my
dear friend, I can now give you some explanations

which will help to clear up whatsoever mystery

still envelops that horrible tragedy, so far as you
are acquainted with it. The masquerade-dress, of

the discovery of which you told me along time ago,

was worn by Lady Saxondale on a particular night,

when she had an appointment with my wretched

nephew,—the object of that appointment being to

incite him to a duel with William Deveril. It has

all along been evident that this dress fell into the

liands of Emily Archer the ballet-dancer, who was

the mistress of Edmund Saxondale. We may
therefore surmise that she gleaned enough infor-

mation on the point to be enabled to use that dress

as a means of extortion or coercion with regard to

Lady Saxondale. And now, Hawkshaw, you can

understand wherefore her ladyship had so deep an

interest in clearing her path of the unfortunate

ballet-dancer. I confess there have been times,

ever since you mentioned the discovery of that

masquerade-dress some time back,—and which dis-

covery proved that it was this particular costume

which the women had with them in the parcel on

the evening of the murder,—there have been times,

1 say, when distant suspicions have flitted through

my mind, that Lady Saxondale might possibly

have not been altogether a stranger to the foul

assassination of those victims. But still there was

no positive evidence to justify such a thought ; and

at all events I never for a moment fancied that my
wretched nephew could have been implicate I in

the tragedy. I knew that he was stretched upon
his bed at the time ; and never for an instant did

it occur to me that his indisposition was feigned

for the purpose of enabling him to commit, with

all the greater case and security, so execrable a

crime. However, it is, alas ! but too apparent 7U)U)

that such has been the real truth ; and I am well

nigh broken-hearted at the thought."
" Your lordship indeed requires all your forti-

tude," said Hawkshaw, profoundly moved by the
!

spectacle of his noble friend's afHiction. " Ah ! I

do indeed comprehend, from all that you have just

said, how it was that Lady Saxondale might have

had the strongest possible motives for the perpe-
:

{ration—or ratlior the instigation of so foul a deed. '

But what, my lord, is to be done ? As yet no ex-

posure has taken place. The incidents which I

have been relating to you, are known only to Deni-

eon aiid myself. Kest assured that our friendship

towards yourself and all connected with you, shall

over-ride every other consideration, if you so will

it. Should you decide upon maintaining silence

in respect to this dreadful discovery, for the sake

of the amiable Fiorina and the kind-hearted Lady
Macdonald, yoit have but to say the word. It will

be easy for me to return into Lincolnshire and say
something to those labouring men which will giTe

them to understand that the clue which I at one
moment fancied to be obtained, has not turned out
to be the right one."

" Hawkshaw, whatever may occur," responded
the Marquis, " I never can forget this kindness on

i your part, and that of my friend Denison. I
scarcely feel myself justified in allowing selfish

considerations to outweigh the sense of duty which
we all owe to the law and to society at large.

But yet there are the gravest motives ^yes, the

,

gravest
"

The Marquis stopped short, and walked abruptly

towards the window, where he remained for some
minutes wrapped up in the deepest thought. He
envisaged all that must occur if justice should be
allowed to take its course. That Lady Saxondale

was not merely the accomplice but the instigatrix

of the crime, was beyond the possibility of doubt.

If therefore Lord Harold Staunton were arrested

for the murder, Aer guilt must inevitably transpire.

And then, what would be the feelings of William
Deverd ? Should he, after having made such noble

sacrifices to save his mother from exposure, shame,

and ruin,— should he be now compelled to sec her

held up to a world's execration for a crime even

still more terrible than that from the consequences

of which he had striven to shield her ? Should he

be forced to behold his mother plunged into %
felon's gaol—dragged before a public tribunal^

and ultimately sent out of the world by the hand
of the executioner ? Oh ! the Marquis but too

well knew that all this would break the generous

heart of Fiorina's husband—that Fiorina herself

would sink down prematurely to the grave—and
that thus the crimes of the guilty would redound
with horrible effect upon the heads of the innocent.

These were tiie reflections which passed through the

mind of the Marquis of Eagledean.

But there were other considerations which he

had likewise to take into account. During the

fourteen or fifteen months which had now elapsed

since William Deveril discovered that he was in

reality the son of Lady Saxondale, he had occa-

sionally called upon her in Park Lane : she had

always received him alone—she had lavished upon
him caresses which appeared the tenderest and the

most affectionate ; and he loved her notwithstand-

ing all the p.ost. He was ignorant that Lord
Harold Staunton was her almost avowed paramour.

Married as he was to Staunton's sister, no one

whom he met—not even the most casual acquaint-

ances —would so far outrage delicacy as to make
the slightest allusion to such a circumstance. He
therefore hoped and believed that his mother Lady
Saxondale was now leading a quiet and respectable

life ; and thus he had no hesitation in visiting her

from time to time, as above describc<l. . Of course

Fiorina knew not that he ever went to Saxondale

House: she had continued ignorant of the tremen-

dous secret of his birth—a secret now known but

to himself, Lady Saxondale, the Marquis of Eagle-

dean, and Angela (Francis Paton's wife). But
even supposing that the discovery which Hawk-
shaw had come to Ivlenbridge Park to announce,

shouhl be hu-shed up and buried in silence,—how
was it possible that the Marquis of Eagledean

ooulil suffer the pure-minded and virtuous William

Deveril tti jjo on visiting his mother—a murderess?
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No: thei-e was something terrific in such a course

—something outrageous to every proper sentiment

—something against which every feeling of pro-

priety revolted. Then, what was he to do ? This

question kept agitating in his lordship's mind, as

he stood deliberating at the window. Tb.ere really

seemed to be only this plan:—that the veil of

secrecy should otill be kept drawn over the tre-

mendous guilt of Lady Saxondale and Lord Ha-
rold Staunton, so far as exposure to the world was
concerned ; but that measures must be adopted to

force Lady Saxondale to go abroad, and/b** ever—
so that no more interviews should take place be-

tween herself and her lawfully born oftspring,

William Deveril. As for Staunton, he likewise

must be compelled to depart to some distant clime,

with a warning that his only hope of safety lay in

making this self-expatriation eternal.

Such were the resolves to which the Marquis of

Eagledeaa came: but while explaining them to

Mr. Hawkshaw, he did not of course make the

slightest allusion to the fact that William Deveril

was Lady Saxondale's son.
" My dear friend," he said, " I accept the alter-

native which your noble generosity and that of

Mr. Denison has left open. There are too many
on whose innocent heads the effect of all this guilt

would terrifically redound, to permit an exposure

*o take place. The veil of secrecy must not there-

fore be lifted from that dark tragedy. But at the

same time, if we forbear from handing over the

criminals to the grasp of the law, we must not

suffer them to escape without some chastisement.

We must force them into exile, to different parts

of the world—with the warning that all this for-

bearance will cease if they ever set foot upon the

English soil again. Come, my friend—we will de-

p:ii-t for Loudon : we will go together and sec

these guilty beings 1 hope for the last time !"

Mr. Ilawkshaw expressed his readiness to ac-

company the Marquis, and indeed to yield to his

views in every particular. While refreshments

were served up to the Squire, Lord Eaglcdean
onught the Marchioness in order to inform her that

biisiness of a somewhat urgent nature, in which
his friend Hawkshaw was concerned, was about to

take him to London, and that he should not pro-

bably return until the following day. Meanwhile
the consultation between Dr. Ferney and the Eden-
biidgc surgeon had terminated—the physician had
recommended the mode of treatment which was
the best for adoption in respect to the invalid—and
he was now about to take his departure. As a

matter of course, the Marquis offered him a seat

in his (iwn carriage to the railway-station, which
Dr. Ferney accepted. The physician thus became
a follow-travellcr with Lord Eagledean and Afr.

Hawkshaw to London : for when the station was
reached, the Marquis could not possibly express a

desire to separate from Dr. Ferney's society in the

train,— though in his heart he would much rather

have travelleil alone with Mr. Hawksliaw. In

about an hour and r. half the metropolis was
reached; and as they were all tlirce going (o the

AVest End, they took a vehicle at the terminus.

The conversation had all the while been upon in-

differeut topics— so that Ferney had not the slight-

est idea whither his two travelling-companions

were actually bound. Conduit Street, where the

physician dwelt, was all in the way towards Park

Lane: the driver of the vehicle therefore received

orders first of all to prweed to Dr. Ferney's dwell-
ing. In due time this destination was reached;
and the physician alighted at his own door. As
he was about to take leave, it occurred tJ him that

having been most liberally treated by the Marquis
in respect to the amount of the fee placed in his

hand immediately after the consultation at Edon-
bridge Park,—ho was bound for courtesy's sake to

offer some little apology for what might appear a
most rude neglect on his part in respect to a cer-

tain matter, but which he had his own good
reasons for having hitherto so long remained silent

upon.

He was standing on the curb-stone, looking into

the vehicle where the Marquis and Hawkshaw re-

mained seated. Hands had been shaken, and faro-

wells said—when that thought to which we have
just alluded, occurred to the physician. It was a
most disagreeable—a most painful topic, for him
to touch upon : it revived so many afflicting asso-

ciations ;—but still he felt himself bound, in com-
mon courtesy, to say a word upon the subject ; and
he summoned up all his fortitude for the purpose,

" My lord," he said, " I have not forgotten that

a long, long time ago you honoured me with a call,

and brought me a phial the contents of which you
requested me to analyze. On three or four occa-

sions after that, your lordship called again, to in-

quire whether I had made the analysis; and I

feel ashamed when I relle.t that I continuously

answered I had not as yet found time. Your lord-

ship suddenly ceased from calling altogether ; and
during the lengthy interval which has passed since

then, I have often feared you might have felt

offended with mc. When therefore I received the

letter inviting me to Edenbridge, I was gratified

by the thought that your lordship was not

angry "

" No, Dr. Ferney," interrupted the Marquis of

Eagledean ;
" I had ceased to think of the matter :"

—though the real truth was that after the dis-

covery of William Deveril's parentage, his lordship

had taken no further step to penetrate any deeper

into Lady Saxondale's guilt. " 1 can assure you 1

have not been olTcnded ; and as the interest at-

tached to thiit phial has passed away, you need not

suffer it to remain for another moment in your
tlioughts. And now farewell."

" Farewell, my lord," answered Dr. Ferney.

"Can I tell the driver whither he is to convey

you ?"

" To Saxondale House, in Park Lane," responded

the Marquis.

The mention of that name, so closely following

upon the discourse relative to the phial of poison,

struck the physician as something not merely acci-

dental, but supers! it iously portentous. It gave a

most poignant keenness to all the memories which

had just been cxtited in his brain : the cfTect pro-

ducetl upon him was that of a sudden shock: he

started— turned deadly pale—and then stood gazing

in a speciosof ghastly consternation uiKm the Mar-

quis of Eagledean.
" Heavens ! are you ill, Dr. Ferney ?" exclaimed

the nobleman, who, as well as Hawkshaw, was a*.

tonished and uflrighted by the physician's looks.

"Yes— I nra ill— I— I feel very ill," gasped

Ferney, scarcely knowing what he said, and *c-

tua!iy experiencing the most sickening
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"Ill, my kliiil bniicfactoi* ! my host of frii-mls!"

exclaimed an old man, wlio happoned to come up
to the spot at the niu nent, after having been for

his usual little walk; and juMt as he was about to

ascend the frout door stops, he caught those words
which fell from Dr. Forujy's lips. " Let mc sup-

port you !"

"Never mind, Tliompson—I am better now,"
said the physician, suddenly rallying and regain-

ingf his self-possession.

" Thompson ?" ejaculated the Marquis of Eagle-

dean, wlio, though the name was a common one

euougli, never heard it mentioned without think-

ing of the individual who, if he were found, could

doubtless throw so much light upon William Da-
Teril's early history. " Did you say this gentle-

man's name was Mr. Thompson ?"
i

" Yes, my lord," answered Forney, astonished at

the question,—as was also Thompson himself, and
even Hawkshaw too : for it certainly seemed a

very strange one, the motive for putting it not

being apparent.
" I am sure you will pardon me, Mr. Thomp-

ton," said the .Marquis, " for the seeming discour-

tesy of my behaviour : but I have vowed that

whenever I meet any one bearing your name, and
being of a certain age, I would not fail to put a

particular query. 1 have no doubt that I shall

receive from you the same answer I have already

had from a dozen other Mr. Thompsons to whom
I have addressed myself on tlie subject. But
nevertheless I shall take this liberty with you."

" This is the Marquis of Eagledean—and that

is his friend Mr. Ilawkahaw," said Ferney to

Thompson, who accordingly bowed in acknowledg-

ment of the introductions.

" Your lordship can take no liberty," said

Thompson : " and therefore whatsoever question

you may have to put to me, shall be readily an-

swered."

"It is a simple one," rejoined the Marquis,

really attaching but little importance to the inci-

dent : for the antipodes are not farther from each

other, than from his imagination was the hope that

his query would elicit the response it was destined

to meet. "Again I must ask you to excuse my
freedom : indeed the question itself may savour of

impertinence : but I can assure you it is through
no illegitimate curiosity I ask if you were ever at

any period of your life connected with theatri-

cals ?"

" Most assuredly I was, my lord," answered
Thompson,
"You were ?" ejaculated the Marquis, starting

as if galvanized. " But one word more !" he

added, with a feverish excitement which astonished

those who beheld it. " Were you ever yourself the

manager of a company of performers ?"

" I was, my lord," rejoined Thompson.
"You were? Question begets, question!" ex-

tTaimcd Lord Eagledean. "Excuse me, but were
you acquainted with a family named Devoril ?"

" I knew them well, my lord," was the response,

given with increasing astouishmout on the part of

Thompson, and in which Hawkshaw and Fernoy
both naturally shared.

" A man and his wife—with a boy and girl,"

continued the Marquis, with rapid and excited

ttttoraiice,
—" the girl named Angela—the boy

William "

" To be sure ! the very same !" ejaculated I

Thompson. " But the boy was not really fheir •

son——I have been questioned about this before

—by a woman nami^d Madge Somers—who waa
murdered, I think I heard

"
i

" Enough, enough, Mr. Thompson !" cried the

Marquis. " Another time—to-morrow—or pre-

sently—I will come and have some conrcrsatioa
with you."

" Dear me, my lord !" said Thompson, more and
more surprised at all that w.is faking place ; " I

hope there's nothing amiss. As for the boy I am
speaking of—he must be a young man now—he
l-ad the mark of a strawberry ou his shoulder

"

" Wh it ?" ejaculateil Ferney, once more be-

coming deadly pale—and once more too staggering

back as if seized with a sudden indisposition.
" Good heavens ! is everything about ) trans-

pire ?" — and these words, quite involuntarily

spoken, were uttered with an indescribable an-

guish and terror.

" I see," said the Marquis, at once convinced

that Ferney himself had something important

which he could communicate, and that tnere was
likewise something more serious and significant

than sudden indisposition wlionhe had turned so

ghastly pale at the mention of the name of Saxon-

dale,
—

" I see that I must have some immediate
conversation with you both. Hawkshaw, my dear

friend, excuse me if I may now appear to be treat-

ing you with a want of confidence : but
"

''So apologies, my dear Marquis," said the

Squire. " I am well aware that whatever you do
is for the best."

Lord Eagledean alighted from the vehicle ; and
Dr. Ferney requested the Squire to enter the

house, observing that whatsoever private discourse

had to bo held might take place in anotlier room :

but even as he spoke, the physician's manner was
still strangely confused—he trembled nervously

—

and the ghastliness of pallor seemed to have set-

tled itself immovoably upon his countenance. They
all entered the dwelling togetlier: Mr. Hawkshaw
was shown into one room— while the Marquis of

Eagledean accompanied Dr. Ferney and Thompson
to another. We shall leave the Squire to the

astonishment into which all these proceedings

naturally Hung him ; and we shall see what took

place between the other three.

Dr. Forney sank, like one thoroughly exhausted

both in mind and body, upon a sofa. The forti-

tude which had so long upheld him iu the main-
tenance of Lady Saxondale's various secrets, ap-

peared altogether to have given way: he looked

like a man who felt that the time destined by
heaven itself for the fullest revelations, had now
come—as if the veil of mystery which had so long

shrouded the past, was to be drawn aside by the

invisible hand of Providence itself. He waa
thoroughly crushed and spirit-broken: remorse

for the part which ho had enacted in suffering

himself to be made the tool of that wily woman,
seized upon his soul : his sensation was that of •
guilty person who feels that the hour has come
wlion poiiitence must oiisue and atonement be

made;—und under such intluences as these, the

spell of that very infatuation which now for

twentj-'Oue long years had bound him to the

image of L&dy Saxondale, was itself well nigh

broken. At all events the talisman had lost iU
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Litlierto marvellous power: lie had a conscience

on wliicli there rested a heavy load—and he longed

to ease himself thereof.

Both Thompson and the Marquis of Eagledenn

saw that Dr. Ferncy was painfully agitated—that

bitter feelings were torturing his soul ; and they

BCareely knew wliat conjecture to form as to the

precise cause of so much trouhle. Tliompson

especially,—who had lived with the physician for

the last eighteen months,—was more astonished

than even the Marquis : because he knew how
pure and upright was the tenour of his benefactor's

existence—he had looked upon him only as the

slave of science—he could scarcely fiincy it possible

that he had ever committed a crime !

"Dr. Ferney—and you also, Mr. Thompson,"
said the Marquis of Eagledean, addressing them
both in a solemn manner,—" the finger of heaven

is visible in the incidents which have taken place

within the last few minutes. It seemed destined

that I was to mention the name of Saxondale

in order to excite some particular feeling in ^our
breast, Dr. Ferney : it seemed too, Mr. Thomp-
son, that I was simultaneously thrown in j/our

way in order to receive from your lips those state-

ments which you evidently have it in your power

to make in respect to a young gentleman who is

known to the world as William Devcril."

" For my part, ray lord," at once responded

Thompson, " I have not the slightest interest in

making any concealment—especially as I am even

now ignorant of the use or value which the details

I am enabled to communicate, may prove to you.

Indeed, all I know is this :— that many long

years ago I was with my company of performers

in one of the Midland Counties. Amongst that

company were a young couple of the name of

Deveril,—a steady, well-behaved, respectable pair

—an exception indeed to the general rule with

regard to the profession which circumstances had

compelled them to embrace. One day they were

walking out together in the neighbourhood of

some town in a Midland County—I forget exactly

which at this moment—when they were struck by

the appearance of an elderly gipsy woman, who
had a beautiful baby in her arms. The child was

about four months old ; and though so sweetly

pretty, looked sickly and delicate : it was moreover

clad in rags. The Deverils stopped and spoke to

the woman—who accosted them, indeed, to solicit

alms. They saw at once that the child was not of

the gipsy-race : for its complexion was perfectly

fair. They felt assured it had been stolen and was
now carried about in the arms of a mendicant for

the purpose of exciting sympathy. They quest i(med

the gipsy very closely ; and the tale which she told,

Bcemeil too roundabout and too full of prevarica-

tions to be consistent with truth. She vowed that

she had received the child from another gipsy

woman who was a perfect stranger to her—that

this other gipsy woman had told her she had got

the child a few weeks back from a gang of tramps

of her own race, but with whom she had likewise

been previously unacquainted. Whether true or

whether false, the narrative afforded the Deverils

no clue to the discovery of the unfortunate child's

parents. In their indignation at the thought that

the poor little innocent might have possibly been

torn away from a comfortable home, they made
UM of some threatening languairc ta the elderly

gipsy woman—to the effect that there were laws
and authorities to compel her to give a more satis-

factory account than she had done of the way in

which she became p«sessed of that infant. Either

being really alarmed—or else having had the child

already long enough upon her hands—the gipsy

suddenly laid the infant down on the grass by the

roadside, and darted away as fast as her legs could

carry her. Considering that she was an elderly

person, she sped at an astonishing rate ; and
though Devei-il pursued her, so soon as he recovered

from the astonishment into which the suddenness
of that proceeding had thrown him, he could not
overtake her. He lost her amidst a maze of lanes

leading out from the high-road where the occur-

rence took place, and it is therefore probable that

while he was pursuing one direction, she had
plunged into some bye-path in another. When
he retraced his way to the spot where he had left

his wife, he found her seated on the bank with the

child in her arms. Your lordship can guess the

sequel. The Deverils were generous-hearted

though poor ; and they resolved to adopt the un-

fortunate infant that had thus been thrown in

their way. They gave it their own surname of

Deveril, and the Christian name of William. A
year afterwards they had a child of their own

;

and of such angelic beauty was she, that th^-f

called her Angela. Not for a moment however
did they think of renouncing the task they had
imposed upon themselves of rearing the little

William,— whom indeed they loved as much as if

he had in reality been their own son. They were
not less intelligent and considerate than they v^ere

kind-hearted : they accordingly resolved to bring

up William with the idea that he was in truth

their own offspring, until he should reach the age

of manhood;— and to this resolution they came in

order that as he himself grew up, he should not

have his sensitive feelings wounded by being com-

pelled to regard himself as an interloper in the

bosom of that poor and humble family. Besides,

they did not wish the tendcrest years of his life

I to be saddened and disturbed by the knowledge

that he had been torn from his own legitimate

parents ;—and thus was it for the poor boy's sake

that he was brought up to consider himself as

the son of those who from mere charity had

adopted him. I esteemed the Deverils : I was on
terms of intimacy with them, apart from being

their employer in the dramatic profession ;— and
they confided all their motives and plans to me.

Now, my lord, I have told you everything with

which I am acquainted on this subject : but I may
repeat what I ere now said in the street, that the

child who was so adopted had the tiny mark of a

strawberry just in this part where the neck joins

the shoulder."

Thus speaking, Mr. Thompson indicat<?d on his

own person the spot to which he alluded with re-

gard to William Deveril. The Marquis had

listened with the profoundest attention and in-

terest :—Dr. Ferney, with his countenance buried

in his hands, had not apjx-ared to listen at all

:

but he nevertheless had lost not a single word of

everything Thompson had been saying; and he

suddenly raised his eyes at the very instant tliat

Thompson indicated the place where the strawberry-

mark on William Deveril'g shoulder would b«

found.
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" Yes, yes—it was there too that I
"

He had ejaculated tliose -words with a startling

abruptness as he sprang up to his feet : but sud-

denly stopping sliort, without finishing the sen-

tence, he placed his band upon his brow, and sank

back again on the sofa with an expression of in-

effable anguish sweeping over his features.

"Dr. Ferney," said the Marquis of Eagledean,

approaching the physician, and speaking in a voice

of the deepest solemnity, " whatever you have to

make known, I adjure you to reveal it, in the

name of that Providence which has brought about

the incidents of the hour that is passing
!"

" Do you, my lord," inquired the physician,

" know that William Deveril—the lost child whom
the poor players adopted ?"

" I do," responded the Marquis. " He is mar-

ried to my own niece : and what is more, I am ac-

quainted with the real truth of his parentage."

"Ah, I understand it all! I comprehend it

now !" ejaculated the miserable Ferney, literally

writhing in mortal anguish. " But heaven knows

that when I lent myself as that lady's instrument,

I suspected not for what purpose it was to serve

!

My lord—and you, Mr. Thompson—you behold

before you the man who perverted his scientific

skill to the consummation of a fearful imposture

:

but I repeat yes, solemnly I i-epeat, tliat I

knew not at the time the iniquity I was assisting

to consummate '."

" What mean you ?" demanded the Marquis.
" I mean, my lord," responded Ferney, who felt

as if some irresistible influence was now urging

him to make the revelation,—" I mean that this

right hand of mine formed upon the neck oif him

who now bears the title of Lord Saxondalc, a

peculiar mai-k—a mark of which the dcscri]jtion

was most accurately given to me—the mark of

a strawberry '."

Having made this confession, Ferney once more
eank down upon the sofa, a prey to feelings which

may be better imagined than described. The Mar-
quis stood transfixed in amazement : while an eja-

culation expressive of a similar sentimeut bui-st

from the lips of Thompson.
" Yes—it was I who did it !" suddenly exclaimed

Ferney, as he again sprang up from the sofa : and

now there was a sort of maniac wildncss in his

looks and his manner. " Oh ! truly have you ob-

served, my lord, that the finger of heaven is visible

in all this !—and I feel yes, J feel that this is

indeed the day for penitence, for atonement, and

for retribution. Not another hour—not another

unnecessary minute shall be wasted, ere wrong
shall give place to right ! Be the consequences to

me what they may, I will do justice where justice

ought to be done !"

It was with all the vehemence of the wildest

emotions—with all the impassioned excitement of

feelings painfully worked up—that the physician

had given vent to that hurricane of words ; iuul

while their last echoes were still vibrating through

the air, he rushed like one frenzied from the

room.
" Stop, Dr. Ferney— stop ! I entreat— I coin-

I

mand you !" cried the Marquis of Eagledean, now
I suddenly rendered keenly alive to the dre^idful

consequences of exposure in respect to Lads

Saxondale.

But the physician heard him not— or at least

liectlod him not : but precipitating himself in fran.

tic haste down the stairs, he rushed iorth from the

house. The vehicle was still waiting at the door

:

he sprang into it—and gave a hurried direction to

the driver, who at once whipped his horse ; and
away flew the cab in the direction of Park Lane.

The Marquis of Eagledean rushed down the

stairs after the physician — but reached tl-e

threshold of the front door only in time to catch

a glimpse of the vehicle as it was dashing away.

For the driver, judging by Ferney's excitement,

and knowing him to be a physician, conceived that

some life and death affair was concerned : he ac-

cordingly failed not to ply his whip and chose not

to spare his horse.

" Good heavens ! my lord," said Thompson, whc
had followed the Marquis down to the street-

door, " what will ensue ? what will be the conse-

quences ?"

" My dear friend, what is all this ?" cried Hawk-
shaw, now rushing forth from the parlour, where

he had been waiting, and from the window of which

he had observed the physician's egress—which had
every appearance of a flight in wildest terror.

But Lord Eagledean could not answer either of

his querists : he was overwhelmed with consterna-

tion at the thought that the fullest exposure must
now inevitably take place,—and that all William

Deveril's forbearance—all his hopes of saving his

mother from shame and ruin— would in a few

minutes become as naught. At that instant an
unoccupied cab })assed along the street; and the

man who drove it, pei'ceiving three gentlemen

standing on the threshold of the hall-door, held up
his hand in the usual mode of hailing for a fare.

" We may _yet bo in time to prevent it !" ejacu-

lated the Marquis : and beckoning an affirmative

to the cabdi'iver, he rushed down the steps.

Hawkshaw and Tliompson followed him me-
plianically ; and the next moment they were all

three seated in the vehicle.

"Where to, gentlemen.'" demanded llie driver.

" To Saxondale House in Park Lane," was Lord

Ertgledean's hurried and excited response : then, as

the vehicle drove rapidly away, he said to Hawk-
shaw, " My dear friend, whatever be the result of

the present proceeding, it were wrong— it were

ungenerous— to keep you in the dark as to its

meaning : for Mr. Tliompson, who is seated next

to you, can tell you, even if my lips uttered it not,

that William Deveril is the true ami rightful Lord

Saxondale !"

The Squire literally bounded upon his sent : but

we must leave the Alarquis to give liiiu the few

hurried explanations which the short space that

.vis (Ccupied in the drive to I'ark Lane permitted,

while wo transport the reader to Saxomlulc Uou»»

itseif.

ClIArTER CLXXI.

THR BIBTII-DAT.

It was about four o'clock in the afternoon—about

an hour previous to the scenes at Dr. Forncy'i

ln>uso-that several persons were asscmbieil in the

State Drawing-ruoni at Saxondale Hou»o. Tucm



were Lady Saxondale—Juliana—Edmuad—Lord
Harold Staunton—Lord Petersfield—and Messrs.

'

M.irlow and Malton.
j

This was the day on which, according to the
|

baptismal certificate, the heir of Saxondale attained
;

his twenty-first year !

|

It was therefore a day of business,—to be sue-
;

ceedcd with festivities in the evening. The table

in the State Drawing-i-oom where the assemblage
|

had gathered, was covered with parchments, deeds,
j

and documents : the time had arrived when the !

guardianship of Lord Petersfield and Marlow and
j

JSIalton was to terminate— when the requisite

releases were to be signed by Edmund—and when i

the transfers of the Saxondale property wore to be
I

duly made by the trustees.

We must glance at the demeanour and bearing
|

of those present on the occasion. First of all,
|

Lady Saxondale, looking eminently handsome, 1

wore upon her countenance a certain expression of

Biitisfaction, — which Potersfiold and the lawyers,

regarded as a becoming maternal pride in respect

to the offspring who was now entering upon the

enjoyment of his estates. The reader however
|

will scarcely require to be in formed, that this ex- I

prcssion on her ladyship's features was rather one

of triumpli at the success of all her dccw.>ly laid

schemes : for she had not tiie slightest fear that

h-iT own lawful and iogitimato offsprin.r —William

Deveril—would breathe a syllable or raise a linger
'

to prevent the consummation of the monstrous
I

fraud by whicii he was excluded from his rights.

Secondly, Edmund himself was in a fever of ccs-
|

tatic joy : his dark crime was for the moment
j

forgotten ; and in the secret depths of his heart,
|

ho was thinking to himself that he should speedily
;

again shake olf the yoke which his mother had

ever since the date of that foul deed succeeded in

ro-imposing upon him. Thirdly, Juliana looked

on with an outward calmness —but with an inward

exultation : for she had resolved that as the price

of keeping the tremendous secret with which she

was acquainted, she would extort from her mother

a concession of a handsome income, which would

enable her to prosecute her own pleasures after her

own independent fashion. Fourthly, Lord llarold

Staunton—who, as the reader is aware, knew
nothing at all of the fearful deception which was

b^'ing practised—had his own pleasurable feelings

:

for what with being Lady Saxondale's paramour,

nud having, as he fancied, obtained immense in-

fluence over Edmund, he saw every opportunity

of aontinuiiig a life of luxurious indolence.

Fifthly, Lord PcUirsfield looked so immensely pom-

pous, and at the same time so awfully grave, that

iio seemed the very embodiment of the proudest

diplomatic mystery ; and if any ouc at the moment
had dared to ask him point-blank whether he wore

really Lord Petersfield or not, he would doubtless

)i ivc considered it his duty to fence with the ques-

tion for at least half an-hour ore he answered it.

Sixthly, j\Ir. Marlow was all excitement and bustle

— unfolding one paper and rolling up another

—

making a sorrection here, and a memorandum
tliero-and, in short, appearing as brisk as if he

wore full of quicksilver. Seventhly, his partner

Mr. Malton had all the sedate business-liko de-

ms>anour of a shrewd and intelligent practitioner.

These seven personages were, as we have said,

gathered rouud tho table in the State Drawing-

room at about four o'clock on the day of which we
are writing. Business was now to be proceeded

with—to be followed by a sumptuous banquet,

which was ordered for seven o'clock. The attain-

ment of a majority tmder such circumstances,

where immense estates and revenues were con-

cerned, was a matter of such importance as to

absorb every other feehng on the part of such men
as Petersfield and the lawyers. Tims, though they

knew full well that Lady Saxondale and Lord
Harold Staunton were much more intimate than
they ought to be—though they likewise knew that

Juliana's career had been far from the purest and
most creditable—and though, in addition to these

circumstances, they were equally aware that

Edmund himself was a dissipated proSigat«—they
did not consider tho present moment to be the time

to bestow cold looks, make pointed allusions, or

display any particular fastidiousness on their own
parts. In a word, they regarded it as a day on
which the past might be put aside, for the present,

and when every indulgence should be shown and
every friendly feeling ought to prevail. Under

j

these circumstances was it that those seven per-

sons were assembled.

But just as Mr. Malton was beginning to read

over the releases which Edmund had to sign, a
domestic entered the room, and presented a card

to Lady Saxondale—without however uttering a
word. For a moment—but only for a moment

—

she turned pale and trembled : yet so quickly was
her self-possession regained, that not a soul present

observed that she had even for that single instant

been thus shaken.

"I will come immediately," she said to the

domestic—who bowed and retired : then addressing

herself to the company, she observed wit-h a bland

smile, "It is a visitor of no consequence—but
nevertheless one whom I must see for a few

minutes. You can proceed, Mr. Marlow, with the

reading of the release: as, for my port, I am
already acquainted with its contents."

She then left the room. But scarcely had the

door closed behind her—scarcely did she fiud her-

self on the landing—when she was seized with a

recurrence of that tremor which was so transient

in the presence of the company ; and as a frightful

idea swept like a barbed arrow through her brain,

she murmured to herself, " My God ! can he have

thought better of it P can he have repented of the

sacrifice he had promised to make ? can he mean
to assert his rights ? No, no —it is impossible

!

He loves me too well to plunge me into ruin!

I have too much iiillucnce over him for that ! A
little cajolery— plenty of caresses —a more than

usual amount of ondnarments-and he will be

docile—he will be submissive !"

Tlius buoying herself up with hope—though
nevertheless not without some degree of pauiful

suspense and poignant apprehension —Lady Saxon-

dale vepairetl to the apiu-tmcnt to which the

visitor had been shown. This visitor was none

other than AVilliain i>everil. Unaware that tho

Marquis of Eaglodoan had so suddenly come up
to Lonilon, our hero -having some business in the

metrop.)lis -had journeyed thither; and having

terminate.l it sooner than he had expected, h«

thought that he would pay his mother a visit of a

few minutes ere hastening off to the railway-

station to return to his own abode. We vaiat
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add that he was totally ignorant that this was the

birthday of Sasondale's heir—Ms own birthday,

by riffkts—hut tlic benefits of which were to all

appearances to be reaped by another

!

Lady Saxondale entered, as we said, the apart-

ment to which William Dcveril had been shown;

and with all the generous feelings of his heart

—

with all the enthusiastic fervour of a filial love

which could even blind itself to a mother's faults

—

he rushed i^ilo her arras. In that gush of tender-

ness was (he significant proof that she was safe,

and that it was merely a casual visit which he liad

thus paid her— a visit inspired by no motive hostile

to her own sdieines.

" My dearest boy !" she said, clasping him to

her bosom, and lavishing upon him caresses which
appeared (he tendercst and the most fervid: "I
aui delighted to see you again! Would that it

were possible, my beloved "William,"— for by this

Christian name she was accustomed to call hira,

—

" we could meet oftener ! But for many reasons

you know ii is impossible."
" Alas ! I know it, dearest mother," responded

our hero :
" and you will admit that I obey the

dictates of my own feelings as little as possible.

If I come to you once a month, it is the very out-

side
"

"You are indeed as prudent, dearest boy, as

you are kind-hearted and generous towards your
afltctionate mother :"—and as she thus spoke, the

wily woman pressed him again to her bosom. "I
am so sorry, dearest "VViliiam," she went on to ob-

serve, " (hat I have some persons on business with

me at this moment : and I shall not be able to re-

main very long with you "

" Never, my beloved mother," quickly responded

our hero, " will I interfere with your proceedings !

I will therefore depart at once—contented and
happy to have embraced you ; and the next time

1 call, perhaps you will have a little more time to

devote to me."
" Eest assured that it shall be so," answered her

ladyship. " But yet you shall not leave me in

such a hurry. You know how I love you ; and I

cannot find it in my heart to hasten you away.

Yes, dearest "William— I love you all the more
on account of your noble conduct towards me !"

" Oh ! how often have I conjured youy ex-

claimed our hero, " not to express the slightest

syllable of thanks on that account 1 It is a duty

which I owe you ; and being such, it is cheerfully

performed."
" IJcarcst boy !" murmured Lady Saxondale,

gazing upon him with every appearance of min-
gled tenderness and admiration. "And you are

sure, "William, that you have n^ver once n pcntcd of

the decision to which you came— that there have not

been moments when you have regretted the sacri-

fice you have made "

" Never once, mother !" cried Drvoril emphati-

cally. " No— not i'or a single nirmcnt !"

" And never,'" continued Lady Saxondale, " have

you breathed in the ear of your wife
"

" No, never— not a syllable! That is the only

secret which I have kept from Fiorina. In i-\cry

other rci^pect niy heait is revealed to her as if iny

breast itself were transi)arent. Oh, dearest

mother! if you entertain the slighttst misgiving

on my account, bnnish it fr<>m your mind— dismiss

it firom your thuuglit«! You may cuniidc in my

good faith as implicitly as if it were an angel from
heaven that gave you the assurance !"

" And all the fondest love which a mother can
bear for her son, is your's as your reward," mur-
mured Lady Saxondale, as she bestowed upon him
a parting embrace.

" Farewell, dearest mother," responded Dcveril.

"In a month we shall meet again."

They then separated,—Lady Saxondale return-

ing with exultant heart to the State Drawing-
room— and our hero descending the stairs to issue

forth from the mansion. As he crossed the

threshold of the front-door, he bade the hall-porter

good afternoon : and that domestic sententiously

replied, " Good afternoon, Mr. Devcril."

"Dcveril?" ejaculated a middle-aged gentleman
who, at the instant, having alighted from a vehicle,

was hurrying up the steps. " Devcril ! was that

the name I heard mentioned ?"—and he stopped

short, surveying our hero rapidly, and also in a
wildly excited manner.

" My name is Dcveril, sir," was the response,

courteously given— but likewise with some degree

of astonishment at the singular behaviour of hii

interrogator.

" Yes— it must be !—the very age— the likeness

too !" said that individual, in a quick musing tone

to himself. "A word with you, if v-ou please, sir

— a word with you ! It is of tlie highest import-

ance ' And yet, as you are here- at Saxondale

House—you must know But no matter! A
word with you !"

" With me ?" exclaimed our hero, in increasing

astonishment.

"Yes—with you! Are you not "William Dc-
veril ? I am Dr. Ferncy— a physician whose name
perhaps may not be altogctlier unknown to you.

I have just seen the Marquis of Eagledean—and
Mr. Hawkshaw "

"Ah !
' exclaimed Dcveril: "is Mr. Hawkshaw

in London ?"

" He is. But there is another thing," Ferncy
went on to say, in the same hurried and cxcilcni

manner : " a certain Mr. Thompson "

" Thompson !" echoed Dcveril, an intense in*

terest now blending with his amazement.
"Yes! But we cimnot converse here. Con^e

with me !"— then addressing iiiniself to the hnlU
porter, the physician said, " Have the kindness 'o

show us to an apiirlment where we may convcr.e

for a few minutes."

The domestic hesitated not to comply with t! is

command, inasmuch iis the name of the eminei t

Ferncy was well known to him: and moreover,

Devcril himseli was an occasional visitor at the

mansiim. lie inid ciiuglit, too, some portion of the

hurried and ejuculntory exchange of obscrviilions

whicli lind jusi psisscd ujmn tiie door-steps; and
wit I.out uiulrrstaiKliiig iinv thing in its true sense,

he saw enough to he i-nnvinccil tlinl something of

importni'ce was pn);;ressing. He tlwrclore con-

dueled the pliysii-ian and our hero into n ])nrir>ur

opening iVom the iudl : but he paused to in(|uir«

of tlie tonucr wlicllier he should announce hit

presence to iier Indysliip?

"No- not yet !- do not disturb her for the

moment !" ejaculated Femey : and he seemed all

in a nervous trepidatitpn until (he domeslir retired,

closing the duor behind him : then, still witU

excited utterance, Le ituid abruptly, "What arc
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you doing here ? Tell me quick ! — tell me, I

beseech you!"
" I came to call upon Lady Saxondale," was our

hero's response : and he could not feel offended by

the physician's questioning : on the contrary, he

himself was now excited and agitated at all that

was passing.
" Lady Saxondale ! Wherefore speak of her

thus coldly ?" exclaimed Ferney. " But you do

not know it is evident you do not ! You are

completely in the dark ! Ah ! it is for me to be

the first to enlighten you !"

" Good heavens, what mean you ?" cried De-

veril, now trembling with apprehension lest the

secret which but a few minutes back he had so

solemnly pledged himself to his mother to keep,

should have become known to the physician : then,

as he recollected that the name of Thompson was

mentioned on the door-steps, he felt assured that

his conjecture must be the true one.

"What do I mean?" ejaculated the excited

Ferney. " Here ! strip off your coat—your waist-

coat—unfasten your shirt
"

" Oh, my poor mother !" murmured Deveril, as

he caught the physician violently by both arms,

and forced him into a chair : for it was in a sort

of frenzy that Forney had begun almost to tear

our hero's raiment from his back. " Silence ! com-

pose yourself—I conjure you to compose yourself!

Whatever you may know, sir, must be kept in-

yiolable
!"

" Heavens ! is it possible," cried Ferney, starting

up in a still wilder excitement than before, " that

you yourself do know everything, and that you

have submitted thus to be defrauded of your

rights ?"

" Dr. Ferney," answered our hero, " on my knees

do I supplicate your forbearance— your mercy

towards my towards Lad}' Saxondale !"

" Oh, speak out the words fidly ! call her t/our

mother r cried the physician.

" No, no—not aloud ! the very walls have ears !"

murmured Deveril, with tremor in his accents,

and an almost frenzied affright in his looks : but

as the physician was bounding towards the door,

hs sprang up from his knees—flew after him—and
literally hurled him back. " Sir !" he exclaimed,

with all the vehemence of passion, " it is not your

secret which you seem so madly inclined to betriy

it is mi',^—and I invoke curses upon your head if

you dare reveal it
!"

" Ah ! young man," cried the physician, grow

ing all the more rabid in his excitement in pro

portion as our hero's frenzy increased,—" you may
indeed invoke curses upon me : for it is I—wretch,

villain that I have been—who have proved the

means of depriving you of your birth-right ! But

wrong shall be done you no more—everything shall

be proclaimed in the face of day I"

" For God's sake, spare me— spare my mother !"

cried Deveril, again falling upon his knees, and

clasping his hands wildly, as his arms were out-

stretched towards the physician.

But Ferney heeded him not : and availing him-

self of the opportunity to rush to the door, lie

tiung it open—he dashed into the hall, demanding

of a footman, " Where is your mistress ? Where,

I ask?"— and he stamped iiis foot with impatience.

" In the drawing-room above, sir," responded

the astounded lacquey. " But her ladyship
"

" No matter !" cried the physician : and he '

rushed up the stairs. I

William Deveril, in a state bordering upon
j

freniy—maddened at the thought of the shame,
the ruin, the total destruction, which must over-

take his mother—darted in pursuit of Dr. Ferney

;

wliile the domestic and the hall-porter, who beheld
this singular scene, exchanged looks of perfect be-

wilderment, being utterly at a loss what to think.

But we must now return to the State Drawing.
room, to which Lady Saxondale went back after

her interview with her son. She entered with
the calm composure of one who had merely received

a casual visitor, of whom she had succeeded in
;

getting rid after some twenty minutes' conversation.
\

She resumed her seat at the table,—motioning
\

Mr. Marlow to continue the reading of the releases,

to the end of which he had not yet got, as they

were very long. He had paused for an instant

out of respect for her ladyship, when she thus re-

appeared ; but on that sign from ier, he continued

the recital. Volatile, quick, and bustling, as his

habits were,—he nevertheless could settle himself

down on occasions into comparative sedateness ; and
he was now reading the details of the documents

in that slow and deliberate manner which was best

calculated to render the contents effective and
impressive. In about ten minutes more after

Lady Saxondale's return to the room, the reading

was brought to an end ; aad then Mr. Marlow,
addressing Edmund, spok? in the following man*
ner :

—
" Your lordship has heard all the details of these

releases, which you are requested to sign not

merely in acquittal of the trust which has been
exercised on your behalf by my Lord Peterstield

and the firm to which I have the honour to belong

—but likewise in evidence of satisfaction at the

mode in which that trust has been carried out.

Here are the deeds which are about to be handed
over to your lordship, and which will place you in

full enjoyment of the domains and revenues where-

unto you are entitled. Your lordship will have

the goodness to sign these releases; and those

papers are then your's."

Edmund took the pen which the solicitor pre-

sented to him, and was about to writ* the name of
" Saxondale" on the parchment whose contents

had just been read,—when Lord Peterstield, think-

ing it a proper opportunity for him to make a set

speech, waved his hand in a dignified manner for a

pause to ensue ere the business should be thus

terminated. ,
" Permit me," he said, looking awfully solemn,

and speaking with all the gravity of the veteran

diplomatist, — " permit me as the friend of your

long deceased father— as the friend of your family

for many, many years—as one who has beholden

you grow up from infancy to that manhood which

you have now attained And I think 1 may
venture to assert that it is really you yourself

wliose gi-owth I have thus studied ; and not an-

other's—permit me, 1 say. to congratulate you on

the attainment of your majority—a majority which.

I believe, I may add witliout any fear of contra-

diction, places you in the possession of youv estates.

I am not accustomed to make hurried assertions

—

1 am not in the habit of speaking precipitately or

rashly—but I think I may venture to affirm tliat

you are the possessor of those cstat- «—your iden-
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iity is bejond dispute—and I am congratulating

the legitimate, the lawful, the unmistakable—shall

I say the well-proven-to-be heir of Saxondale ?"

" No—it is false !" ejaculated a wildly speaking

voice, as the door was dashed open ; and Dr. Ferney,

with the air of a lunatic just escaped from Bed-

lam, burst into the room, followed by William
Deveril.

Lady Saxondale started up as if suddenly gal-

vanized : a wild scream thrilled from her lips

—

and she sank senseless upon the floor. William
Deveril, who had stopped short on beholding that

assemblage of persons, sprang forward to catch his

mother : but he was too late to prevent her from
falling— and almost frantic, he snatched her up in

his arms and conveyed her to a sofa.

At the same instant other hurried footsteps were
heard upon the landing ; and the Marquis of

Eagledean, Mr. Hawkshaw, and Mr. Tliompson

now made their appearance upon the acene.

CHAPTER CLXXII.

THE EIGHTFUL HEIR OF SAXONDALE.

No words in the English language—nor in any
known tongue—have power to convey even a faint

idea of the excitement and confusion which were

thus suddenly produced in that apartment. Lord
Petersfield had merely dogmatized in Lis wonted
sententious majiner, without the slightest possible

suspicion that while he was expatiating on Ed-
mund's identity as the veritable licir of Saxondale,

he was treading on the most ticklish ground, and

that by a coincidence he was sending forth verbi-

age which admitted of so marked and abrupt a

refutation. He sat aghast in his chair:—Malton,

the sedate partner, looked astounded—Marlow, the

volatile one, was all feverish excitement. Juliana

comprehended that all was lost; and when Hawk-
•haw made his appearance, she abruptly fled from
the room. Staunton was seized with an incon-

ceivable bewilderment, which quickly became
blended with a sti-ong feeling of terror on be-

holding his uncle the Marquis of Eagledean. As
for Edmund, he was stricken with amazement :

but the next moment he felt assured that it could

be nothing beyond a madman's freak. Of course

he knew Ferney well,—having been a captive at

the physician's house : but it was natural enough
for him to conjecture that the doctor, instead of

being fitted to take charge of lunatics, had become
[

and now our

lunatic himself. I highly wrought
Lady Saxondale had fainted, as we have already

" No, sir !" said his lordship :
" you had better

not ! Enhance not this terrible exposure. Shut
the door, Hawkshaw. Water !— let us throw water
on her ladyship's countenance !"

"Oh, my lord !" cried Deveril, flinging a look of
wild reproach upon the Marquis ; " what have you
done ?"

" It is not I who have done it !" exclaimed Lord
Eagledean. " Heaven itself ordained this to be
the day of revelation, atonement, and retribution

—

the day on which injustice is to be proclaimed and
justice done—the day on which imposture is to bo
unmasked and truth developed—the day, in fine,

on which the rightful heir of Saxondale is to take
possession of his own : and that heir is he who hai
hitherto borne the name of William Deveril !"

While giving utterance to these last words. Lord
Eagledean swept his looks around upon all present

;

and the efi'cct was startling indeed for those who
were not hitherto in the secret. Lord Petersfield

was more than ever struck with the conviction that

one can never be sure of anything in this world
;

and he even began to tremble lest the next an-
nouncement to be made should be to the efiect

that he himself was not Lord Petersfield at all

—

that he was quite another person—John Noakes or
Tom Stiles, as the case might be. Marlow poured
forth a perfect volley of questions : Malton looked
perfectly confounded. Lord Harold Staunton
knew his uncle too well not to feel assured that ho
was speaking the truth ; and moreover the startling

announcement which had been made, cleared up
in an instant the one mystery which he knew Lady
Saxondale had always kept inviolably concealed
fi-om him. As for Edmund himself,— though we
miMlion him last, heaven knows he was not the

least interested in these strange and almost fright-

ful proceedings!

—

lie was now seized with the most
torturing misgivings : he turned pale as death, and
quivered like an aspen leaf as he lay back in his

chair.

But while we are thus describing the effects

produced by the Marquis of Eagledeau's announco-
jnent, this nobleman himself had seized on a de-

canter of water which stood on a siile-table where
w.ine and cuke had been placed ; and he hastened
to sprinkle some of it on Lady Saxondale's coun-
tenance. That countenance was miirble-pale ; and
even before the water was thus sprinkled upon it,

there were crystal drops ther.'. They were tears—
but not tears that had flow'.d from her own eyes :

they had fallen from tlie lashes of her son as he
bent in frenzy over her. Slio begun to revive;

), utterly overcome by his own
indeed, excruciating feelings

—

himself fell down in a dead swoon. Hawkshaw
said : her son had borne her to a sofa —and sustain-

|

and Dr. Ferney hastened to bear him to another
ing her in his arms, was giving vent to ejaculations

,

sofa iu that spacious drawing-room ; and the physi-

half frantic, half pathetic. I cian now literally tore liis garments olT his back,

"Mother, dearest mother No, no—I mean
Lady Saxondale— open your eyes! Do look up
at me ! No harm shall befall you ! It is not I

who have done it—1 will contradict everything

that is said mother your ladyship

dearest no, Lady Saxondale !

mad ! I am frenzied !"

—the Squire mechanically assisting, under the ini-

prcssiou that it was a necessary process to bring

him hack to life.

" There !" cried Fcrnoy in a wild excited tone

and with vt'heineiit gestures :
" there is the mark

—

God, I am
|
the proof of his birth 1"

Ah ! but I," ejaculated Edmund, springing ud
"King for her ladyship's maids," exclaimed the ' to his feet from tlic chair in which he had lain

volatile Marlow : and he was bounding towards the back, " have also a mark like that I"

bell-pull, when the Marquis of Eagledean called !
"1 know it, sir!" was Ferney's quick rc^pooar

:

him bai;k.
I

" but (his right hand of mine -wretch, vihuiu tnin
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I am !— this rij^ht linnd of mine, sir," lie repeated prufligacy of his morals ; and the generous noble

still more velieinently than before, "made that man could not help experiencing a certain degree

mark upon your slioultlcr 1"' of compassion for the young man who was thus

Ejiu-ulatious of astonislimrnt burst from the lips all in a moment hurtetl from the pinnacle of rank

of Lird Petcrsfield, the two solicitors, and Lord and wealth into the ili'[)th of obscurity and dopend-

Ilarold Staunton: a wild cry ol rage thrilled from ence. With this syiopathctic feeling, be naturally

the lips of Edmund ; and tliey all gathered round considei-ed it best l\iat whats<K'ver explanations

the sola on which the real Lord Saxondale was had to be given between that womsn who bad
stretched in his deep swoon. Those ejaculations brought up another person's child as her own, and
were ropeate<l, as tnnir eyes concentrated tlleir that young man on whom had come, like a thun-

glances upon that mark a mark not so large as a dcrbolt, the
_
tremendous announcement that be

sixpence, but perl'ectly delining the semblance of a was not the txtn of her whom he had hitherto re-

straw berry. Then all those looks, being suddenly garded as his mother— the Marquis thought, we
withdrawn from that foeus, exchanged glances of say, that such exi)lanatious ought to take plac<»

wonderment with each other. between them alone together.

"My lord, spare rac ! I conjure you to spare lie therefore said, "Sir, compose your feelings

me !"' a voice was now heard to speak—a voice the as w-ell as you are able—trust to the generosity of

low deep accents of which were tilled with a tre- those who perhaps entertain some little sympathy
mcndous anguish—a voice, in shjrt, so changed on your behalf—and 1 think that I may satelj

from its natural tone that those on whose ears it promise you shall not be left altogether uncared

fell, bad to glance in the direction whence it came for. Lady Saxondale, take him to another room:
in order to assure themselves that it was really the speak to him there—do, as indeed you ought, your

Toice of Lady Saxondale. best to comfort artVl console hi in ; and in the mean-
And hcr's in sooth it was. She had now re- time I will consult with those who are here ujxja

covered : she was sitting up on the sofa, the picture the course which is to be adopted, so that for your

of blank dismay—the personillcation of indescrib- son's sake,"—and he glanced towards the sofa

able despair. where the real Lord Saxondale was only just be
" Madam," responded the Marquis of Eagledean, ginning to recover from his deep swoon,—" it shall

to whom that doleful—Oh ! so doleful appeal was be measured with as much regard to your feelings

made; "it were the very refinement of cruelty to as the circumstances will permit."

address you in words which should add to the tor- ' Edmund,—for so we had better continue to call

tures you now experience. I therefore hesitate him, though that was not really the Christian name
not to proclaim that as much leniency shall be which he had received at his bn-tb from bis mother,

shown you as under circumstances can be mani- Madge Somers,—had not spoken another word

fested—not however so much for your own sake, as after Lady Saxondale had addressed biin with that

for that of your admirable son wlio would have air of seeming compassion. Pale as a ghost, he had

made every sacrifice for you !" stood riveted to the spot—no longer able to shut

"Tell me at once," cried Edmund, flviiig his eyes to the conviction that everything was in-

towards Lady Saxondale with a fierce—a madaeiied deed at an end so far as rank and riches were as-

—a diabolic expression of countenance,— " tell me, sociated with himself. The blow was fearful— the

is this true ? Am I not your son P"—and he seized shock tremendous : any other mind would probably

her forcibly by the wrist, literally shaking her in have gone stark stai-ing mad, and shrieked out in

the furious convulsion of his rage. 1 the wildness of delirium.' liut it was not so witl

Her ladyship, though crushed down to the very Edmund Somers : he seemed to be reduced to an

earth—though trampled upon, as it were, by the
,
unnatural and incomprehensible state of being: he

iron heel of the sternest calamity— though over- : gasped for breath—be looked as if gazing upun a

whelmed with the ruins of that fabric of iniquity Iiorrible spectre that had suddenly sprung up be-

which had suddenly crumbled in upon her, — I fore him ; and yet the light that shone in the

nevertheless at the instant experienced one single
j

depths of his eyes, was of a sinister and uadefina-

feeling of satisfaction,—which was that if she her- ble description.

self were utterly discomfited, the same fate had at
|

" Come, Edmund," said Lady Saxondale, still

least overtaken the ill-conditioned wretch whom in that low plaintive voice with which she had

she had hitherto called her son— the viper whom ' previously addressed him :
" come—let us in all

she had nourished to sting her ! For a moment i t hings follow the counsel of the Marquis of Eagle-

her large dark eyes glistened with that expression dean : for to him have we both now to look for

of malignant satisfaction as she furcilily tore her

arm away from his grasp ; and she was about to

give utterance to some bitter retort, wlien the

horrifying idea flashed to her mind that if she

goaded Edmund to desperation, he might— in a

paroxysm of rage and vindictiveness— or in the

cruel bewilderment of his feelings, proclaim the

murder of Adelaide

was the instigatrix

!

indeed themuch that will iiilluence our positions

fu( ure of our lives !"

She took the ynung msiu's hand; and he suf-

fered himself mechanically to be led fi-om the

room. JN'ot a word was spoken by those who re-

mained behind, as they thus went forth: Dr.
Eerney, not daring to throw another glance upon

and that Lady Saxondale 1 Lady Saxondale, was intent ui>on recovering our

She accordingly exercised a young hero from his swoon. Iter ladyship con-

Budden control over herself ; and assuming an air ducted Edmund to her own boudoir,— this being

of the profoundest commiseration, said, " Poor an apartment remote from that which they had

boy ! it will be better that you and I should have just left, and having double doors that would pre-

a few minutes' discourse together." vent the possibility of anything whi.'h might pass

The Marquis of Eagledean knew nothing parti- between them being caught up by an eavee-

cularly to the detriment of Edmund, beyond the dropper: for she weU knew that the domestics
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mast ilready suspect tliit aomothing strange was
gnlng jn—and she likewise apprehended that the

Bceno with Edmuud Somers would be far from au
agreeable one. She had however a fearful interest

in Hoothiug and tranquiliziug him, if possilile :

she had to prevent him, as already hinted, from
revealing in lage or despair—in bewilderment or

in madness—the tremendous secret connected with

the deatii of Adelaide.

Edmund had suffered himself to be led up to

that boudoir : ho had walked like au animated
statue, neither looking to the right nor to the

left: his hand merely lay in that of Lady Saxon-
dale, but clasped it not. Yet all the while there

was still that sinister and incomprehensible light

playing in tlie depths of his eyes.

They were now in the boudoir. Her ladyship

had taken the precaution to lock the outer door,

and to close securely the inner one, which was
covered with scarlet cloth. Slie inado Edmund I

No. 101.—TlllltU SlilULS. 1

sit down upon a chair : she took another opposfto

to him ; and now their eyes met. That woman
who had reared him as her sou, looked him in

the face : that young man who had hitherto be-

lievtid her to be his mother, looked also in the face

the woman who was not his mother ! She behold

the ominous light in his eyes; and for an instant

a cold shudder passed through her form—that

form which within the last ten minutes had been
racked and rent, lacerated and tortured, agonized

and crucified, with the most fearful feelings that

could possibly be diffused through a human frame
from the sources of the soul.

" Edmuud," she said, still preserving that low
plaiutivcness of tone ; and now forcing herself

to become almost a suppliant at his very feet

—

though in her heart she longed to call him "viper,"

as she had often before done, and give way to »
wild maniac joy at the thought that in her owu
fall she had dragged down uluug with hor Uub



410 TItK MrsTKKIE-^ OP THE COUKT.

youth who had so Ircquently rebelled against her;
—"Edmund," she said, "for heaven's sake look

not thus upon me ! It is a fearlul moment for us

both: but if you suffer, I suffer likewise. You
ought not to be irritated against mc : it is not my
fault if these plans— the work, the labour, and the

,

toil of long, long years—have all cxplodt-d in an

instant. Through me you would have had rank

and riches : to me you would liave been indebted

for the proudest of positions. Think of all I have

undergone for your sake— the earrings by day,

the agonies by night— -—

"

" Eiiougli of this !" suddenly ejaculated the

young man, springing up 'o ''if f^-c* " Tell lue,"

he demanded in a hoarse \^'ik v^xe, " whose son

1 really nm."
" Do not ask me !" re«^ oriii Lady Saxondale,

in an imploring voice : fo • slio was frightened by

liis looks and his manner. •' li is needless to enter

into particulars
"

" Needless ? No 1" interr-pted Edmund, with

a sort of dogged resolutenr-ss, which alforded still

farther proof that he was ir a most unnatural siate

of mind. " Tell me, I rep-^at, whose son I am !

If some beggar's brat when you adopted me— or

bought me—or stole me, ivhichever it were,— at

all events let me know the worst. Tell me then

who I am! There is sometiiing horrible and

hideous to be ignorant of one's parentage. Tell

me who I am. Think not that by lifting the veil

and making me aware that I owe my existence to

some low-born wretches, you can inflict a sterner

blow than that which has already struck me.

Tell me, I say, who I am 1"—and he spoke in •

manner such as never he had spoken in b<-fore.

"Edmund! Edmund!" murmured Lady Saxon-

dale, not knowing what to think — whether he

were in that state of ominously unnatural calm

which precedes the sudden explosion of the vol-

cano—or whether the force of circumstances had

made his mind put forth powers which it had

never hitherto developed, but which were now
coming to his aid to enable him to meet his pre-

sent position with the true courage of a man ;

—

"Edmund Edmund, press me not upon this point,

I conjure you I Let us talk upon other subjects!

[ will not abandon you—my own son will give me
riches—you shall share them "

" The name of my pai-cnts !" interrupted Ed-

mund, still in that hoarse thick voice, but with a

more lurid flashing of the sinister eyes. "What
was it?"

" Your father died before you were born," an-

swered Lady Saxondale, terriHed into giving this

response. " He left your mother on the eve of

jer coniinement, in destitution
"

" And that mother—who was she ? Name her
!"

e^iclainied Edmund, seeing that Lady Saxondale

hesitated. "At least let me know my mother's

mme !"

" Margaret Somcrs, " answered Lady Saxondale,

her soul shrinking within her.

" Somers ?" ejaculated Edmund : and for a few

moments he reflected in a strange bewildered man-

ner. " I have heard that name before- Mar-

garet Somcrs ! Why, good God ! Madge is

short for Margaret! That was the name of

her who died some time ago, at the house of him

who this day has proved to be your son And
by the description of her, she was the same that

1 saw Eternal heavens ! I comprehend it all I

Yes, yes, it is clear as daylight !"—and in •

moment the young man became ^nolently excited.

"Edmund, Edmund!" exclaimed Lady Saxon-
dale, almost wild with alarm.

" Oh ! my own mother was she in whose way I

fell that time !" he continued to cry forth, in allu-

sion to his meeting with Madge Somers in the

miserable hut near the Hornsey Wood Tavern, when
he was in search of Angela, but when he subse-

quently tell in with Emily Archer. " Yes—yes—my
own mother—that horrible looking wretch God
forgive me for saying so ! But it is too dreadful

to think that she toas my mother!"—and the

miserable young man sank upon a chair, covering

his face with his hands, and weeping bitterly with
mingled rage, and shame, and anguish.

Lady Saxondale knew full well to what woman
he had alluded : because Madge Somers had told

her, the first time she ever called upon her in Park
Lane, how she had encountered Edmund, and how
she had recognised him to be her own son. Now
that her ladyship belield the young man weeping
thus bitterly and plunged into grief, the terror

with which he had a lew moments back inspired

her, turned into a sort of satisfaction—or was at

all events relieved ; because she flattered herself

that she could once more exercise omnipotent
sway over him, and prevent him from giving vent

either in rage or frenzy to the fearful secret of the

i murder in the Trent. But all of a sudden Edmund
dashed away his tears ; and starting up, he bent

his eyes upon Lady Saxondale with a renewal of

1 that sinister expression which had before filled her

I

soul with vague, nameless, shapeless terrors ; and

;
in a voice that was hoarse and deep, he said, " So

j

that woman was my mother ? Oh ! better that

yo%i, were my mother than she—much as I bate

; you !"

"Hate me, Edmund?"— and Lady Saxondale

again quivered all over, and a^'ain felt as if she

would never pass through this frightful ordeal.
" Yes—hate you !" repeated the young man,

' with accents so vehement and looks so sinister that

I

it was impossible to doubt the truth of his asser-

tion. " What reason have I for loving you ?—but

have I not every cause to detest you ? Why did

you take me from my mother in mine infancy, to

bring me up to believe myself that which I am not ?

—why did you cradle me in down, only that I

might be flung back again upon rags?— why did

you make me eat off plate of silver and of gold,

only that I might be tb -own back on the sorriest

crust ? But this \i uot all ! AYhy did you,"

—

and nere he ground his teeth with the pent-up

fury of his concentrated rage,—"why did you
teach me to become criminal? Why, woman

—

why did you make me a murderer ?"

And the last words came hissing from his lips

as if borne on the panting breath of a reptile.

"Edmund, Edmund !" exclaimed her ladyship:
" wherefore go on thus ? You throw all the blame

on me "

" On yOu ?" he vociferated fiercely. " On whom
would you that I should accumulate it ? Detest-

able woman that you are ! I hate you—and "

"And what, Edmund!" almost screamed forth

Lady Saxondale, as the most awful terrors filled

her soul and the frightfulest visions swept like •
desolating hurricane through her imaginaliou,

—



THE MV8TRBIE3 OF THE COURT. 411

th# avowal of the murder from his lips—the sum-
moning of the police—Newgate—the Old Bailey

—

the black cap on the judge's head—the sentence of

death—the gibbet—the crowd—the tolling bell

—

the chaplain's prayer—the halter—and the drop !

" And what ? you ask me," he cried, his counte-

nance suddenly expressing a fury that was frenzied

and terrible. " This !"—and snatching up from
the toilet-table a knife which lay there, he made
one tiger-like spring at Lady Saxondale.

" No ! no ! Spare me !—in mercy spai'e me !"

•he shrieked out, flying towards the door.
" Wretch ! you shall die !" thundered forth

Edmund : and at the same instant he seized upon
her.

She turned to battle for her life—while her

piercing screams echoed through the house : but
her foot tripped—and as she fell, tbe infuriate

may henceforth be allowed you. Depart, sii"'

Not a word ! not a syllable !"

Lord Harold Staunton, mentally and morally
stricken down to the very dust— though just physi-

cally able to drag himself forth from the room^
obeyed his uncle's mandate ; and in a few momenta
he quitted Saxondale House—for ever !

But to retui-n to the bouduir. We will not

pause to depict the horror, the consternation, and

I

the dismay which seized upon those who burst into

tliat room where the frightful tragedy had taken

place. Suffice it to say that prompt assislance

was rendered— that Ferney was sent for from Lord
Saxondale's chamber—and that when he caiue, he

pronounced life to be extinct in the form of Ed-
mund, but that the vital spark yet remained in

that of Lady Saxondale. Profoundly affli.-ted

I

was the physician—anguish-stricken as well m
Edmund plunged the knife into her bosom. Her

j

conscience-smitten-at all that was taking place-

rending screams suddenly closed in an awful gasping at all that had taken place; and so overcome with
moan : the young man drew forth tke knife from i his feelings was he, that it wa.s found necessary

her bosom—and with a wild cry of mingled
,
for him to be conveyed to his own home, under the

triumph, rage, and desperation, he plunged it into ' charge of the grateful and attached Thompson,
his own breast. He fell down heavily close where I Fresh medical men were sent for—some to dc-

'jady Saxondale herself had fallen ; and for a few
noraents there was a dead silence in that room.

But only for a few moments : for the door, which

her ladyship had locked, was burst open- and in

rushed the Marquis of Eagledean, Hawksliaw,

vote tliemselves to the care of Lord Saxondale—
others to that of her ladyship. Thj Marquis of

E iglodean sent a message to Juliana, who had
locked herself up iu her own room, and whose ears

the anguished cries of her mother had not reacliecL

Thompson, and the two lawyers,—Lord Petersfield
j

She complied with his summons; and he acquainted

almost immediately bringing up the rear. Then , her with tlie fearful tragedy that had occurred,

what a horrifying spectacle met their eyes

!

i

She simulated much more feeling than it was in

But where was Dr. Ferney.'' Tlie true and ! her nature veritably to experience; and the Mar-
rightful Lord Saxondale had recovered Irom his

,

quis said to her, " It is for you to watch day and
Bwoon—but only to rave in the delirium of fever. ' night by your mother's side, so that should sh^

He had been borne to a bed-chamber; and the
;
recover -of which the medical men give some hojjc

physician was there, in attendance upon hiin. I —she may receive from your lips the assurance

And where was Lord Harold Staunton ? A few that the utmost mercy shall be shown her, and
words will suffice to inform the reader. Tlie mo- tliat the veil shall be kept drawn over the darkest

ment after Lady Saxondale had quitted the State passages of her past liistory. For she has corn-

Drawing-room, leading the discomfited and ruined niitted deeds, of which I hope and trust— as iudeed

Edmund away, the Marquis of Eagledean had I believe — that you can have no knowledge; and
imperiously beckoned Lord Harold to the farther it is for you to prevent the ears of menials fmiu
extremity of the apartment; and had there ad- catching tlit first words which may fall from her

di-essed him in the following terms:

—

, lips wben tlie taculty of speech returns, Do you
" I have long known that you were steeped to comi)reliend me ?"

the very lips in profligacies, and that towards my- "1 do, my lord," answered Juliana; "and I
Bclf you have at times harboured the most diaboli- will faitufully obey your instructions."

cal intentions. But it is only tliis day 1 have The Marquis of Eagledean,— who, notwith-

learnt the full extent of your iniquity ; and that standing all the excitement of the scenes, blended

you are—my blood turns cold as I speak it a
murderer !"

Lord Harold staggered back with a countenance

ghastly pale, and his eyes fixed in horrified dismay
upon his uncle.

"Yes," continued the Marquis; "heaven has

decreed that your guilt shall become known - and
the waters of the Trent have given up their secrets

as evidence against you. Speak not— but hear me I

For the sake of the family to which you so unfor

tunately belong— for the sake of your admirable

sister Fiorina— and for the sake of her husband,

that excellent young man, always so noble in

nature, now ennobled in name -and who by mar-
riage has become connected with yourself,— for all

these reasons the veil of secrecy w ill be thrown
cner your enormities. But depart hence ! lose no

time in leaving the kingdom I fly to some tar-olf

land !—and thence write to let me know where
you arc, so that iust sufficient for a subsibleuec

with horror too, which characterized this me-
morable day, preserved his self-possession and hia

wonted clearness of head,— now set off back again

into Kent, to break to Fiorina the Iwol'olil intel-

ligence that her husband was the rigiitlul Lord

Saxondale, but that he had been seized with a

severe illness. The young ludy, half frantic at the

latter annou;icemeut, insisted upon rc|)airiiig at

once to London, to miuister to her beloved hus-

band. This the Marquis had foreaecii ; and he

had a post-chaise-aud-Uiur iu readiiiesj for the pur.

pose. He de8i)atched by niessenjjer a hasty nolo

to his wife, the .Marchioness ol Eagledean, to ac-

quaint her with all that had liapi>ened,— while he

himself, with his usual indomilalile ciu-rgy which

rendered him insensible ol liiiigue, aci-omjainied

Fiorina to Lmidon. During tlu' journey he l»roUi'

to her the cii'ciMnslanci's which as yet he had I-

A

untold; namely, those of the fearful tragedy.

Fiorina was horrified to a decree: but iu ro^ptvt
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to her husband the Marquis assured her that she

had no serious cause for apprehension, as his ill-

ness was merely the result of the overwrought
excitement which he had experienced, and that in

a few days he would be convalescent.

Pass we over those few days ; and let us say

that a week had elapsed since the memorable in-

cidents which we have been chronicling. In the

meantime there had been an inquest on the body
of Edmund ; and from the situation in which his

own corpse and Lndy Saxondale's inanimate form
were found in the boudoir,— coupled with the cir-

cumstance that her rending shrieks had alarmed
the household,—the jury had no difficulty in coming
to the decision that the young man had perished

by his own hand, after having endeavoured to

raurder her ladyship. It was of course necessary

that in the depositions made at this inquest, the

imposture palmed off upon the world by Lady
Saxondale in respect to Edmund, and to the

prejudice of the rightful heir, should be fully de-

scribed; and the report cf that inquest, through
the medium of the newspapers, gave this much of

the astounding narrative to the public. Tiie ver-

dict of the jury included an expression of their

belief that the deceased young man, considering

all the circumstances, oould not have been in a

sound state of mind—but that he must have been
goaded to frenzy when he perpetrated his double

j

crime : and thus this humane view of the case
[

forbade not his interment with Christian cere-

monies. The funeral was a pli. n and simple one
—very dillcrent indeed from wimt it would have
been, with all appropriate pomp and splendour,

if he had died in possession of that title which
for twenty-one years he had unconsciously usurped !

The rightful Lord Saxondale continued under
the influence of fever for an entire week ; and it

was not until the expiration of this interval, that

he became possessed of his reasoning faculties.

Then he recognised the beloved wife of his bosom
—the charming and beautiful Fiorina—who had
unwearicdly ministered to him during his illness :

but when he began to question her relative to his

mother, slxe was careful not to inform him of the

horrible tragedy which had taken place. She
merely suffered him to understand that her lady-

ship was ill and confined to her own chamber :

but she gave her husband as much hope as she

dnred^and perhaps even more, in order to tran-
I

quillize him—that this illness of Lady Saxondale's

would result in convalescence.

It was not however so. Her ladyship recovered

her own consciousness at about the same lime as

her son regained his in another chamber beneath
the same roof. But the wound she had received,

though not mortal in itself, was evidently leading

to fatal i-esults ; and as her last hour drew
near, the wretclied woman, profoundly conscicnce-

dfrickeu, sought to make all possible atonement
;

for her crimes by a full and complele eonfessiou.
'

The Marquis of Kagledean was selected by her as

the recipient of these revelations; and one after-;

noon— about ten days having now elnpsod from
'

the date of the tragedy- his lordsliij) found Iiim-
j

self seated by the bedside of the d \ ing lady to

hear from her lips the narrative of the past.

vuh:ina had been requested to leave the room ;
j

anfi in n feeble voi(e— in broken language, and
i

with many seU'-inliTi-upfions Lady Sa\on<lHk was

enabled to furnish sufficient details fur the Map.
quis to obtain a clear and precise in.sight into

tliose facts which were previously altogether un-
known to him, or which were but dimly outlined

to his knowledge.

CHAPTER CLXXIIL

HI9T0ET OF THE PAST.

j

The reader will remember how great were the

affliction and dismay which seized upon the old

Lord Saxondale and his young wife Harriet, as

;

well as upon the entire household at the castle in

Lincolnshire, when the intelligence eamo upon
them like a thunderbolt that the infant son and
heir was stolen from its nurse's arms. At first

her la«lyship was really inclined to believe that

Kalph Fai-cfield—who she had no doubt was it the

bottom of it—purposed to retain the child in some
place of concealment, in order to bring his uncle

to terms. But this hope wore off in a few hours
;

and when she was enabled dehberatelv and se-

riously to calculate how much Ralph had to gain

by the child's death, she could not blind herself

to the conviction that her infant son's murder
was an extremity but too certain to be adopted

by Fiirefield,—the risk of discovery being worth
running on the one hand, considering the im-

mensity of the stake to be played for on the other,
j

The reader is aware that Lady Saxondale pos- !

sessed a mind beyond the standard strength of

her sex's energies ; and thus her resolve was

speedily taken. She represented to her husband
|

that it would be advisable for her to repair to
j

London, under an assumed name, and secretlj

institute inquiries into Ralph Farefield's recent

movements, or act otherwise as circumstances

should suggest. The old lord consented ; and
'

her ladyship proceeded to the metn)polis, ac-

companied by her principal tire-woman, Mabel
Stewart. This Mabel was about thirty years of

age—discreet, prudent, and cool-headed—and one

in whom hor ladyship fancied she could put the

utmost trust.

Taking the name of Smith, Lady Siwondale

hired loggings in a respectable house in Islington.

This house was occupied by a widow lady named
Ferney, whose son had recently commenced prac-

;

tice as a surgeon. The worthy wom.in had so im-

poverished herself in order to afford hor son the

means of completing his professional education,

that when the front parlour was converted into a

surgery, and the back one into a i*eceiving-rooir

for patients, the expenses incurred thereby left

serious cmbarassments behind. Of course Mr.

Ferney did not at once reap any considerable fruits

from liis hard studies; and while there were no

incomings on the one hand, yet on the other the

debts'had to be paid—a certain appearance had to

be kept up—he and his mother hud to live. Tl>«

house was larger than was necessary for so small a

family— it was well furnished— and though witU

cousidcrable reluctance, they were compelled to put
^

up a bill ainwuueing the drawing-room tloor to lef.

Lady Saxoudale needed lo<lgings, and also neo<!oil ,

the aid of a sun;eon in carryinir out hov di-si;.''"

She suw ih>' bill in the wiudow : 8l\«> >»as stru«»
j
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by the coincidence that her two requirements

might be afforded beneath one and the same roof;

and shrewd as sUe was, she had no diflicuUy in

reading the cl"cumstances of the people of the

house. A struggling medical man—an impover-

ished mother—and thence the necessity for lotting

lodgings ! She entered the house : she was then in

all the bloom of her beauty—and her quick eye

showed her in an instant that the pale pensive

young surgeon, whom she found seated with his

mother, was struck by admiration at her appear-

ance. This, then, was the very place for Lady
Saxondale; and, as Mrs. Smith, she became the

occupant of the drawing-room floor. In order at

once to ingratiate herself with the mistress o^ the

house, she took the floor for a year, paying the

entire rent in advance ; and this godsend suddenly

rescued the Forneys from the serious embarrass-

ments and apprehensions under which they had been
recently labouring.

Lady Saxondale did not let the grass grow under
her feet. On leaving Liucolnshirvs she had not the

slightest intention in reality of troubling herself

or wasting time about Ealph Farefield's proceed-

ings: her plan was already settled: she was re-

solved to obtain some poor person's child, and
represent it as her own lost infant son. For she

argued to herself that if Farefield had not really

made away with her little Edmund and should

hereafter produce him, the heir would in this case

be restored ; and Ralph would be too glad to hush
up the whole matter without seeking to punish
her for a fraud and imposture—because she in her

turn could punish him for the theft of her son.

But, on the other hand, if he had really murdered
that son—which she felt convinced he had—he

would not dare proclaim that the supposititious one
whom she purposed to palm off, was not her own
child ; for if he did, it would be tantamount to

confessing himself the murderer of the true, right-

ful, and lawful one. Therefore, in either case, tlie

astute Lady Saxondale saw that she would be

perfectly safe, and that in the long run lialph

Farefield must inevitably be outwitted. She made
a confidante of Mabel ; and scarcely were they in-

stalled in their lodgings at tlie Fernoys' house,

than the faitliful domestic was dcsjialcliod into the
!

streets of London and to the poorer neiglibourhoods, I

in search of such a child as by age and appearance
[

would answer the required purpose.

Lady Saxondale was a well-read woman ; and in

the course of her reading she had stuiubled upon a

book containing many curious narratives relative

to the uncertainty of circumstantial evidence, and
the fallibility of human judgments when trusting

thereto. One history in particular had struck her

—a history that is doubtless familiar to many of

our readers ; namely, that of Martin Guerre. The
circumstanci^s ot this remarkable story may be

shortly summed up. Martin Guerre, a French-

man, took leave of his wife to embark on a sjjecula-

tive voyage to the Mediterranean. Years elapsed

—and he returned not; so tiiat the wife believed

herself to be a widow. But at length the iiiliabit-

•uts of her native place were one day startled by

the intelligence that Martin Ouerie had come back,

mild tliat happiness had re-eiitircd his long dc-

•ertbd and desolate home. The neighbours flocked

in to CungrataUte the husband and wile who were

tLuo rcstoitJ to each other; and the (ale of the

former was simply that he had been a prisoner fot

years amongst the Algerinc«. Time passed on

;

and again, one day, were the inhabitants of the
town startled by the intelligence that another
Martin Guerre had just made his appearance.
Again, too, were there crowds at the house : and
immense was the surprise of the neighbours
on finding that the two Martin Guerres were as
like each other as if they were twin-brothers. The
i,vife was herself utterly unable to decide between
the claims of the two ; and an appeal was made to

the law-tribunals to decide betwixt them. Ilie

tale told by the last-coming Martin Guerre, was
that he had been in slavery, where he had fallen

in with his litigant rival ; and that as their per-

sonal appearance presented a remarkable simili-

tude, a great friendship sprang up between them.
lie went on to say that he freely unbosomed all

his family secrets to his friend,—which would
account for this latter being enabled to speak to

the wife upon circumstances which she would

I

naturally suppose known only to herself and to

her husband. Finally, the plaintilT informed the

court that his rival had managed to escape before

him ; and that it was evident he had basely availed

himself of these extraordinary circumstances to

gain possession of a comfortable home and a
handsome wife—both belonging to another. Then
came the most remarkable features in this trial.

The plaintiff showed certain spots upon his body,
which the wife proved to have marked her first

husband : but to the wonder of the court the de-
fendant exhibited marks precisely similar! How-
ever, it was finally ascertained that the plaintiff

—

namely, the last-coming Martin Guerre—was the
true one, and that the other \va« a base impostor
who had usurped his righls. The latter subse-

quently confessed that a skilful surgeon's hands
had created upon his person the verj' marks which
so closely res'jmbled those on the body cf the real

Martin Guerre, and which the impostor had during
a series of years frequent opportunity of observing
when they worked together half naked on the for-

tifications or in the arsenals of Algiers.

This was the history which had made an im-
pression on tlie mind of Lady Saxondale, and
which ilaslied to her rccoUecaion with strangely

suggestive impulses at the moment she was in

bitterness bewailing the loss of her son. • The hand
of a skilful surgeon Lad created divers marks of a
particular nature, and all accoiding to adescriplion

given from mere memory, on the back and shoul-

ders of Martin Guerre's rival: and could not an-

other surgical hand create the one mark which was
needod.on the neck of an infant as a proof of its

identity with the lost heir of Saxondale? Uul
while .Mubel was l.K.king afier a child, Lady S.ixoii-

dale herself was doing her best, not merely lo as-

certain the degree of intelligence possessed by the

pale pensive surgeon, but also to make an impres-

sion ujxm his heart. Though too proud to be be-

guiled into weakness or IVai.ty by actual senliiiient,

there was iicvertlieless nothing U.> which slio would
not stooji, if nci-essiiry, in order ti. accomplish llnkse

aims that wece to outwit linlpli Fiinlield, mii)

secure lo herself u paramount ascendancy in tliu

Saxondale family during the long luiiiorily which,

coiisiilering the old lord's age, un licit iiiigiil have
to pass Ihrough after his du.itli. She <lid her best

lo ingiaiiale herscll with the widow Fernty -
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made her presents, but in the most delicate man-
ner—and, under pretence of adding to her own
comforts, purchased a quantity of new things, in

the shape of plate, china, and furniture, which in

an apparently casual manner she gave the widow
to understand she should leave behind when her

term was up. Her excuse for being in London was

a Chancery suit ; and she alleged herself to be the

widow of a rich country squire in the north of

England. She soon discovered that the surgeon

was a man of extraordinary talent—that he was
devoted to his profession—that lie had made it his

•tudy by day and by night—and that he had sub-

mitted to almost incredible privations in order to

purchase " subjects" (in other parlance, dead

bodies) at different times to forward his anato-

mical practice. The more Lady Saxondale saw
of him, the more was she convinced that she

could model him to her purpose. He had a la-

boratory fitted up in the house—and she affected

the deepest interest in his experiments. Fer-

ney was delighted : he believed that this in-

terest was genuine : for he was simple-minded,

honest, and credulous—a man of wonderful in-

tellect in one sense and of profound ignorance in

another— intelligent only in all that related to the

objects of his studies, but ignorant as a mere child

in the ways of the world and in the workings of

the human heart. In less than a week he was

completely infatuated with his mother's beautiful

lodger. With him, indeed, it was love at first

sight
J

and the passion thus gained ground so

rapidly from the circumstance that its object

seemed to display such deep interest in the very

matters which so profoundly interested himself.

Though she was careiul at first not to manifest

anything bordering on an indelicate forwardness

by accompanying him to his laboratory, yet of an

evening she would visit the sitting-room occu-

pied by his mother and himself ; and wliile the

old lady dozed in her arm-chair, she would turn

the conversation upon the enthusiastic surgeon's

experiments—asking questions—listening with ap-

parent delight to his explanations—and, with her

own ready iutelligouce, proving that she fully com-

prehended tbem. It was a dangerous position for

a young man, whose unsophisticated heart had no

defences aftbrded by worldly experience against the

wiles of a beautiful woman,— a dangerous position,

we say, for him to be placed in ; and, unconsciously

OS it were, he abandoned himself to the gro.\iug

infatuation.

Within the first week after the ai-rlval in Lon-

don, chance threw Mabel Stewart in the way of

Margaret Somers—a widow with an infant child,

the father of which had died ere it was born. Tlie

woman—who, as well as the babe, was wrapped in

the rags of beggary—asked alms of Mabel Siewart.

She contemplated tlie child atteuliveiy ; and in so

doing, observed that it had a little mole bi:t\veen

the neck and the slioukler, almost in the very place

where the strawberry appeared upon the lost heir

of Saxondale. Affecting to be deeply touched with

the woman's tale, she gave her sonic silver, and

bade her call on the following day at the house

in Islington, " when perhaps something more
would be done for her." Madge Somers did

call — and saw Lady Saxondale, who at once

felt assured that the child, by its appearance,

wjuld answer her purpose. She treated Madge

Somers with the utmost kindnesa—gave her moiwy
and clothes—and bade her return in a day or two.
She then redoubled her wiles in respect to Femey
—but so artfully, as not to transgress the bounds
of modesty nor actual propriety. And note, too,

she hinted that she should feel pleased in the in-

spection of his laboratory,—choosing for the oppor-
tunity a morning when Mrs. Ferney was absent

[

for a few hours on a visit to some friends. When
there, alone with the surgeon, she bent over cruci-

,

bles and retorts, examined phials and glasses, wit-

j

nessed experiments, and even practised some,—all

I

the while fanning his passion with the thousand
and one arts which a skilful woman of the world

' knows so well how to carry into effect. In m

I

moment of irresistible infatuation, Ferney cast

himself at her feet, vowing that he was her slave.

She gave him encouragement—but still in a
manner that was calculated only to render him
more completely submissive to her will. Availing

herself of this opportunity, she turned the dis-

course gradually away from purely chemical ex«

periments—questioned him on surgical matters—
and gradually advanced towards the topic which
she was anxious to broach. The unsuspicious

Ferney,—while expatiating on the subject,—as-

sured her that he would undertake to create almost

any marks resembling natural ones on the person
of an infant. But it is not necessary to dwell

upon this point of the narrative, nor to extend
the details of those means by which Lady Saxon-
dale led Ferney to promise that he would give her

a proof of his skill in this particular respect.

Madge Somers came again ; and Lady Saxondale

now played off the artillery of her wiles upon this

woman. She invented some story to account for

her desire of possessing herself of a child whom
she would adopt as her own and bring up in

afHuence. The bribe offered, was a large one ; and
Madge Somers hatl been dragged through the

mire of too much misery and suffering, and too

many low scenes, to have much good principle

left : but still she had the natural love of a mother
for her offspring. Nevertheless, she consented to

part with it; and leaving the child, she went away
with a heavy purse in her pocket.

The widow Ferney was under too many obliga-

tions to Mrs. Smith (as Lady Saxondale cdled her-

self) to ask impertinent questions, or to exhibit an
inconvenient degree cf curiosity: while the sur-

geon was too infatuated with the beautiful lodger,

and too callous in respect to proceedings which did

not concern himself, to pay any particular attention

to this freak of the child being left at the house :

for Lady Saxondale was careful not to let it tran-

spire tl»at she had purchased it, and that its mother

had left it for good. Ferney was easily induced to

practise his skill upon the infant ; and Lady Saxon*

dale, as if quite in a casual manner, and also as if

ciUchiug at the first whimsical thought which en»

t. re 1 her head, oxpicssed her wonder whether h«

cjulil convert ilie mole into the form of a straw*

berry. He declared that he could. Then she began

to define speciiicatious in respect to the actual size,

shape, and ajipearancc which this strawberry-

mark was to take all, she said with laughing ca-

jolery, to put. his skill the more severely to the

icst. He undertook to gratify what he rega^d^^d

as her caprice - and with all the less hesitation

because the operation would be attended with littJ»
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pain to ilie child, and thas his natural humanity
would not be shocked. It <vas done ; and Lady
fcaxondale experienced a glow of inward triumph
when sue perceived upon the neck of the babe a

mark so closely resembling that with which her

own son was born, that she felt conrinced it would
deceive the medical man and the nurse who liad

seen the lost heir at his birth. And now, too, she

could fully comjirehend the exact truth of all the

details iu the history of Martin Guerre.

But ic was necessary to remain in London until

the mark itself should be completelj' healed up

;

and from time to time she wrote cheering and en-

cou''aging letters to her husband in Lincolnshire,

as aescribcd iu one of the opening chapters of this

narrative. Days grew into weeks ; and during
this interval Lady Saxondale continued to en-

courage, without however seeming to do so, the

infatuation of the surgeon's passion. But as the

widow did not again leave the house for more
than half-an-hour at a time. Lady Saxondale was
too cautious to enter the laboratory again : she

did not choose to do aught to excite the woinan'a
suspicions—and she had induced Feruey to keep
the surgical proceeding of the strawberry-mark
profoundly secret from his mother. This he readily

promised; and so completely was he under the

empire of Lady Saxondale, that it was not difficult

for her to obtain from him another pledge-
namely, that he would never mention the circum-
stance at all. But in his calmer moments, thoughts
—dim, vague, and shapeless suspicions—would
steal into the surgeon's mind that he was involved

occurred which for a moment threatened all her
plans with utter annihilation. One evening Madg
Somers made her appearance at the house ; and
as Lady Saxondale. was taking tea with the

Fcrneys in tlicir own apartment, the woman made
straight for Mabel Stewart's chamber—which she

knew. Mabel was at the moment undressing the

babe; and she was taken so completely ab: ck—
indeed, was so utterly confounded by the su. d^'u-

ness with which Margaret Somers burst in upon
her—that she had not time to cover up the mark
that had been made on the infant's shoulder.

Madge, impelled by motherly affection, sprang

forward to s.iatch up the child and embrace it—
when she caught siglit of that mark. She wa«
now confounded in her turn; and Lady Saxondale,

having been informed by the servant of the house
" that Mrs. Somers had come to fetch away the

babe which Mrs. Smith had been so kindly keeping
for a little while," hurried up to Mabel's chamber.
Then ensued an exciting scene. Lady Saxondale

endeavoured to persuade Madge Somers that the

original mark had strangely and unexpectedly
taken this development : the mother knew not

what to think—she scarcely believed the tale that

was told her, and j'ct she did not know how to

discredit it. Again and again did' she study the

mark and its exact nature—or rather its appear-

ance, as artificially rendered : and thus it became
indelibly impressed on her memory. She vowed
that she would have her child again—that she

repented of the bargain—that it was an unnatural
one, which she could not be compelled to keep—

in some mystery which he could not comprehend—
;

although she admitted having squandered away in

that there was a meaning and a purpose in the dissipation the greater portion of the gold she
proceeding of the strawberry-mark—and that it had received. Lady Saxondale offered larger bribes

was not a mere whim on the lady's part, nor a .
to induce the woman to adhere to her original

mere test of his skill. A secret voice whispered compact ; and after considerable difficulty, Madge
iu his soul that he had been unconsciously drawn Somers assented to her ladyship's overtures. She
ttno a complicity with something which he could went away with five hundred pounds in heif

noi comprehend—that Mrs. Smith was more than ' pocket ; and the next morning Lady Saxondale
ehe seemea—that rank, and distinction, and a 1

intimated to the Ferneys that urgent businest,

bauehtier name, were probably veDed under the connected with the fictitious Chancery suit, com-
coinraon-place appellation of Mrs. Smith. But polled her at once to leave for the country,

wlien he again found himself in her presence, all ! She did not however choose to say tha* she
his scruples and suspicions vanished—he seemed never intended to return to her lodgings— thi>u{;li

to live only for her—he rejoiced in having been she whispered to tlie h idow, when the son wa»
enabled to do aught to serve her, either in the not by, that if she did not come to retake pos-

minislering to a mere whim or in the furtherance session of them in a niontli, lier lease might bo
of some d eper and more important end

But if Lady Saxondale visited the laboratory no
more, slie nevertheless regularly passed the evenin"-s

in the sitting-room of the widow and her son : or
else she had them to tea in her own apartment.

considered to be aliandoned. Ferney himself

overwhelmed with allliction at the prospect of (his

abrupt separation: but to him she whispered with
a tender smile, that she should return shortly.

She begged his acceptance of a splenditl diamond-
While the old lady dozed, or actually slept soundly ring: and he, scarcely knowing what memorial to

in licr arm chair, tiie wily Harriet Saxondale
practised all her arts to enslave the surgeon so suitable than the

completely that when she should be gone, her and dilllcult expcr

image might remain on his soul, to render him
faithful to his pledges of secrecy. She exhi-

bited an unwearying interest in his experiments-
she learnt his receipts—and amongst them, was

give in return, thought that nothing could be more
suits of some of the delicate

Mits iu which she had taken
so much interest. With characteristic simplicity,

he presented to her a phial of chloroform, together

with a small casket filled with elegantly cut little

bottles, containing delicious perfumes. Lady Sax-
one for a certain composition, or elimination, of ondale and Mabel rclurned into Lincolnshire with
which he was in reality tlie discoverer, but which
has only within the last few years been known to

the world under the name of Choloform. 'i bus a
month from the date of the arri\al iu London
was drawing to a close : the mark was completely
healed— and Lady Saxondale was thinking of get-

tKijf back to Lincolnshire, when a circumstance

llii'v reached the castle to find the

ml to learn that lialph FareCeld

thechihl; I

old lord <h...d,

had just arrive.

The reader is aware of the circumstaroe» under
which Lady Saxiuidalo and Itilph Forcfn-H met.

The child was displayed, with the mark up."^ it*

n<k-k ; an<l \l\\\\)\\ was at onoo •mitt<o mth the
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convictinn that Chiflin Lad deceived him in his

ii8sorti(jii that ttic infant heir of Saxoadale had been

made away with. The reader will recollect that

her ladysliip led Ralph Farelield into a window-
reeo.ss -and there, protending to have some sym-
pathy for him, she made an appointment to meet

him at eleven o'clock on the same night in tiie

clinpel. The fact was, that notwithstanding all I

her previous self-reasonings in respect to the cer-

tainty of outwitting Farelield, she was afraid of
;

him. She knew him to he a desperate man ; and )

as he was now placed iu desperate circumstances,

siic felt that siie was not safe so long as he re-

inainea in existence. The supposititious child which
|

had already cost her so much anxiety and trouble, ;

miglit be cunningly and treacherously made away
with ; and then adieu to all her grand schenx'S,

|

lier towering hopes, and her lofty projects ! She
^

had consummated a tremendous imposture : she

now felt that it was necessary to ensure it by an
additional crime. Her heart had become har-

dened—her soul indurated—her conscience blunted,

against all compunction and remorse ; and it waa

lialph Farefield's death which was required to

consolidate the position she had been at such pains

to build up.

She met him in the cliapel : she told him a tale

of a treasure bi'ing concealed in the vault. He
was desperate ; and any straw Hung out to him,

|

was a hope to save him from drowning iu the i

vortex of despair. Besides, though he himself

was vile and so capable of iniquity, he could not i

possibly think that the beautiful Lady Saxondalo

was equally wicked. It was with an air of in- I

genuous frankness that she had told him of twenty
\

thousand pounds being in the vault,—of which he :

himself was to take five: but in his own mind he

resolved to self-appropriate the entire sura. Ho i

found, however, tlial she had taken her precautions

against any su.l.leu attack wliicli vindictivencfis

might urge him to make upon her—and that there ;

was a witness to the entire proceeding : for when
bidden to look forth from the chapel-door, he be-

held Mabel in the corridor. Then he knew that

if tie attempted violence to retain the entire

treasure, an alarm could be raised ; and he was

constrained to make up his mind to content himself

with the portion she had promised. In obedience

to Lady Saxondale's instructions, he began to de-

ccon.l the steps leading into the vault,—she follow-

ing him. But all in a moment her arm was

Btretched forth — a kerchief was applied to his

nostrils—he inhaled the fatal chloroform, and fell

headlong into the water which flooded the place.

There he was drowned.

It happened that almost immediately after the

departure of Lady Saxondalo and Mabel, with the

child, from London, business suddenly compelled

Mr. Ferney to proceed to G-ainsborough—a town h-^

had never visited before ; nor indeed was he e-c;

previously in that part of the country at ail.

Little did he suspect that he was only within a few

miles of the Mrs. Smith who had captivated hia

heart, and who was in reality the now widowed

Lady Saxondalo : and little, too, on the other hand,

did Lady Saxondale herself fancy for a single mo-
ment that the surgeon on whom she had practised

li6r wu:b, Mb* for the time being so near a neigh •

tvor. lie Lc-JAM-e possessed of the l>ody of ]{al}jli

FnTftield in the way dewTibed in «n earlier chapter

of tliis narrative : and in^mediatelj rctUHt^Apf i..

London, never visited Lincolnaatre again unki>

many long years had elapsed, and bo had risec M
the highest eminence in his profession.

And years and years t<J0 must now be passed
over in this chapter of explanations,—the leap tak-

ing us from the middle of 182-5 to the middle m.

18 tl. The next incident we have to note was the
meeting of Madge Somers with her son, at'ier %
separation of nineteen years. During that intor^

val she had passed through the depravities of aa
abandoned life,—so that when she was first, intro-

duced to the reader in our opening chapters, she
had become the companion and the accomplice of
such villains as ChitUn the Cannibal and the rest

of the gang whose head-quarters were at tho
public-house in Agar Town. It will be recollected

how Edmund fell in with her at the cottage near
the Seven Sisters' Road, when he was in search of

Angela Vivaldi. She laid a plot with ChiHin for

his assassination while he slept: but just as she
was about to plunge her knife into his breast, she

caught sight of the mark upon his neck. She
knew him to be her son : for that mark waa
indelibly impressed upon her memory. His fea-

tures, too—though be was now a young man

—

were precisely what she could fancy the infantile

face would have grown into. There waf no doubt
it was her own son whom she had meant to im-
molate ! We need not recapitulate the means she
adopted to get him safe out of the house, and save

him from an otherwise certain death at the hand
of Cliiffin. When he was gone, she recollected that

Chilllu had exhibited a strange surprise when she

had mentioned to him that the intended victim

was Lord Saxondale. She had just di-icovered

that he who bore the name of Lord Saxondale was
none other than her own offspring; and she there-

fore became anxious to learn why that name should

have in any way interested the Cannibal. Bv
means of brandy-and-water she drew the rulhan

out—and learnt from him how he had been en-

gaged long years back to steal and to make away
with the rightful heir of Sasonlale, but how tne

child had been left amongst gipsies. The very next

night Aladge Somers proceeded to Saxondale House
in Park Lane,—a night on which its noble mistress

gave a grand banquet. Latly Saxondale knew hcT

in a moment—though time and dissipation, de-

pravity and iniquity, had traced upon her counte-

nance those strong lines which were not there when
long years back she had surrendered up her child.

Mailge bluntly told her ladyship that she now com-

prehended everything ; and she received a con-

siderable sum of money as a bribe to keep the

secret. With a portion of that money she fulfilled

a promise made to Caillln, of indemnifying him
for tho loss sustained by the failure of the previous

light's enlerprise.

The reader does not require to be reminded tliat

Dr. Ferney cherished the passion which be had

conceiveil for Lady Saxondale when she lodged at

his mother's house. Nineteen years passed away
since that date : the widow Ferney went down to

the grave—and the surgeon became a physician

—

removed from the moderate-sized house and simply

respectable neighbourhood at Islingt-on, to tL»

large mansion in the fashionable quarter of Hau-

over Square. Throughout those nineteen year» hiwi

Fernej rctaiutxl the image of tho lK>3uf.0;<uf
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woman impressed upon his heart : and though bis

infatuation had become attempered down into an

endeared, an affectionate, and an undying remi-

niscence, still was that image cherished by him.

For all this long interval nothing occurred to

strengthen the dim suspicion which he entertained

at the time that the Mrs. Smith of the lodging

was other than she seemed to be : but when he

thought of the child and the mark he had made
upon its shoulder, he did his best to banish the

circumstance from his memory, in vague and mys-

terious dread lest he had indeed been rendered the

accomplice of something more than a mere pass-

ing whim on the lady's part. So went by the

nineteen years ; and at the end of this long period

he was destined to behold the object of his love

again. She called upon him in terror relative to

the bottle of chloroform which ChifBu the Can-

nibal had taken away with him on the night of

the burglary at Saxondale House : for we should

observe that ever since the practical use Lady
Saxondale liad made of the chloroform presented

to her by Ferhey, and nhich had cleared her path

of llalph Faretield, she had taken care not to be

without so valuable a fluid. Being possessed of

the secret how to eliminate it, she waa enabled to

profit by the instructions received from Ferney at

the time she was a lodger in the house at Isling-

ton. But, as we were saying, they met after an

interval of nineteen years ; and Lady Saxondale

still passed as Mrs. Smith, though the physician

Buspected that she was something more. When
he took her into his laboratory and showed her the

phial of powerful poison which was his most recent

experiment, the sudden thought flashed to her

mind that it would be convenient for herself to

possess it. She accordingly self-appropriated that

phial, in the confusion of the crash of bottles

which she purposely caused with the fringe of her

shawl. From the laboratory she passed into the

museum ; and- there, to her awful wonderment and

dismay, did she behold the form of Ralph Fare-

field, looking as he looked the last time she ever

saw him—nineteen years back !

We must now observe that for some time past,

Mabel Stewart's disposition had considerably

changed : her discretion and prudence gave way to

fretfulness and ill-temper ; she became irritable

and dissatisfied—and her disagreeable conduct pro-

voked ill feelings on the part of the other domes-

tics, as well as of Edmund and the young ladies,

which only had the effect of irritating her all the

more. She was cognizant of two damnatory cir-

cumstances in respect to her mistress : namely,

the secret relative to Edmund, and the murder of

Ralph Farefield. It was Mabel's growing per-

verseness which had flashed* to the mind of Lady
Saxondale when she self-appropriated the bottle of

poison at the physician's house. On the very next

day following her mysterious visit to Conduit

Street, Mabel exhibited herself in a light more
outrageous than ever. It will be recollected that she

was not mci-ely abusive, but that she made use of

threats ; and Lady Saxondale was even then more
than half resolved to make away with her. But
etill she hesitated : for notwithstanding her soul

was eo deeply stained with crime, she could not

readily bring herself to the perpetration o*' another.

In the evening of the sa,ine day on which that

Vfne took place with Mabel, Madge Somcrs cii,'U(l

again ; and this time it was to insist that measures
should be taken to stop the prosecution of the

Cannibal and Tony Wilkins on account of the

burglary. Her ladyship was compelled to submit,

and likewise to present Madge with a farther sup-

ply of money— all of which was lost at the gaming-
table in that female pandemonium which the vile

woman frequented.

The visits of Matlge Somcrs, the conduct of

Mabel, the behaviour of Edmund, and divei's other

circumstances which were related at the time, were
now goading Lady Saxondale to despair ; and she

felt that no possible strength ot' mind would enable

her to bear up against so much. Therefore, when
some days afterwards another scene with Mabe'
took place, and the woman insisted that all tlt»

domestics of the household should be formally in-

structed to show her the completest deference,

—

Lady Saxondale's mind was made up with refer-

ence to one whose existence upon earth was fraught

with so much terror and danger in her eyes. That
same night Mabel was poisoned with a drop of Dr.
Ferney's fatal elimination.

The next incident which has to be noticed, is

the visit paid by Juliana at night to Madge Somers.

In a chance conversation with Edmund, she learnt,

p.s will be remembered, a description of this woman,
and it precisely tallied with that which she had
already received from the lips of Frank Paton.

She was at that time at daggers drawn with her

mother, and was therefore most anxious to ascer-

tain wherefore such an ill-looking person could

vi§it Lady Saxondale, and what power she had ac-

quired over her. Guided by the information re-

ceived front Edmund, she set out—visited Madge
at her cottage—and by pretending to come on a
message from Lady Saxondale, gradually and
skilfully wormed out of her enough to make her

comprehend the tremendous secret connected with

Edmund These circumstances were followed by
the visit of Lady Saxondale and Juliana to tho

castle in Lincolnshire. There, as it will be re-

membered, Lord Harold Staunton boldly pro-

pounded his plans to Lady Saxondale, and gave

her to understand that he meant to make her his

wife. She promised compliance,—though secretly

cherishing a very different intention. Lord Harold
was to go to London for the purpose of bribing

Emily Archer into silence with regard to the tale

of the masquerade and the duel : but no sooner

had he taken his departure, when Lady Saxondale

wrote a letter to Chiffin, desiring him to hastcii

down to the castle. She had resolved to make
away with Lord Harold : but inasmuch as Mabel
had died so recently and so suddenly beneath hei

roof in London, she feared that aiwther suddec

death so closely following on the former, and be-

neath the roof of another of her mansions, would

lead to suspicion. She therefore discarded the

idea of poison—and wrote, as just described, to

summon Chiffin to her aid.

Lord Harold returned into Lincolnshire, and

was closely followed by Emily Archer herself.

From the interview which took place between her

ladyship and the ballet-dancer, the former per*

ceived that she was completely in the power of

the latter, and that circumstances had thus raised

up in her path another obstacle which must be

cleared away. Having already made up hor mind

to a fresh deed of turpitudCj in respert to UaroUl,
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it required no great struegle with her conscience,

aud iio severe battling against compunctious

scruples, to transfer her murderous intent from

the young iiobleman to the ballet-dancer. With
hat devilish cunning, coo, wnichwas characteristic

of her, tihe calculated that she might render

Harold her instrument in hei ney, design, and

postpone for farther consideretion whether she

should marry him or not. Indeed, she abnost

began to think it would be bettej to make him
her husband, as he had already become her para-

mour. She was not too old to be devoid of dread

as to the consequences of the intrigue ; and at all

events she would secure, in the half infatuated,

half selfish young nobleman, a permanent co-

operator and accomplice in her numerous machi-

nations. She broke her wishes to him in respect

to Emily Archer—and by various representations,

arts, and wiles, she bent him to her purpose. The
plan was all arranged ; and in order to place

Harold in circumstances which might utterly avert

suspicion after the enactment of the contemplated

tragedy, the little scene was got up in respect to

the apparent accident with Mr. Hawkshaw's
thorough-bred. It will be remembered that the

appointment with Emily Archer and her maid was

arranged for between nine and ten o'clock in the

evening of that same day,—the spot being mid-

way between the castle and Gainsborough. Lady
Saxondale retired irom the drawing-room for

about a quarter of an hour, on pretence of writing

letters in the library : but in reality she repaired

to the chamber occupied by Staunton, and where

it was supposed he was stretched helplessly on his

back in consequence of the accident. But, ac-

cording to preconcerted arrangement, he was

ready dressed for his expedition. He muffled

himself in his cloak, so as to hide his countenance

in case of meeting any one—and also in case the

attack upon the intended victims should fail and

he might have to fly to escape detection on thei.

part. He was moreover provided with his pistols,

each being double-barrelled, and every barrel

loaded with a bullet. Then, aided by Lady
Saxondale, he passed forth from the castle by

means of a window in one of the tapestry-

chambers, and the tree which grew against that

casement.

A little later in the evening, when supper was
served up, Fiorina suddenly intimated her iutention

of ascending to her brother's chamber, to inquire

if he would partake of s(jme refreshment. Lady
Saxondale, knowing he could not as yet have pos-

sibly returned, was for an instant smitten with

dismay at the threatened proceeding: but instan-

taneously recovering herself, she affably offered to

accompany Fiorina. They proceeded to the chamber

of the supposed invalid,—her ladyship, taking good

care to be the first to reach the door ; and aflecling

to listen on the threshold, she made a sign for

Fiorina to remain where she was. Then she ad-

vanced on tip-toe to the couch, wherein she well

knew she should And noboily ; aud hastening back

to the young lady with every appearance of noine-

less caution, assured her that her brother was

sleeping. Thus did the wily woman extricate her-

self from an embarrassment which a few minutes

before had appeared serious indeed. When the

household retired to rest, she proceeded again tn

Harold's chamber— aud this time I'cund him there.

The tragedy had been accomplished : one pistol liad

sufficed to do the deed,— each of the two barrels

of that one weapon having sent forth a bullet with
fatal effect. The masquerade-dress hud been thrown
into the river: but in his confusion and horror

Harold had likewise flung in the pistol which ha<l

accomplished the double murder. The other weapon,

which there had been no necessity to use, was re-

stored to his pistol-case. From Harold's chamber
Lady Saxondale proceeded to the chapel, which she

was accustomed to visit on particular nights, in

order to see if Chiffin had attended to her letter.

She found him there ; and from his lips heard the

confirmation of Harold's tale of the tragedy. But
she did not require the villain's services now, for

the purpose which had originally induced her to

write to him : instead of making away with Lord
Harold, she had decided upon espousing him. She
however engaged the Cannibal on that occasion,

by the offer of an immense bribe, to rid her path

of Mr. Gunthorpe and William Dcveril— little sus-

pecting at the instant that the former was a great

nobleman and the latter was her own son. Early
on the following morning Lady Saxondale visited

Harold's chamber again : for a thought had struck

her, filling her mind with uneasiness. The clothes

he had worn on the previous evening, were sure to

be wet and might be stdir.ij.i with blood : these

evidences of the crime must therefore b*^ i-aused to

disappear. It wae as she suspected : thost gar-

ments were in the condition she had foresceo. A
bundle was therefore made of them ; and from the

window of the tapestry- chamber did she consign

them to the depths of the Trent.

Emily Archer was no more : that obstacle was
removed from her path:— but scarcely was this

crime consummated, when another circumstance

for the moment threatened Lady Saxondale with

destruction. This was the sudden appearance of

Ur. Ferney at the Castle,—Dr. Ferney, who now
discovered who was the Mrs. Smith that he had so

long known by no other name, but whom he at

length found to be the brilliant Lady Saxondale

!

He came to inform her that the body of Mabel
Stewart had been taken to his house, and that he
had ascertained she had died by poison—that very

poison the elimination of which was one of the

results of his own experiments. It is however
only necessary to glance at this circumstance for the

purpose of reminding the reader how Lady Saxon-

dale succeeded in overcoming the scruples of the

physician, and rendering him pliant to her interests

and d||ctile to her purposes once more.

Shoitly after these occurrences, Madge Soniers

found her way into Liiicoliishire. Her funds were
exhausted— she required niore motuy : and whence
could she so readily or so easily obtain it as from

the hands of Lady Saxondale? Having arrived

at Gainsborough, she was on her way to the

Castle, when she accideut-ally slij)pod into the

river, and was gallantly rescued by William Dc-
veril from a watery grave. They were both hos-

pitaldy treated at the iM-asants' c.ittage. Madge,
on recovering—and previous to taking her depar-

ture- was desirous to express her gratitude to the

young gentleman whose magnanimous conduct had

made a deep impression uj>on tlie woman's mind.

But while she was seated with him in the rhaiiiber

wli"re he lay. he fainti-d through exImuHtion : and

then, to her infinite surprise, Madge bcheltl b«-
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twcen his neck and his shoulder, a mark precisely

similar to that which she knew to be on the per-

son of her own son—the young man then passing

as Lord Saxondale. It will be remembered tliat

from the lips of Chiffin she had heard the entire

story of how the rightful heir of Saxondale

had been stolen in his infancy, and 'had been

left amongst gipsies : she now therefore knew
that in her deliverer from a watery grave she

beheld that heir ! She scrutinized his features

—

and she saw a sufficient^ resemblance between his

countenance and that of Lady Saxondale, to cor-

roborate her belief. When he awoke to conscious-

ness, the facts she gleaned from him confirmed the

idea—if any such confirmation were needed. The
reader will remember with what solemn earnest-

ness she adjured him to say whether he had lis-

tened favourably to Lady Saxondale's overtures of

love ; and likewise how strangely the ejaculation

"Ah!" had come forth from her lips, when in the

course of conversation he declared that he had
never been within the walls of Saxondale Castle in

all his life.

It appears to be a special decree of Providence

that no nature shall ever become so completely

brutalized but that it has at least one single glim-

mering of a better feeling left,— that no heart

shall be rendered so utterly obdiu-ate as not to

have one single chord that may sooner or later

vibrate with a kind sympathy. All this was il-

lustrated in the case of Madge Somers. She owed
her life to the young man who lay stretched before

her eyes; and she was touched on his behalf.

She saw that a tremendous wrong had been per-

petrated, and that he was debarred of 'his just

rights. Her conscience smote her for l\aving sur-

rendered up her own son to usurp the place which

this young man ought to occupy ; and there was
even a sensation of solemn awe in her soul as the

thought was forced upon her that heaven itself

had sent this young man to deliver her from death,

in order that by the awakening of her sympathies

and her remorse, its own inscrutable purposes

might be worked out in the bringing of him to

the attainment and enjoyment of his own.

Madge was a singular being ; and her course was

decisively taken. She at once saw that, without

corroborative evidence, the bare assertion of Wil-

liam Deveril's claims to the estates and peerage of

Saxondale, would be but of little avail—and that

everything depended on the discovery of the man
Thompson, who could tell more about him. For

Deveril had been adopted as the child of th^sc to

whom he was evidently in no way related : he had
regarded them as his parents : nothing had oc-

curred to make him suspect the contrary ; and as

they were dead and gone, the evidence of one who
might tell a different tale and show that he was

not their son, was indispensably needful. Madge
Somers was sanguine as well as persevering. She

was resolved to search for the man Thompson,

and to set out upoa the enterprise with as much
courage and spirit as ever did a warrior of otlicr

times embark upon a crusade to a far-ofl land.

This narrative of explanations is now drawing

towards a close ; and there remains only one inci-

dent to which attention need be specially directed.

This was the consignment of Edmund as an

alleged lunatic to the care of Dr. Ferney. It will

\)f> remembered that when Edmund was removed

thither from tlie asylum of Dr. Burdett in the
middle of the night, Dr. Ferney was left in ignO'

ranee until the very last moment of the name of

the patient he was about to receive. This name
was not mentioned to him until Dr. Burdett's

keeper was hurriedly taking his leave; and the

next moment the physician remained alone in the

parlour with the young man who had been an-

nounced to him as Lord Saxondale. The mere
mention of the name struck upon Femey's heart

as a remorse ; and as he contemplated the bearer

of that name, and saw that he possessed not the

faintest resemblance to Lady Saxondale, strange

suspicions began agitating in the physician's mind.
Now for the first time did those thoughts of the

past, which were dim, vague, and shapeless in

respect to the mystery of the strawberry-mark

—

begjin to develop themselves into consistency ; and
he shuddered within himself as he thought it pos-

sible that he could at length read the tremendous
truth. Hence that anguished murmuring to him-
self of " My God ! my God ! if it should be so—
and I have been instrumental But no : it can-

not be But if not that, what else 7"

Tortured by the horrified feelings thus excited

within him, Ferney waited in feverish impatience

until he thought Edmund was asleep in the room
to which he was consigned ; and thither did he
stealthily repair. Edmund did sleep ; and the

physician, unfastening his night-garments, ex-

amined his shoulder. Yes—his suspicion was con-

firmed: there v/na the mark which his own hand
had made ! On the following day he called in a
half distracted state of mind upon Lady Saxon-

dale : but again did the wily woman succeed in

over-ruling all his compunctions and conquering

all his scruples.

The reader knows the rest—not forgetting the

murder of Adelaide, Edmund's wife ;—and it is

tlierefore useless to have recourse to any additional

recapitulation. It will however be perceived that

all the details which have been given in this chapter,

could not have emanated entirely from the lips o*"

Lady Saxondale when she lay upon her death-beti,

and when her confession was made to the Marquis

of Eagledean. But those facts which were de-

ficient in her own narrative, were either already

within his lordship's knowledge, or the range of his

conjecture—or else were subsequently revealed by
Ferney : so that no incident was wanting to afford

in due time a complete reading of all the mysteries

of the past.

Lady Saxondale died in the evening of the same

day on which her confession was made ; and let

us hope that the repentance which she expressed,

was sincere. It was not until several days aft«r-

wards that it was deemed prudent to break the

intelligence of her decease to her son, Lord Saxon-

dale : but though for a few hours it plunged him

into a relapse, yet this was succeeded by a de-

velopment of energy arising from a sense of the

last duty which he had to perform towards his

parent. Forgotten was everything in the shape of

injury that he had sustained at her hands: he

thought of her only with mingled love and grief:

he followed her remains to the tomb—and the

tears which he shed over her cotEn, were as full of

anguish as if it were the best, the kindest, and'the

most virtuous of mothers whose loss was thuf

deplored.
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CHAPTEE' CLXXIV.

A NIGHT IN FKANCE.

It was about ten days after the tragic incidents

at Saxondale House in Park Lane, and between

eight and nine o'clock in the evening, that an ill-

looking man, very indiflfcre»tly dressed, entered a

small wine-shop in the little town of Vairan,

situate midway between Lyons and Grenoble. He
passed into a room devoted for the accommodation

of wayfarers and customers ; and in wretchedly

broken French, called for some brandy and some-

thing to eat. The French waiter looked at the

fellow with a very evil eye, as if he thought that

he was scarcely capable of paying even the mode-
rate expense to be incurred for his refreshments

—

or at all events that his appearance was of so sus-

picious a nature the establishment could very well

do without such a patron. The man,— whose
countenance was of a most hang-dog description,

and the fierceness of which was enhanced by a

dark beard of three or four days' growth,—scowled

terribly upon the waiter ; and tossing down a

couple of francs, growlingly muttered a frightful

imprecation in English,—adding in his broken
French, " Take your money, and give me the

change."

The waiter, though still with some degree of

reluctance, quitted the room to fetch what the

man had ordered—and presently returned there-

with. The fellow was in the midst of his repast,

—moistening his bread and meat with a frequent

draught of brandy-and-^\ ater,—when the door of

the room opened ; and another English wayfarer

entered, whose appearance was scarcely more com-
mendable than that of the other. He was dressed

like a decayed groom or coachman—but had alto-

gether so savage an expression of countenance

that it was difficult to suppose he could have
recently been in any gentleman's service in either

of those capacities. The man who had first en-

tered, raised his eyes from the meal before him ;

and when his looks encountered those of the new-
comer, they both started with the suddenness of

mutual recognition, and grim smiles of satisfaction

and astonishment appeared upon their counte-

nances.
" What, Chiffin, old feller ?" ejaculated the

one who had last entered: and ho thi-ust forth

his hand.
" Yes— it's me. Mat," responded the Cannibal,

laying down his food and grasping tlie Cadger's

outstretched hand. " It's no other than the

famous Mr. Chiffin, Esquire, that you see before

you."
" And uncommon sorry I am to sec Mr. Chiffin

in no hotter pliglit," answered Mat, surveying the

Cannibal's seedy apparel and dirty, unkempt, un-

ehavcii appearance.
" Well, I can't say," growled the latter, " that

1 can pay you any better compliment. Things
have gone precious hard with me for some time

past
"

"And with mc too," rejoined Mat the Cadger;
"particularly since I conic into this devil of a

country where I can't speak a sentence of the

lingo."

But here the conversation was temporarily cut

short by the entrance of the waiter, bearing some
refreshment which Mat the Cadger had ordered

as he passed the bar,—his knowledge of the French
tongue being confined to the half-dozen words

expressing the articles which he most generally

needed—such as bread, meat, brandy, cheese,

tobacco, &c. The waiter, whose suspicions had

been excited by the appearance of Chiffin, had
certainly but little cause to be moved in his favour,

when he perceived that he had found a companion

—perhaps a friend, and perhaps an accomplice

—

in the almost equally ill-looking rascal who had

last entered. It naturally occurred to the man
that the meeting of these two—both being Eng-

: lishmen, and both being of an evil aspect—was not

I

so accidental as it seemed and as in truth it was :

but the thought struck him that they had met at

the wine-shop to concoct some villany. Therefore,

upon leaving the room, he mentioned his sus-

picions to the master of the establishment ; and

this individual thought it prudent to send an in-

timation to the gendarmos in the town, to the

effect that two very ill-looking foreigners were

at the moment beneath his roof.

Meanwhile Chiffin and Mat the Cadger were

discussing their refreshments and continuing their

discourse.
" Why, it must be a matter of pretty near

' eighteen months— at all events fifteen or sixteen,"

said the Cannibal, " since you and me separated
' on that night when we were so preciously sold in

' endeavouring to carry off Madge Somers. You
jumped out of the window "

"The best thing I- could do," replied Mat.
" But what did they do with you ? for you never

turned up at'tewards."

I

" What did they do P" growled Chiffin :
" why,

they didn't behave unhandsome, I must say, con-
' sidering all circumstances. They jmcked mc off

to France ; and when I was safe landed at Calais,

' I had thirty pounds put into my hand. Kow you
must know that Lord Eagkdean had sent to

America some time before that, to order a go<id

' sum of money to be paid to me if I presented

' myself in person to receive it. So I was resolved

, to go over to New York and take possession of

I

the blunt. Well, I got as far as Havre-de-Urace

—a place where the packets sail from for America.

I took my berth, as a steerage passenger ; antl us

the ship wasn't going to sail lor three or four

days, I thought I would amuse myself by looking

about the town."

"And so you got into some scrape," interjected

Mat; "I'll be bound !"

"I3y Satan, you are just right there I" growled

the Cannibal, with a fearfully gloomy look :
" and

the worse luck for me too. 1 got blazing drunk

at a wine-shop— kicked up a diabolic row

—

smashed three or four Frenchnien almost to bits

—

was took before the magistrate— and got sent to

quod for six months. There was a pretty start!

— or 1 should say it wasn't any start at nil : for

the ship sailed without me, as a ninttei of course

—and my passage-money was forfoiled."

" Well, that was a niistbrtune," observed tb»

Cadger, as he emptied his glass.

" So 1 come out of gaol with only about twenty

francs in my pocket," resumed the Caimibal ;
" and

w hat was I to do P 1 knowed it was no ui<e to

write to Lord Eagledcan and ask for more money

;
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he had quite enough reason to be sick and tired of

me. But I did write to Lady Saxondale and Lord
Harold Staunton— and got no answer. I suppose

they thought fit to cut their old acquaintance when
he was in trouble."

" Very likely," said Mat. " But what have you
been doing ever since you came out of gaol ?"

" Leading a life that would be hard to give au

exact account of," answered the Cannibal ;—" wan-

dering about like a lost dog—aye, and like a half-

starved one too, sometimes—doing a bit of prig-

ging here and highway robbery there—having a

precious lot of very narrow escapes—and in short,

dragging on such an existence that I'm uncommon
tired of it. Ah ! what a fool I have been ! The
money I have had ! the use I might have made of

my noble patrons !"—and in desperation the Can-

nibal dashed his clenched fist forcibly upon the

table.

" Well, I can't tell of better things," observed

the Cadger. " England got too hot to hold me

;

and so about a month ago I came over to France.

I had a trifle of money with me ; and so as yet I

hav'n't been forced to do anything queer in this

country. I meant to get on into Italy, where

there's a gentleman I had some claim upon a good

many years ago ; and as he keeps a lot of horses

and dogs, I have been thinking he might take me
into his service—particularly as he has been too

long abroad to know anything to my discredit.

But my funds fell short at Lyons ; and so I am
forced to make up my mind to do the best I can to

get on to Florence—which is where the gentleman

is. I have .walked every bit of the way from

Calais to this place—and have taken a month to

do it."

" And now," asked the Cannibal, " how much
money have you got in your pocket ?"

" Not more than enough to pay for what I have

had here, and my bed. To-morrow morning I shall

go upon the tramp without a sou left."

" And that's exactly my case," rej'>ined the Can-

nibal. " What's to be done ? For I suppose that

now chance has flung us together, we sha'n't sepa-

rate in a hurry."
" Not if there's any good to be got by keeping

with each other," rejoined Mat the Cadger.

"Why, if I had only a pal to work with, I

shouldn't be as I am," proceeded Chifllu. "There's

plenty of travellers on all the roads : but it isn't

an easy thing for a fellow single-handed to stop a

carriage or chaise. It's even dangerous to tackle

a man when he's alone in a gig : for he may have

pistols about him—and I* have got none. Now,
Mat—what do you say ? Shall you and me work
together ?"

" It seems as if it was all arranged beforehand,"

answered the Cadger :
" or else why did destiny

fling us together f Yes, Chillln—I will work with

you."

Here the landlord entered the room ; and pre-

tending to look about for something, sarveycd liis

two customers in a manner which not only showed

them how little welcome they were — but im-

plied as plainly as looks could do, tliat if they

had finished their meals he would rather have

their room than their company. Tiioy diil not

however immediately choose to take the hint : and

•o he retired.

"Now, old feller," said Mat the Cadjj;er, " I

suppose you know what that means ? We can'l

have beds here : they don't like the looks of us

—

and it's not the first time, since I have been in

France, that my appearance has told against

me."

"Well, it isn't a very hand8<.me one," observed

the Cannibal :
" neither is mine, for that matter.

But as we can't stay here, let's toddle ; and as we
have agreed to work ttgether, let's make a begin-
ning to-night. Perhaps we shall get something
worth having; and to-morrow shall be able to

enjoy ourselves with a good booze for old acquaint-

ance' sake. AVhat say you ?"

" With all my heart," replied Mat the Cadger.
" I am a trifle tired or so, after a walk of twenty-

five miles to-day from half-way to Lyons : but if

there's anything to be got, I am not the chap to

give way to fatigue."

"Then come," said the Cannibal: and aware
that he and his friend were regarded with suspi-

cion by the landlord, he concealed his club under-

neath his coat, which he buttoned over his chest.

The two villains, having settled their score, issued

forth from the wine-shop ; and quitting the town
of Vairnn, they continued on the road to Genoble.

It was now about tdn o'clock : the moon was shin,

ing bright—it was a delicious evening—and ail

objects were pUiinly visible. They went on, con-

versing togetber—but stopping every now and
then to listen whether they could hear the sounds

of any approaching equipage : for they were re-

solved, if circumstances should appear favourable,

to commence their partnership operations without

delay. An hour passed; and they encountered

only a few poor wayfarers, who did not present an
appoanmce which rendered it worth while to run

any risk by attacking them. Chiflin had his club

in readiness for action : Mat the Cadger had like-

wise a good stout stick ; and these weapons were

formidable enough in the hands of such desperate

characters,

Presently they heard the sounds of an equi]i;ige

approaching from behind. They stopj)ed and lis-

tened ; and as it drew nearer, their experieuced

ears made them nware that it was a veliiolo

drawn by two horses.

" The very thing !" muttered Chiffin :
" there

v>'ill be only one postilion. You make a dash at

him—and leave me to deal with anybody else that

there may be."
" All right !" responded Mat. " There's nothing

like settling our duties beforehand :"—then as the

equipage came in sight, he added quickly, '' Yes —
it's a pair !"

" And no one on the box !" immediately ob-

served Chiflin. " A light caleche too—not moro

than two travellers inside, I'll be bound. Let's

walk slowly on, and seem to be talking, as if we
didn't nii-an mischief."

The chaise came up : the animals were jogging

along at the usually miserable pace at which post

horses are accustomed to proceed on the French

roads; and the postilion, with his great heavy

boots, was sit tijig comfortably enough in his saddle,

totally unsuspicious of impi>nding mischief. .Vll

iu au instant Mat the Oidger sprang at I ho

horses hemls—clutched the reins with one hand

—

and with the club which he held in the other,

struck down the postilion. But the Frenciimau

was not stunned ; and instantaneously springinjf u\
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his feet, he resolutely and valiantly grappled witL

the Cadger.

Meanwhile Chiffin had flown to the door of the

calecke: but just as he tore it open, the traveller

inside—for it contained only one gentleman— fired

a pistol ; and the bullet whisked by the Cannibal's

ear. Fearing that there might be a second pistol

in readiness, Chifiin threw himself upon the tra-

veller—tore him out of the chaise with the force

and fury of a wild beast—and hurled him to the
|

ground. At the same moment the horses, fright-
-j

cned by the disturbance, dashed away ; and the
[

hind- wheel of the chaise went completely over the

traveller's neck,—breaking it, so that death was

instantaneous.

The horses dashed on ; and as the chaise passed

away, the shadow which it had thrown upon the

ground, disappeared as suddenly from the spot

;

80 that the clear moonlight now streamed full upon

the face of the dead traveller. An ejaculation of

astonishment burst from the lips of Chiffin : for in

that traveller he at once recognised Lord Harold

Staunton

!

At the same moment the galloping sounds of i

horses' hoofs were heard approaching from the di- I

rection of Vairan ; and Chiffin flew to the assist-
I

ance of his comrade. Mat the Cadger, whom the

Prench postilion had flung upon the ground, and

on whose breast his knee was placed. The Can-

nibal's club dealt the unfortunate post-boy such a
j

tremendous blow as to dash out his brains ; and he

fell dead upon the spot. The next instant the two

ruffians had leapt the hedge which skirted the

road, and were flying across the adjacent field,
j

But the comers on horseback,—who, indeed, con-
|

eisted of a posse of gendarmes,— were not to be
j

thus baulked. They gallantly leapt the hedge, and '

dashed across the meadow in pursuit of the fugi-

tives,
j

" We are done for. Mat !" exclaimed Chiffin.

" It's the guillotine — or else a resistance unto

death !"

"Resistance!" echoed the desperate Cadger:]

and like two wild beasts at bay, they turned to

face the gendarmes.
I

These,—who were half-a-dozen in number,— i

ealled upon them to surrender : but the only
'

answer was a furious attack made by the villains; '

for they were goaded to mingled frenzy and

despair, and they literally sought death. One
officer was struck to the ground by a blow of

Chiffin's club—another had his arm broken by the

Cadger's cudgel : the others closed in around

them. But still the two desperate men fought

with a valour worthy of a better cause,— until

Mat was stricken dead with a blow of a cutla-ss— i

and a bullet through the brain ended the iniqui-
'

tous career of Chiffin the Cannibal.
"

|

Lord Harold Staunton's passport told who he
,

m-as : the report of his death was published in the

newspapers, and through this channel shortly
'

came to the knowledge of the Marquis of Eugle-

dean,— who, though he deplored the fate of a

young man cut off ore he had time to repent of

his manifold sins, was nevertheless relieved from
!

the apprehension of being succeeded in his title

and estates by one whose soul was stained with
|

the crime of murder.

CONCLUSION.

No difficulty was experienced in making good the

claims of our hero to the title and estates of Sax-

ondale. The subject of those claims was duly

investigated by a Commitee of Privileges ap-

pointed by the House of Lords,— the principal

deponents being the Marquis of Eagledean,

Dr. Ferney, and Mr. Thompson. The Marquis,

while giving his evidence, merely recited so much
of the late Lady Saxondale's confession as had

immediate reference to the question under inves-

tigation : her deeper and darker crimes he kept

entirely out of view. Dr. Ferney—spirit-broken

and crushed, not merely by the recollections of the

past, but also by the recent horrors which had oc-

curred at Sasondale House—presented but the

ghost of his former self; so that his appearance,

and the tale of love's infatuation which he told,

won for him a considerable amount of sympathy.

As there was not any ground to beUeve him cul-

pable of a conscious and wilful complicity in the

initiation of the imposture twenty-one years back,

—but as it was only too evident that his passion had

rendered him the weak tool of an artful and de-

signing woman,—moreover, as it was through his

instrumentality that this imposture was suddenly

blazoned forth to the whole world,—it entered not

into the mind of any one to proclaim him worthy

of punishment. When the judgment of the Com-
mittee was pronounced, and Lord Saxondale was

invited to take his seat amongst the Peers of

England—Dr. Ferney, having done all that was

required of him, resolved to withdraw completely

into private life. He gave up his profession—he

quitted his house in Conduit Street—and he re-

tired to the picturesque dwelling at Rhavadergwy

in Wales, which the Marquis and Marchioness

of Eagledean placed at his disposal. Thither he

was accompanied by the faithful and attached

Thompson,—on whom Lord Saxondale settled an

annuity, so as to relieve him from a complete st .te

of dependence on the physician. No museum, and

no laboratory were established at Ehavadergwy

:

Dr. Ferney had conceived a sudden and uncon-

querable disgust for all those circumstances and

pursuits which could not fail to remind him

vividly of the past ; and it was in the recreations

of literature that the remainder of his days were

spent. He lived but three or four years after the

occurrences at Saxondale House : his health gra-

dually declined .»- his constitution, never strong,

gave way—and he expired in the arms of the

attached Thompson.
The full extent of Lady Saxondale's crimes, as well

as those of Lord Harold Staunton, was religiously

concealed from our hero and the beauteous Fiorina.

Indeed Lord and Lady Saxondale are now com-

pletely happy : their grief for the loss, the one of

a mother, the other of a brother, gradually became

attempered down to a pious resignation—until it

was absorbed in the elements of felicity with which

they were so profusely surroundod. They hay*

four children— two sons and two daughters,—

constituting the chief source of their happineM,

and in whom arc reflected the manly beauty of \h»lx

father and thi" feminine graces of their mother.

Tho MarquiH of Eaglo<loan is now in hu »er<«-

tieth year, but as hale and as hcartv U *he\x w*
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first introduced him to the reader. There being (

no heir to his title,, the entail of his estates ceases,

atid he is enabled to bequeath thorn to whomsoever

he chooses. Lord and hmiy Saxondale, being already

immensely rich, require nothing at the old noble-

man's hands : it is the same with Lord and Lady
Everton— the same too with the Count and

Countess of Christoval ; and therefore the bulk of

the Marquis's property is willed to Mr. and Mrs.

Paton, a munificent jointure being reserved for

the Marchioness. All those personages whose

names have just been mentioned, are as happy as

the reader can wish them to be ;—and, beyond

those petty evils which are incidental to even

the most prosperous human condition, no cloud

threatens to cast its shadow upon the tenour of

their existence.

J uiiana—fortunately for hefelf—became sub-

jected to influences alike corrective and beneficent,

when the terrific drama developed its mingled

phases of wonderment and horror at Saxondale

House. The vigils which she kept by her mother's

bedside urrtU almost the last moment, impressed

upon her mind the terrors of that death-bed to

which guOt had brought her parent ; and she

was led to deplore her own frailties. Then, on the

rightful Lord Saxondale's recovery from his illness,

she found herself clasped in the arms of a brother,

—a brother who was prepared to receive her as his

sister, and to treat her with all the kindness which

was characteristic of his nature. The period of

mourning for the deceased Lady Saxondale was
passed by Juliana at the mansion in Park Lane,

with her brother and her sister-in-law ; and as it

drew towards an end, she received a note from Mr.

Forester, respectfully and affectionately worded,

soliciting an interview. This she declined, in the

belief that he was desirous of drawing her into a

renewal of that connexion which had been cut

short by the tragic circumstances at Saxondale

House. A few months elapsed, during which

Juliana heard no more of Mr. Forester ; but at the

expiration of that interval, she received a second

note, assuring her that the impression her image

had left upon his mind, was stronger than he had

at firSt fancied—and he offered her his hand. This

she accepted; and her brother, Lord Saxondale,

settled upon her an annuity of fifteen hundred a

year ; so that it proved by no means an ineligible

match, in a worldly point of view, for Mr. Forester.

But inasmuch as Juliana's character had been too

much damaged for her to hope speedily to regain

her footing in EngUsh society, she and her husband

have since their marriage resided abroad— chiefly

.n Italy ; and we are happy in being enabled to

add that the lady's conduct has been perfectly and
scrupulously correct.

It may easily be supposed that the Marchioness

of Villebelle—the beautiful Constance—was per-

fectly astounded when she learnt that the deceased

Edmund was not hor brother, but that he whom
she had known as William Deveril, stood in this

light towards her : and mingled with that wonder-

ment was a profound affliction at the tragic end of

her mother. Her husband continued to fill emi-

nent diplomatic situations throughout the reign of

Louia-Philippe, and likewise while the Kepublic

lasted: but when Louis Napoleon usurped thw
Imperial Crown of France, the high-minded Mar-
quis refused to serve under the new dynasty.
Fortunately for him, a very distant relative—whom
he had not seen and scarcely known for years

—

died about the same time of that usurpation ; and
the Marquis found himself the heir to a large for-

tune. From motives of delicacy,—being unwilling
to meet his former wife, if wife she could be callel

—the Countess of Christoval,—he has visited Eng-
land rarely ; indeed, only for a few weeks at a

j

time, to enable Constance to see her brother and
sister-in-law ; and now the Marquis and Mar-
chioness are settled down on the handsome estate

in the South of France, which formed a portion of

his recently acquired inheritance. »

We must not forget to observe that Mary-Anne
—Constance's faithful lady's-maid—formed an ex-

cellent matrimonial alliance. She was one morning
combing out her long luxuriant hair before a glass

placed on a toilet-table near the window of her

chamber at the mansion of the French Embassy
in Madrid,—when she unconsciously became the

object of admiration on the part of a middle-aged
English gentleman who was lodging at an hotel

on the opposite side of the street. The admirer
was a bachelor, with a moderate fortune ; and he
longed for the bliss of matrimony. He soon con-

trived to form an acquaintance with Mary-Anne

—

he wooed and won her—and the marriage has been
a perfectly happy one, notwithstanding the dis-

parity of some sixteen or seventeen years in their

respective ages.

Lord Petfersfield paid tke debt of nature a few
months after the incidents at Saxondale House.
He had to be examined as a witness in a law-suit

which came under the cognizance of the Court of

Queen's Bench ; and it is supposed that the ex-

ceeding home-thrust questions which the learned

counsel put, and which compelled him for once in

his life to give point-blank answers, appeared to

his mind so utterly destructive of that diplomatic

reserve which had become habitual, and so com-
pletely subversive of his solemn gravity, as alto-

gether k> upset him ; and unable to bear up
against the shock, he took to his bed—which he

never left alive.

Squire Hawkshaw continues unmarried, and if

likely to remain so. He is an occasional visitor at

the houses of those friends with whom circum-

stances rendered him so intimate ; and he is alwayi

a welcome guest.

A few years back, a certain Mark Bellamy was
convicted of forgery, before a criminal tribunal at

Vienna, and was sentenced to work in the Austrian

quicksilver-mines for the remainder of his life.

About the same time, Mrs. Martin—another crea-

ture of the late Lord Everton, the uncle and per-

secutor of the present one—died in wretchedness

in an English workhouse.

We have now no more to relate. Our task, so

far as the present narrative is concerned, has

reached its termination. But ere laying down
our i^n, we invite the attention of our myriads

of readers to a Fourth and C-oncluding Series

of " The Mysteeibb of the Court of Lot-
DON."

END OF TUB TUIBD SEBIKS.
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